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| To-her Grace: the 


| 1 O E | 


. 


_— 


Madam, _ = : 4 
F Sophonisba receiv'd ſome applanſe the Stage, 1 arrorate neths 
OP merit of the Poem, but as I ought with the bande Fang 
ledgments and profound fratitude, impute it to the fav urable aſpets 
of the Conrt-Stars. * Bla above all, 1 muſt pay ations to your 
Grace, who is you ave' the toſt Beautifal, as will in the bright appea- 
rances of Body, as in the immortal ſplenters of an thevated Soil, did ſhed 
mightier inflaence, and darted on me 4 largeſs of glory anſwerable to your 
ſhock of Beams. 4 OI —_—_ y_ ray aye bow'd but to the 
air imperions Roſa ': "ay; he who in ſpate: anties Charms, durſt 
Lacs = that ſur wer Moe es, and tax ber A a Femſh,mew _ 
his approaches to your Grace, ſeems awed with the ſource. of ſo many rayesy, 
and dazld with a preſence ſo illuſtrious. He ſees, with new 'bleedings, eyes _ 
more attrattive than theſe of Roſalinda, ſomething more delicate in your ſhape, 
and lofty in your meen; an Air ſo charming ſweet, that "tis miraculous it 
ſhou'd be Majeſtich too : Smiles of more delightful Shine than April Suns, 
ſuch ſoftneſſes and languiſhings, as the almighty Poets hand cannot deſcribe, 
nor Painters Pencil ever draw. For my own part I am reſolvd to look, up to 
you dayly, and dedicate my Life and Labours to your Grace, to ſpend all 
the ſtore of my yet unexhauſted fancy in your unbounded Fame. For I de- 
clare to be wreath*d in Lawrel from head to foot, is not comparable honour 
to that of being, Madam, ; 


| | Your Graces moſt humble 


and devoted Servant. 
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ACT E SCENE L 


— 


Enter Hennibal,. Maherbal, Bomilcar, Guards and Attendants 


Has. Onqueſt with Laurels has-our arms adorn'd;; - 
And Romer in. Tears ofi blood our anger mouri'd.. 

Like Gods, we paſt the rugged 41pizec hills, | 

Melted our way, and drove: our biſffing wheels C 

Through Cloudy. deluges, eternal Rills : 

What after ages ſhall withpain believe, - 

Through burning Quarries did'our paſſage cleave , 

Hurl'd dreadful Fire, and Vinegar infus'd; 

Whoſe horrid force the Nerves of Flints unloog'd : 

Made Nature ſtart to fee us root up Rocks, 

And open-all her Adamantine Locks , 

Shake off her maſly Barrs , or'e mountains go, 

Through Globes of Ice, and flakes of - folid Snow, 

Onour laſt Elephant while wedid fleep, 

In Ar-us foggy Fenns and Marſhes deep, 

One light we loſt , for Carthege underwent: 

Wars tedious toils, our/Blood and Spirits ſpent, - 6 

And all the ſtock of health which bounteous Naturelent. '> 

eMah, But what return has that ſlow City made ? 

Admir'd by Foes, yau were. by Friends betray'd. 

While you abroad fam'd Battels bravely fought, 

The Traitor Henne your:deſtruction ſought :-> / | 

No ſuccours were for youraſſtance meant's.'- | ', 

For ſtill to Rome Intelligence was ſent. - - That 


ws. a 


2 Sophanzzba: 0r, 

That did the C arthaginians ſtrength declare, 

Which w y patty andwliycheir numbers were: 
Row. By hisdeſigh your Brothers death was wrought, 

When he apart from you with Nero fought, 

Too well that Barb'rous State, 140 Hanno knew, = 

If Gallant Aſdrubal ſhould joys ith you, , 

The Romans gou'd po hope of.lafety haye,z © -- 

No Power of Eat Sv Irhely ES fave : 

With wicked Policy he therefore try'd 

Your two all-conqu'ring Armies to divide, 

How fatally did his eurſ} Plots ſycceed ? | | 

When with your Brother all his Troops did bleed, _ 
Han.Great States-menKings ſhou'd watch while they employ , 

Leſt , what they build,. thoſe underhand deſtroy. | 

Nor has his ſeparating Chiefs been known 

Only on Land, but enthe-Ocearbown : Þ 3 pO 

Where Rleets divided by cloſe. practis'd Arts:. 7 + 1 _ 

Have melted Womens Eyes,: #nd'Souldiers Hearts. 
Bom, Now all the Fiends thofe Traytors drag to Hell, 

Who for Revenge, or Gold, their Country ſell. | 
Han, How wou'd the Slaves have-quak'd,: had they but- ſeen 

The flights of Trebza, or Thrafimen?. i 1 | 

Or Dreadful Canne. eenlV |: 91 

Where the dire Siſters bit the Rea» Looms, 

As if their hands were tyr'd with cutting doome. 

Bom, Where fourſcore valliant Senators we kill'd, : 


The blood of feventy thouſand Souldiers ſpill d;  * 
And great Emilius death our Conqueſt ſwell'd, 
Han, When all with crimſon ſlaughter coyer'd o're, 
We urg'd our Horſes through a flood of Gore ; 
Whilſt from the battlements of Heavens high wall 
Each God look'd down, - and ſhook his awful head, 
Mourning to ſee ſo many thouſands fall, | 
And then looKk'd pale, vo ſee us look fo red. 
Mah, That was a Time worthy ſevereſt Fate, 
When victory on Hylls of Heroes fat, + 
And turn'd her Eyes all blood-thot on the Fray, - © (© + 
Andlaugh'd, and clapp'd her:wings, and leſt the day. 
Han, And are we thus atlaft rewarded then ? 
Dare they review our dangers with diſdain ? 


| Dull 


HantubaFk:G@oerthrow. - 

[Dull 'Counfelldes;| wha wdlytalloofharmy. 6) 

Sleep till high Noon;'to tbſtly Banquets {warm, . 

And with rich Wines dainkrrhercold Spirits warm. ' _ | 
Inſtead of fighting... 8dipie;/leviis.afte,;: | . 12G, 

Set fire to Carthega;;: a 9s jc ond 'c 


Melt all their hoardeq/Freatures down, rand pour :' © 
Into their thirſty T hroats the:tcaldng Ore; 

Bore, Go on, great Sir 4 their ruſty Coffers burn , 
Their Towring pride to:deſolation turn. 

Mab, HowT ſhow's jaugfy 'to:fe&theis Ermins ſmoak 1 
May ſulph'rous flames their gorgedvitatschaake / 
Han, Maherbal, ſtay ; though Carthage us'd me ill, 

Spight of 'my wrongs; ſheismy Country ſtill: _. 

My Father, the great Mafter'of our Arms, . . 

(Who, while he gave me life, heard loud Alarms) 

Swore me Rome's Foe, when in my ages bud, 

Wean'dme from Milk, -and nurs'd meyp-ia Blood, & 

And taught me to be obſtinately good: 

Rome, the Worlds Gyant Empreſs, to invade, | 

Till her bright fame ſhould ſhrink ito 2 ſhade, 6 

And all her golden Spares in duſt-were tad. _ 0 - +: 
Bom, Carthage, and Rome, which did fo long divide 

The troubl'd World, to prop their weighty pride, 

Will brook no more-eack others mighty ſway , 

The Gods to this or.that muſt give the day: 

Since ſuch Majeftick Power to both is given, 

As each might take up all the care af'Heaven. 
Mah, Beſides the natural hate to'Roxe you bear, 

With Scipio, love obliges you'to War, C 

Since Roſalind is 2 Pris'ner there. ) 

Heavens ! ſhall he dareto keepyour Love in bands? 

Beauty like hers, Swords, Hands, andHearts commands. 
Han, O, my Maberbal | thou wert always kind, 

See'ſt allmy good, but to my ills art blind : 

Had I by thy advice my Souldiers led, 

Hot with their Joyes, andftriding o're the dead, 

To Rome, to Rome, my Warriour—— Bur, *tis loſt ; 

That hour, that did ſo many laſt hours coſt! c 

The Gods, and opportunity ride poſt. - 

Melting at Cafua I in pleaſures lay 

And tor a Miſtreſs gave the World away.. 2146. 


4 . .SophotibiseliOry !- 
Mah, Grudge you tho Wotld?7iGowd 4 oh ION 
' Were I great Fove Nrimſelf, Fd: we Heaven 6d... 


But I am rough, and not for omenrmade,: ' \/ :. | : 

[In Natures courleſt lite Fortona QI vt ;] 
Han, Haſte to the:uRwanCainp, con: My, 2390 390 

Take Scouts along; unſeen as Spirits pry! Ds, oy ls «1934 

And learn the poſture &f the 311-1: ct 

Learn, if thy knowledge ma ſohappy be, - 

Where Roſa/izda mourns for Liberty x 

Seek her asthou woud'ſt! Wreaths for Glogies ITY 

As after Conqueſt thou woud't ſeek. for Spa :: 


The SCENE drawn, diſtevers. 4 pleaſant Grote, King Ma. 
nifſa, Maſſina,-«»d Menander ſting ww; 4 Bank: Soft Mu- 
fick gs heard, 


K, 244f. Since Love, the brighteſt Jewel of a Crown, 
That fires Ambition, and adorns Renown 
That with ſweet hopes does our harſh pains beguile, 
And midſt of Javelins makes the Souldier ſmile , 
Since this great Trophie's loſt, quite loft tro me, 
What wretched things muſt Fame and Empire be ? 
| Men. Yet once your Soul was of another train, 
And ſtill you talk'd how God-like *twas to Reign, 
In myſtick Empire to'be plac'd alone, 
And your Cheeks burn'd* when-you beheld a Throne , 
Ev'n in your Nonage haughty were and bold, . 
And ſmiling wou'd your Fathers Scepter hold,s : 
And talk'd, when young, , how you wou'd rule whea old, 
K. Maſ.. Ambition then Ilov'd'; but now abhor, 
Maſ], What is Ambition, Sir? 
K. XMaf. The luſt of Power. © 
Like,glory, Boy, it licenſes:to kill ; 
A ftrong temptation to do bravely ill ; 
A bait to draw the bold and backward 1 in, 
The dear bought recompence of higheſt fin : 
For, when to death we make the conquer'd yield, 
What are we, but the Murd'rers of the Field ? 
Men, In gallant Souls, Ambition is no more 
The Bawd of Empire, or the luſt of Pow'r, 


Than 


| Hannubal's Qzertbrow. 5 
Than lawful Mirth is lewdnels 1a a Bride, 
Or Neatneſs, in a Veſtal Virgin, Pride, 
K. Meſ. Then be it ſo, yet I will out no more, 
Since Love has wrack'd men the long'd for ſhore, 
Not, but I had aSoul cou'd ſtorms outwear, 
Durſt againſt Rocks, or over-Quick-ſands ftcer : 
For Love, if Yenss had like Fan bid, | 
I durft as much as e're Alczaes did : 
But I am loſt ; nothing, Mains, now ; 
With Love's each blaſt, I like a zull-ruſh bow. 
Am I not alter'd much of late ? 
Maſſ, Alas! - | 
You look like wither'd Flowers, or Mountain Grals. 
K. Maſ. O Sophonisbs, oh! 
Maſſ. Why ſighs my Lord ? 
Speak ; for I will revenge you with my Sword. 
What cruel Vulture's this, that tears your breaſt ? 
Like feſter'd wounds, it takes away your reſt. 
You will grow mad, I think , you watch all night, 
And with your groans the crognng Ravens fright. 
Who is it that theſe gps. griefs has wrought, 
That bends your brow, and turns you into thought ? 
K. Maſ, My ſorrows load, alas ! thou canſt not bear. 
AMaſſ. Think you my Soul is capable of fear ? l 
What is it, for your ſake, I cou'd not bear? 
K. Ma. Maſſina, thou art all that I wou'd have ; 
There's nothing after thee, but a low Grave : 
Obdurate ſtubborn heart, ſtill wilt thou hold ? 
Obſerve me, Boy, when thou ſhalt ſee me cold, 
Grown by my Death a longer line of woe, 
Pale as wrong'd Lovers Ghoſts, that ſighs below ; 
Then learn to curſe the Author of my Fate. 
Maſſ. What horrid things are theſe, which you relate ? 
K. af. Thee from thy Childhood I have train'd with care, 
Ich' painful Diſcipline of tedious War : 
In Mountains bred thee, and,on barren Sands 
And led thee near the Sun, through high parch'd Lands ; _— 
Show'd thee to chace wild Boats upon the Heath, Ro 
And taught thy Infant Hands the'Trade of Death. 
' When by Boccar hotly was pugſu'd, . 
And forc'd to plunge into the rated Flood, 


Thou 


6. Soptionisbt : 0+; 
Thou leap'ſt in after me; 

Maſſ. Idid, my Lord. SP nr 
But you forget the Whirl-pool inthe Ford , | 
Where when Iftruggl'd; and my ſtrength grew ſlack, 
You daſh'd my Fate, and boxe me on your back : 

So through the Helleſpont Eurppa rode, 
Half dead with fear, though mounted on a God.  - 

K, Maſ. But, my Meſſin*, there's one danger more, 
More dreadful than all thoſe we paſt before : 

Vile Women. s 

Maſſ. Women, Sir, I oft have ſeen 
Dancing with Timbrels on the Flowry Green, 

Or like Fnall Clouds upon the Mountains brow , 
But never thought they Thunder bore till-now. 

I know they are all black, have rowling Eyes, 
Thick Lips, flat, Noſes, Breaſts of mighty ſize. _ 

K, Ma/. Thou never yet in ſhining Courts haſt been; . 
Nor che fair part of Woman-kind haſt ſecn, 
Who cloſe in Africk Palaces reſide, 

Aud from th? injurious Sun their Faces hide: 

To whom compar, theſe ſeem alftydeous night, 

But thoſe, like Crnthia's Silver Creſcent, bright, . 
Maſſ, Is it ain to be acquainted, Sir, 

With thoſe white Maids, that are fo fine and fair ? 
K. Mezſ. Shun em M«i»«,as thou. wou'dſt:zthy Fate z. 

As things which by —_—_ we hate. 

Nctall the horrours of abloody War, 

Not Lyons, Tygers,ſuch hid Fury bear: 

Thoſe appear Monſters, but theſe ſeem all mild. 

Nangever yet deſtroy'd, but ſtill the ſmil'd. 

They are all grief, when they appear all joy ; 

ob they deltroy. . 


Like Lightning, while they 
Lye Pc ſ\ boi Youth, JB | 
Of what thou ſeeſt me now, the crue}/Cauſe; 
Though clear her form. appear'd, withour one ſtain, 
Bright asthole Bodies which o're darkneſs reign, 


at. white Woman was . 


Her Soul blackr chanche Skin of MY 

Por Fraud with Beauty do's his Lodping take, . 
Maſ/. Then Beauties breaſts flees think of Flowers, 
Tha fairly hides a foul and ugly Snake... | 


Hannwibal's Qverthrow. 7 

K, Maſ. There's not one ſafe, and'fair: all Seas of Sin. 
Shou'dſt thou be us'd, alas 1 as Ithavebeen, 

'Twou'd make thee Gray : hear not my Story told, 

Maſ. Will Women, if they ule me, make me old ? 

K, Maſ. I had a Miftrils once, : 1 
For her I fought, and did her Cauſe maintain 
Againſt the World upon the liſted Plain: 

The Gods too know with whar obliging ſmiles, 
And bluſhing 1% ſhe prais'd my mighty toils: 
And when toikils hex hand I-bended'Jow, 

She made it meet my Lips, and'preſt *emi too. 

All this in Publick ; but remov d, 
Fierce were our Joys,' and with a looſe we lov'd. 

Mezan. You may remember, Sir, that I was by, 
Call'd as witneſs tothe ſecret Tye : | | 
Thrice we invok'd the God of Marriage there, 7 
With rich Sabzan ſcents, perfum'd the Air, 8 
And utter'd ſacred Vows, and binding Prayer. 

K..Mzſ. when you were gone, 

And none bur Left wich cthavcharming Maid, 
What furious fires did my; hot Nerves iivade ? 
With open arms;upon —_— ran, 
With pangs I graſp'd her,like a dying man : 
Like light and heat; 1 te we:lay g 
We bleſt the Night; and curſt the. coming Day. 

Maſ. Now as I love bright Arms, the Story's fine ! 

Tell it all night, my Lord, the Stars will-ſhine. 
K. Ms/. Soon as the Birds did on the morning call, 
Her brighter Eyes a ſhow'r of Tears let fall : 
Which in my panting Boſome trickl'd down , 
She preſt me cloſe, and cry'd, muſt you be gone? 
Then round my Neck her ſnowy Arms did twine, 
She ſigh'd; bur will you be for ever mine ? 
Will you be true ? and then our lips did joya. 

Maſſ. Kind, pretty heart. 

K, Ma/. Her laſt words were; | 
Hear me ye Gods, may be never bleſt, 

If M:/7ziſ[4 be not to this /Breaft- c 

The {weeteſt, dgareſt, everlaſting Gueſt. 

Yet ſhe, this fair, this ſoft deludiog ſhe, 

Forgetting all her Vows, forgetting me ; B 2 While 


x 
: 
*w_ 
'® . > 
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While I for Carthage follow'd Wars alarms, 
Reſign'd her ſelf up to anothers Arms. 


Enter Lelius, aud Varro, - 
Lel. At length he's found : riſe Meſfmniſts, riſe. 
Shake of thele Clouds that hang about your Eyes : 
Glorie's in view, and courts Us with her call, 
New ſtorms of War like Hail around us fall 
Par, Fury, that ſat at home, on maſſie Shields 
Now heaves 'em up, and ranges through the Fields ; 
With all her hundred Whips of Wire ſhe comes, 
And drives deſpairing Monarchs to their Tombs. 
Lel. Syphax and 4ſdr#bal their Forces joyn, 
With Arms the Mountains, and the Vallies thine : 
Ha ! what unwonted Charm your Soul enchains ?: 
Isyour high Blood congeal'd within your Veins, 
That from the duſty Field you thus reture,-- . 
And feek cool Shades, when all the World's on Fire? 
Yar, Kings caſt their Silks, and Armour make their Robe , 
Inſtead of Lutes, ſhtll Trumpets charm the Globe ; 
Yet you from this great-Race. of Honour run,” 
Wave falling Palms, and courting Laurels thur-:: 
Why ſhou'd you Sophonisba's loſs bemoan, | | 
When $yphax, who enjoys: her, cries comc.on ?- 
K. Maſ. Ha ! That the baſe Uſurper did but dare 
Meet me alone, without his crowds of War !: 
Lel. If you dye here ſo filenely, you'l fall 
As if Fate knew not of your Funeral ; | 
And cens'ring Fame will ſay, when you are gone, 
His Thred of Life was by a Woman ſpun, 
But, Yarro, we miſtake; this is not He,:. 
This is ſome Poarer onMoralny 
Some {tudious Youth, whodees theHeavy'ns ſurvey, 
And in dull Science fools his. Life away. 
K. Mif. Awake ! Where haſt thou been my drowſie Soul, . 
In Lethe ſteepd, or freezing near the Pole? _ 5 
I teel her now my benumb'd Limbsinſpire, 
My Spirits ſhoot, and dzrt, and mount up higher, 
Like ſparks that (catter from a kindling Fire: 
The Plots of Love inglorious are, and dark, | 
Blidly he aims, and night. is all bismark;.. _ Like: 


FAarivbal'046throw. '9 
Like day Ple ary vogh and throngh; I willi 
To cure my honour;'T'tny ove will kill, 
Kill her my ſelf, cut picce-meal all her Charms. 
War , how it ſounds Taway, toArtts, to'Arms 
Ler's go where the llluſtridus = totpind, _ 


Ie be the-firſt thall ſeale proud Cerrbege Walls : 
Wing'd wilt our Glory, come 'tny Friends, let's fly, 
To conquer bravely, or as bravely dye. _ 
Lel. Spoke like your felf'; thus'Wwe-our hommage pay ; 
So look'd Hhilles when Triy loſt the day. 
Var, Fierce and majeſtick us young Mears, you ſtand: 
'Tis fat that look, this 4+ ſhould command, 
K. Maſ. As Lovers, big with expectation, burn ; 
My Soul to Battle :does'all fiery turn : 
Swift as the Gods, ia%haft our-firip the Wind, 
And leave the Courſes of the day behind.- 
Yet ſtay , methinks T am uneafie ſtill, - 
What real pleaſure can it be to kill? - 
Lel. Frail Prinde!'how wavering all his Aions be, 
By Paſſions tols*d in Love's tempeſtuous Sea ? 
War fires the brave. | | 
K. Mzf. Yet War contraQts a guiit'; 
And the brave grieve when manylives are fpilt : 
Love, like a Monarch, merciful and'young, 
Shedding no Blood, effeminates the- ſtrong, , 
But War does like 2 Tyrant 'vex us more, 
And breaks thoſe Hearts, which Love'did melt before. - 
| | | [Exeunt, . 


_—_—____ 


ACT Il. SCENE I. 


Eater Scipio, KMaſſiniſſa, Miſſina, Menander, Lelins and Yarre. 
47 


C_——_— ap 


Scip, THe Scouts of Hepnibal, have they ſurvey'd 
'2” The Camp'? +7 1+ | 

Lel, Your will exa@tly was obey'd. 

Scip, 1 hear, my gallant Friend, and grieve to h 
That youche Chains of Sophonisbe wear ; 
IniGlorie's School you -had.the foremoſt Name, -. 
Skill'd in the dark-tniſterious Book of Fame; ... Did. : 


ear, 


:T0 Saphanishay: 0, . 


Did thoſe worn eager with toad, 
Which told the Stories ©f the 4 p Lana : 
But by this act of (oftnels. you wat drown 
Thoſe Noble parts, and faxfeiy your.regown ; 
Truant to all the Honour. that 7 err fig 99570 
Drunk with Love's Tears, with-Smiles of Beauty\Mad. 
K. Meſ, I firove, Sir, by yqur great atchievements taught, 
To drive this Beauty from my labr'ing thought | 
But I as well to Heaven might .garry/Wars, - . 
And quench the influence of our crofler Stars: 
Like thoſe'wich. fatal Fires, (be gilds my way, 
And leads me on, that I may further ſtray. ; 
Scip, ThenImuft angry grow,jfince you are frail, 
And Corroſives apply, where Cordials-fail , 
To me prove civil ;' for-yaur. {glt be wiſe ;; 
You have my friend{hip,;therefore I advilc: , 
K. Mz. Mean you, my Lord, not Sophonisbs loye? 
Scip, As ſhe's the Foe of Roxpe, I diſapprove 
All Treaties with her : ſhake her off jn. xime, 
-Or againſt Honour you commit,a Crime. 
K. Maſ. And wou'd you have me live? 
Scip, When ſhe is dead: 
VVhy ſhou'd you with: her like,. that, has. betray'd 
Both you and R-me ? $yphgx,vhoml.bed wrought, 
Her cunning Tongue tofideiwith Garthage brought : 
By Heaven I ſwear, if ſhe-my Captive be, 
Pll uſe her as the, Ko7nans Enemy. Jeet 
K. Maſ. You'd have me ſhike her off and Jive, I'de know 
V Vhether this Fleſh you wear you can forgo, 
And be the fame Here, through my Botom run _ 
Your Sword ; and whanthe bloody deed is done, 
| V'Vhen your Steell ſmoaks with my Hearts reeking Gore, 
Bid me be well as e're. Iwas before. : | 
Scip. You are refolv'd it ſeems to croſs my will , 
But from a-Friend Þ11; conſtrue nothing ul. = 
K. Maſ. O then endure yet more, aad:let mefpealk, 
VVithout ſome vent my lab'ridg:Heart will break : 
"Tis as a Friend, your Life, your Life I ſpare, 
Not as you, more than King,. Rewe's Conſul are, 6 
The far fam'd $cipio, and God. of V. Var. 
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Can any Man that's brave, EY 
His Miſtriſs injuries wy pubc hear? - 
Let any other in. your c OR ES 
And juſtifie the Wordst By F rj aid; 
By che Immortal FO Fl rite him.dead,.. . 

Lel. My Lord. - * - $ As the King moves forward, Lelivs- 

Tays his hand on r bis Smord.. - 

Scip. Your £ gen'rois cho, Lebing, Holds. 
He ſhall be en yer be mare cold: 
My vertue all the ſtorins of Paſſion knows, 
Has try'd its Calms, its woridrous? s and Flows. 
Since a Requeſt ſo {mall you candeiy 
From greater proofs how wot'd pour BricadthipHy 2 ? 

K. Maf. Try me, my Lord, but any other way, 
Heavens! with what readineſs .would Tobey ! 
VVhile blood kind warmth does | to theſe Limbs afford, 
VVhile I can ſhake a Spear; or weild a Sword, c 
You ſhall be ever Meſſniſſa' $ Lord :: 
Go on, and wander the wide Ocean ore, 
Go fail ro ſome unhoſpitable Shore, 
V'Vhere dreadful Montters guard the horrid Land ; 
Though down'to Hell I fink at your Command , '& 
Fil throw my body on the untry'd 1and : 
V'Vou'd you-have all the Carthaginians ſain, 
Or ſee their Cities -levelP'd-with the. Plain, 
VVich chearful toil the buſineſs fhall be done, - 
_ me but S-phonisbs for my Crown. 

Scip, To conquer Enemies abroad's no more 

Than a Tribune here has done before : 
Search all the Armythrough, and find that one, 
V:Yho if I bid, the force off Fire dares ſhun, & | 
Or will not from a Precipice leap: down : 
At my Command, Ze/iss, would -you x" FM 
To dye? 

Lel, My Fate for Empire I'd not loſe , - 
At thy Command, Temples and Shriges ſhows blaze ; ; 
I'd ſpoil:their Gods; their Soy, Akars raze, 
And with my Fury 'make'e mdigad thee more, 
Than 1 fear them whe all'their Thunders roar. 


Scip.: To Conquer Kingdoms, _ on Scepters tread,” 
Is: but to imitate great Hermes dead:: - Show's: 
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Shou'd you your Arms to the VVorld 56 $08 hear, TRE | \ 
The mighty Alexander piergd as Br ” = 
But if ungovern'd Paſſion you can 
And queach the inglorious ardour © - mind, 
Your Fame ſhall with that hatghty \ for Is 
VVhich all the. Eaftern Beauties cou ou = 
If tilt yon are relolv'd her Charms t wn 
The V Vorld may truly term you raſh, unjuſt ; r” 
And when you periſh, ſay, he dy'd for Luſt, 

K. Maſ. You tax me, Sir, with.CrimesT do not know 
But urge me not too.far z wn: thay row . 
Beyond all limits, juſt revenge purſue, | bs 
And blinded by my Rage fer ge pu at” you. | 

Scip, Unhand'him——Zy the Gods your whrſt [dare 
A ſingle arm Rome's Conſul cannot fear : ' 
I ſhine above thee like a Star fix'd higher, 


Whom though you cannot reach; you may adm 78 


K. Maſ. Like Meteors rather you falle glory i*/':; 
Whoſe ſhort liv'd-blaze, low Earthy vapours make : 


Yet, ſince with fancyed fires you fill the Skie, 


Shall not one Prince ar. your dread aſpect dye. 

Scip. How have lerr'd ? Your Tryals at an end 
Heaven ! That 1e're ſhould call this man my Friend ; 
How cou'd my Soul fo grofly be o'releen ? 

From all —_—_ wert thou ſeleed then ? 
O moſt ungrate ! ill tempered barbrous King, 
No good did ever from this A4frick ſpring. 


Did I for this each Rowan friend(hip ſhun, - 


And to thoſe ſavage Arms for refuge run ? - 


When with the weighty cares of War oppreſt, 


Lean'd all my troubles on thatſullen Breaſt ; 
Took no Pcrition, granted no Command, 
But what was giv'n by Ma/iniſa's hand? 
What Triumphs did I ever yet deſign, 
Wherein your glory might not equal ſhine ? 
Yet fora Woman, and a falſe one too, 
Your Fame, your Faith and Friendſhip you "=" 
Still let the Great,of Favourites bewarez 
They moſt deceive us, who moſt Wuſted are," © 
[rhe he Ck ul HFarns aws 14y. 
. K. 
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K. Maſ. Stay Conſul, ſtay my Friend, my noble Lord , 
Cou'd you then caſt me off for one raſh word ? 
Forſake me ever? O you never lov'd 
Your Maſ/inif[a, who cou'd be thus mov'd. 
Go if you pleaſe, leave this ungrateful King, 
This falvage, barb'rous, indigefted thing. 
What-e're my paſſion did, ſhou'd pardon'd be, 
For I confeſs, you are a God to me, - 
Yet it had been more friendly and more kind, 
Not to have met the Tempeſt of my Mind. 
Scip. But was it poſſible, in this our ſtrife, 
That Maſiniſſa ſhould attempt my Life? 
K. Maſ. Pronounce my death, cut off theſe curſed hands, 
Send me to 9yphax, bound with thameful bands, 
That I may all the ſubtleſt torments bear, 
And after death no more reproaches hear. 
Scip. By this return of virtue, I am made 
For ever yours. Say, do I now upbraid ? 
Are theſe reproaches ? 
K. 4faſ. O ye Powers look down, 
And hear me {wear by your eternal Throne, 
Whatever this your likeneſs ſhall command, 
Though Sophonisba from my trembling hand, 8 
I will obey: or curle me wherel ſtand. 
Scip. As your firſt Trial, ſtrait to Cir4 fly, 
And perjur'd S$yphax at his Gates defic, 
Our Troops muſt conquer when led on by you , 
Chiefly his Wife endeavour to ſubdue : 
Whoſe ſubtile working VVit wrought all this care, 
And with her beautious griefs renew'd the V Var. 
K. X2aſ. This youth, my Kinſman, as a pledge I leave ; 
My all, the darling of my Soulreceive. 
As I in VVar ſhall falſe or faithful be; - 
So may juſt Heaven do both to him and me. 
Maſſ. Ah ! ifIamthat darling of your Heart 
How can you leave me thus forlorn behind ? 
Take me along, or I ſhall think *"twas Art 
That made you ſeem fo pitifuband kind. KA 
+ K. ef. Nowallthe Gods thy preciqus Life defend. 
Something that's fatal ſure theſe _—_ portendz  - © 


1 
_ 
. 
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I was not-us'd to. weep. © 
Scip. Nor muſt not now. 
At your return we will to Zama go z 
From hence to Bagrads our Forces,draw, 
To try our ſtrength with dreadful Hanpibal, 
And keep that tanious Conquerour in awe, 
That talked of giving Laws !ch* Capitol. 
K. Meaſ. My Blood boils in my Veins, and catches fire ; 
Such words, ſuch courege- would the Dead inſpire : 
Yes we will fight, my-Lord, with. Hannibal, 
To bloody 'count his boaRted Valour call. | 
Scip. Like ſome vaſt ill-built Tower, ſo high he grows ; 
His Marble-front nods with each blaſt that blows. 
K. Maſ. Our Arms like Thunder levell'd at his Crown, 
Shall all at once hurl'd by our rage, ruſh on,, 
And in a moment rowl hus Glories down, 
| kf [ Manes Maſſina ſolns, 
Was ever Youth unfortunate as I? 
But I will be reveng'd on him, and dye. 
Perhaps to loſe me in the Wars he fears, 
As if my Soul did not. out-go my Years. 


Enter Roſalinda. | 
Ref, V've (cap'd with:much ado the Fribune's Hands , 
But 'tis the Conſul. who muſt 'break my Bands, 
And ſend me with a Paſs-part back——Who's there ? 
What are you ?. | 
Meaſ. Firſt inſtruct me what you are, 
And kow you came to be- thus Heavenly fair: 
What is it makes your Cheeks. (o-freth and bright, 
The Red of Roſes, or.the Lillies:White ? 
Roſ. Were you ne're this before? 
Ma[. 1 never knew .. oy 
Such Agues in my Blood, and: Feavers too. 
Roſ, Vie leave you, Sir. . | \ 
Maf. You cannot.if you wou'd ,, . | 
You may as eaſily forgo. your Bloc "ER 
Like that, Fle bluſhing creep; about, you Rill x 
And my ſick thoughts with { a EaRicks fall 2 


Lad 
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Maſ. Alas! I do not know ry ey ns 7 
Something there is which Nature will not ſhow : 
W hen e're you ſpeak, as at melodious Strains, 


Theres ſomething purls and trickles rough my Veins, 
e Quick-ſilver it moves, ſd cold and faſt, 
Then my Eyes twinkle as they'd look. their laſt. . 

Roſ, It ſhews like Love ; but in its bixth deſtroy - 
A paſſion which ſcarce. pitty can enjoy. 

Maſ. m— you think me born of common Race g 
But Royal Blood does my high Lineage grace : 
Ah! do not then put ha EE we 
Since from your Eyes the tingling torment came. 

Roſ, In vain your paſſion'sardour you alledge, 

The Fort's impregaable, break up your Siege 
No force, nor art can the leaft Out-work win, 
There's one for you too:mighgy entered in : 

The havghtieſt, braveſt, foremoſt aan on Earth, 
Wh from the Blood of Gods derives his Birth, 

Maſſ. To his Immortal Kindred leave him then 
You may be better plac?d with blood of Men. 

Beſides, who knows, but his Divinity, 
As Gods will ſometimes very froward be, 
May chance take pet'as you in Love engage, 
And Thunder you to Pieces in his Rage ? 

Roſ. *Tis true, in War moſt dreadful he appears, 
All Cruel, Glorious ; dangers thick he wears : 
Not to amule you, when I have nam all 
That's Great, and Lovely, think on Hennibal. 

Maſſ. 1s poſlible! | 
In Age can Beauty ought that's lovely ſpy ? 

Can Dreams of Glory waking Youth ſupply ? 

R:{, Though his Blood mov'dlike freezing Currents flow , 
Were his Head whiter than the A/p:ve Snow, c 
My Youth his Age into one Piece ſhould grow. 

' Ma}. All you have ſaid, I know, in jeſt was {poke 
What ſhould you do with ſuch a ſapleſs Oak ? 
When a young pleaſant Vine{o near you ſtands, 
And bows with all his Cluſters to your Hands. 
- Roſ. Honour to Youth and Beauty I prefer, 


I'm for the beſt and braveſt Man in War ; 
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And ſince the World knows none ſo great as he, 
None elſe ſhall Lord of my AﬀeRion be. 
I ſhorter Joyes let other Maids delight, 
Theſe tranſitory pleaſures of a night ; 
But I more laſting happineſs deſign: 
In my 1lluſtrious Warriour's Heart to ſhine, 
And have my Name on his high Tomb engrav'd, 
This, this is She who Hannibal enſlav'd. 

 Maſ. Though I no dawn of comfort can defery, 
Yet in this hopeleſs Love I will engage, 
And every thought of Royalty caſt by, 
Through all the World attend you as your Page: 
For all my Pains I will not beg one Kits, 
That were to wrong your mighty Man of War , 
Give a kind look, and I will prize the Bliſs 
Above thoſe hopes which rhe Ambitious bear. 

Roſ. Since then you are reſolv'de while to wait, 

As your firſt task ſhew me the Conſul ftrait: 
My beauty like a Comet fhall ariſe, ). , 
That temperate Lord of Nutions to ſurprize, f 
Fil Thuader in his Ears, and Lighten in his Eyes. 


+- 


[Exeunt, 
SCENE The CarthaginiangC amp. _ 
Hannibal 7s diſcover'd in his Tent, ſitting at « Table with Lihts. | 


Hin, How great's the care, the toil and lingring pain, 
That racks a General's Breaft, and breaks his Brain ? 
Argus hid a hundred Lrghts, and 1 but one, | 
Yer all the Day *cis bulie as the Sun , | : 
And all the Night 'cis watchful as the Moon. 
When ſhall I ſleep from Notle and Buſineſs freed ? 
* Fis. huſh'd, but Beauty buſineſs does ſucceed : 
Beauty which Fove cou'd draw from Heav'ns high Tower , ” 
When 'Nimphs 1n Groves his Godhead ſtoop'd adore, c 
So much he lov'd Delight, above Almighty Power: 
In his deep B'ood, the foft Contagion ran, 
Staining his Son; that vaſt Immorrab Man; - 
The Grear A/cidrs ; who a Diftaf made 


Of that.huge Club, which Nations could invade's 


Woud- 
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Wou'd in his Miſtreſs Glaſs kind looks deviſe, 
Leſs'ning the Glortes of his God-like eyes, 6 
And tun'd his mighty voice to tender cryes, , 
Since Gods themlelves, and God-like Men bave lov'd, 
W hy ſhould not I with beauty's Charm's be mov'd ? 

The higheſt Power has Love's blind Mazes trod 

Then Hennibel loye on, and imitate a Gad. 


Enter Bomilcar, 


Bomi'car here? ſo ſuddenly return'd ? 
You look as if your journey you'had mourn'd, 

Bm, My Lord, we were dilcover'd.. 

Hay, Ha ! how then? 

Was your loſt freedom given you agen ? 

Bom, The gen'rous Conſul knowing who we were, 
Commanded us to diffipate- our fear : 

Then to his Officers gave ſtrict command, 
To let us take a view of every Band , 
But ſuch brave Men, and ſuch ſtrict diſcipline ! 

Hen, You ſpeak, Bowilcar,as you knew not imine: 

Bom; My Lord, your pardon if 1 lay, theſe eyes 
Ne'reyet beheld ſuch gallant Enemies. 
When we had ſeen what might le's Spirits damp,  - 
He generouſly ditmiſs'd us from the Camp. 

Hin, This Civil brav'ry has: oblig'd me ſo, 
] ſhll to Battle with half fury go: 
Doubts enter here, which yet my breaſt ne're felr : 
Doubts beget fears, and-fears my. courage melt. 
But of my Love, Couſin, you nothing ſaid ,. 
| Is ſhe alive ? how I that anſwer dread !. 
Or is it poſſible ſhe can be dead ? 

B»m. Though in the ſearch our utmoſt wit eſſay'd, 
We nought cou'd hear of that Illuſtrious Maid, 

H41n. Perhaps his heart for temp'rance ſo renown'd 
From her all conquering eyes-might take a wound, . 
And now he keeps her cloſe-; .which ſhould he dare, 
With Fire and Sword we'llcarry on the War, 

Yes, we will inſt:ntly our Bodies join 
The Worid's at tike, let it b2 his or mane. : 


CCC 
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Bow, Throw boldly at the ſum which the Gods ſet ; 
A hundred thouſand Lives at once are met, c 


That on your fide will all their Fortunes bet, 
Enter Maherbal. 


Mah, Come forth, my Lord, haſte from your Tent,*behold 
Sights that may chull the fiery, dant the bold ; 
Shrill Trumpets Eccho through the Arch of Heaven, 
Battles proclaim'd, and bloody ſignals given : . 
Two Suns their gawdy Charriots Curtains furl, 


-And at each other brandiſh'd lightning þurl, 


Wounding the Air, vaſt pointed (plinters fly, 
Immortal Spirits drop down, and f{eem to dye ; 
A Hoſt of Heavenly Warriours bright and gay, 
Appointed ſtand, and ready for the fray : 
In golden Arms their ſhining Chiefs appear, > 
Helmets and Shields of Diamonds they wear, 
And Spears with Stars of value ſet, they bear. , 
Hin, The end of all things ſure is drawing nigh. 
Mah, Through the void place ſwift Darts obliquely fly , 
Black ſwarthy Demons hold a hollow Cloud, 
And with long Thunder-bolts chey Drum aloud, 
Their Trumpets all with Sun-beams are inlay'd, 
Where dreadful {ounds by fiery breath are made. 
Mountains are buried in the womb of Earth, 
A Grave they find where firſt they had their birth. 
Our houſhold-Gods ſweat as they ſtand, and all 
Your Garlands from their Temples untouch'd fall. 
A Wolt but now his Jaws all bloodied o're, 
And by his ſide a Savage foaming*Boar, 
Your Out-guards fac'd, and {laughter there began 
Nor ſtopp'd they, but through all the Army ran, 
Till ſatiated with blood the Monſters fled, 
Vaniſh'd from fight, and'in dark Forreſts hid. 
Hay, Lead to the place, from whence we may .deſcry 
Thele dreadful Prodigies that fill the Sky, 
Command our Prieſts a Sacrifice prepare, __ 
T' appeaſe the angry Dzmons of the Air, [Exennt, 
The 6 


Red bolts ruſh flaming through a bloody Sky, : 
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The SCENE arawn, diſcovers 4 Heaven of Blood, two Suns, 
Spirits in Battle, Arrows ſhot to and fro in the Air : Cryes of 
yielding Perſons, &c. Cryes of Carthage is fan, Carthage,&e, 


Re-enter Hannibal, Maherbal, Bomilcar. 


Han. What means the Gods by theſe phantaſftick forms ? 
And unprovok*®d, why do they raiſe ſuch ſtorms ? 
Mah, When dreadful Prodigies like theſe appear, 
The ſure deftruction of ſome State is near, 
Our General's mov'd, his angry looks dart fire, 
And noble rage does his griey'd Soul infpire, 
Han, Can this be true? Anſwer, ye Powers Divine,. 
Shall in our Death the Roman glory ſhine ? 
Has Fate our ruin fix'd ? Is it decreed, 
That Carthage fall, and Hannibal muſt bleed ? 
Yet with unſhaken Souls our doom we'll wait, 
And perith bravely, though. unfortunate : 
Yes, ye malicious Powers, this Hannibal, 
Whom you untimely to deſtruction call, 6 
Still what he was, ſhall like a Souldier fall. 
Let Hanne ſhiver in the arms of Death , 
But loud reports ſhall wait our parting breath:: 
We'll drown the talking Gods with. our laſt cry, 


And Earth ſhall thunder back upon the Sky. 
[Exeunt; 


ACT IL. SCENE I 
A' Roman Camp, ; 
Enter Scipio, Lelins, Attendants, Yarro, Guard: 


8p, * Is ſtrange that we no News from Cirta hear ; 
- No Souldier thence ? 
Lel. None, Sir, does yet appear. 
Scip. *Twere fit ſome Tribune with our Horſe ſhould go; 
And the intents of Mafiniſſs know. | | 


-—- > —-— > —Lo___ — — 


Free eel ll ES 


20 Sophonisba : Or, 


Enter Rofalinda, 4d Maſſina. 
Roſ, Where is the General ? By your Majeſty, 
And auguſt Garb, you ſhould the Con(ul be : C 
If ſuch you are, I charge you ſet me free. 
Scip. Your ſtrict Commands are told in ſuch a way, 
The Conſul doubts, whether he ſhould'obey ; 
Nor know I Fair one, what or whoſe you are, 
Wrongfully held, or Priſoner of War. | 
Roſ. By right or wrong, when Beauty pleads like mine, 
" Tis fit you ftrait my liberty enjoyn ; 
To keep me here againſt my will is wrong, 
Since I to Hannibal the Great belong : 
Dare you detain what's his ? 
Scip. Weall things dare, 
But would not willingly offend the Fair , 
None ſhall preſume your freedom to deny, 
If with the gift we may your friendſhip buy. 
Roſ. My friendſhip? No to death I hate you all, 
All that bear Arms againſt my Hennibal ; 
A Man lo great, I, though a Roman born, 
Can for his ſake, my Friends, and Country (corn , 
Who drives the brayelt of you from the Field, 
As I in Cities make all Beauties yield, 
Rome | ſhe's not hit, though ſhe her head lay down, 
To be his Foot-ſtool, whcn he mounts a Throne, 
Scip. My yer unthiken Soul with vertue bound, 
No force of War, or Love cou'd ever wound : 
But M-rs and Cupid now at once appear, 
Aad ſtrike me with an Object fierce and fair, 
How her Eyes ſhine ? What killing fires they dart ? 
And all v tchinl feel the fatal ſmart. . 
Away wuh her. ſhe 1s a Sorccrels, go.” 
Ati. Stay, itiy, my Lard, remember he's your Foe , 
Beſides, I love her, and if ſhe depart, 
Or ſuffer any wrong, *rwill break my heart. 
By all thoſe noble promiſes you made, [Kneels, 
When Aſara*a! in Spain before you fled, 
And I your Priſoner was, you lov'd me, then 
With Gold and Jewels ſent me home again, C 


And hung about my Neck a Diamond Chain.” _ Seip, 


Fa 
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Scip, At your Requeſt, ſhe ſhall not go, but ſtay | 
With me. 
Maſſ. With you? Diſpatch her, Sir, away. 
A Rival in my Love cannot bear : 
Love-toys, my Lord, below your greatneſs are, | 
They'l take you off the buſineſs of the War. 
Scip, Though War uſurpthe day, Love claims the night , 
At leaft we'll try this Anvrous new dgJight, 
Maſſ. Yes, you may try, bus ne're can pleaſe like me ; 
You'l ſtill be dreaming, Sir, of Victory, 
Of ſtorming Forts, and digging Trenches deep, 
And call for Arms, and break your Miſtreſs's ſleep. 
Roſ. The ſerious trifles of your love adjourn, 
For know I view you both with equal ſcorn. 
O mighty Manniba/! thou all Divine, 
This loyal heart ſhall never be but thine ; 
How little theſe compar'd to thee? how low? 
Scip, Trophies as great, and Conqueſts we can ſhow, 
Noble as thoſe which his famvd Arms adorn, 
From as dire dangers Victory have torn. 
Roſe. *Tis true, ſome Glory you atchiev'd in Spain, 
And Carthegine by furprize did gain ; 
For your late Conqueſt poorly did conſpire, 
Pretending Peace you ſet the Camp on fire : 
Yet you will loudly talk of Roman fame, 
When all your Eagles Dove-like flew ſo tame : 
But Hannibal with noiſe to War proceeds, 
Makes the World ſtart at his unequall'd deeds 
He like ſome rowling Whale, who as he laves, 
With his bright Armory gilds all the waves , 
Daſhes the frighted Natiogs from his ſide, - 
That pale and foaming fury far off ride, 
O're all the watry Region does Command 
The Ocean's Lord, and Tyrant of the Land : 
While your tame Legions, like the ſmaller fry, 
Glide ſilent on, and only twinkle by, 
Scip. Take her Mafina, bear her from my Tent, 
To Freedom, Chains, to Death, or Baniſhment : 


Bear her where I may never ſee her more. 
| © [Maſlina /eads ber of: 
| She's -. 


Coo / 
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She's gone, and now I am as heretofore, . 

My panting heart with thirſt of Glory burns, 

Fame flyes before, and beck'ning Fortune turas, 
Bevers and Bucklers, Swords and maſſe Shields, 
And all the wonted Objects fancy yields, c 
Black Hills, and duſty Plains, and bloody Fields. 


Enter Maherbal. 


What art thou? 'Tis the Conſul (peaks, 
Mah, From Harnibal 1 come, with you to treat, 
E're Fortune half the frighted World defeat : 
The grace which for his Spies you did command, 
He thanks you for : But with his Sword in hand ; 
He who ne're yet a parley wiſh'd with Rowe, 
Since War is to the dreadful upſhot come, c 
Would hold diſcourſe with you of the Earth's doom. 
Scip. *Tis granted , where's the place ? 
Mah. Oa Zama's Plain, 
Attended only with five hundred Men ; 
Soon as the Morn's firſt bluſhes ſhall appear, 
Expe@ the terrour of your Armies there. [Ex#t, 
Scip. Wou'd it were done, the great deciſion made 
Rome crown'd, and in the duſt great Carthage laid. 


Enter Trebellius. 


Treb, Laurels, and all the Trophies Conqueſt yields, 
Colours and Standards, bought with blood 1n fields, 
King Meſ/iniſ[a does to Scipio ſend, 

His God-like Maſter, and his V Varlike Friend, 
. Scip. Relatein brief the progrels of his Arms. 

Treb, Soon as King Syphax heard our dread alarms, 
He ſent ſome Troops of Horle abroad to ſcout, 

V Vhich were by equal numbers put to rout. 

Urg'd with deſpair, and by his charming VVife, 5 
VVhole beauty has. been fatal to his life, £ 
He came in perſon forth, to end the Rite, 

Our Battels joyn'd, and fiercely,it was fought, 

Till to the laſt extreams our Froops were brought , 
VVhen Maſiniſs more than Man appear'd, | 
And with his over-flowing valour clear'd C 


Thoſe mighty odds which firſt our Souldiers fear'd Scip: 
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Scip, Some wond'rous a of fortitude was ſhown, 
VVhich cou'd reſettle Troops half overthrown, 
Treb, VVhere-e're our General turn'd, death mark'd his look, 
And whom he ey'd with his cold Arrow ftrook , 
Like ſome vaſt flame he made his glorious way, 
And all about him deſolation lay. 
Syphax whoſe name he made to Heaven reſound, 
VVith cryes of ecchoing Joys at laſt he fqund, : 
Trembling though with his Guards encompals'd round 
Swift as revenge could dart he on him flew, 
VVhom from his Horſe with his hands force he drew, 
And pierc'd his heartin both the Armies view : 
VVYhich ſeen,with one conſent the Souldiers fled, 
As if all hopes were with their Monarch dead. 
Scip. Cirta ſhould after ſuch a Iols, in courſe, 
Surrender to the Victor's dreaded force. 
Treb, It did, great Sir : To Maſſiniſ[s now 
The graveſt Lords with willing homage bow z 
VVhere as I did amongſt the formoſt ride, 
"Twas wiſh'd the Queen might prove the Victor's Bride. 
Scip, I rather with thou cou'dſt not Conqueſt boaſt, | 
And that the King were with the Battel loſt. 
To Cirta, Lelius, inſtantly repair, 
And make that ſubtle Queen our Priſoner : 


If Maſſiniſſa ſhould oppole you, ſay, 
'Tis my Command, who ſwore you to obey. [Exeunt, 


Exter Hannibal, Maherbal, a4 Bomilcar. 


Hax, My Roſalinaa freed, and in my Tent ? 
But wherefore was that Stranger with her ſent ? 
Thou haſt a Tempeſt rats'd within my mind , 
Speak, was this Youth ſo fair, and ſhe ſo kind ? 
Bom, Your Roſalinds's beaury did appear 
Bright as Noon-day, all piercing, ſprightly clear : 
Bur he who lead her, .ſeem'd ſo toft and young, 
As if that Pity handed Love along 
And tears his bluſhing Cheeks did ſo adorn, 
Methought the Sun came uſher'd by the Morn; 
Hap. Ceaſe thy unwelcome praile, what did ſhe (ay ? 
Bom, That ſhe would there for your appearance ſtay : 
D 2 
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I bow'd, and went ,z but being curious grown, 

I opp'd a while, to mark that Fair unknown : 

When (he with languiſhing intreaties ſaid, 

Is this your Love ? Shall I not be obey'd ? 

Be gone, be gone z if Haxnibal ſhould come, 

And but ſuſpeR;, death were your certain doom. 
Hay, Peace, Harbenger of Fate, with Ravens dwell, 

Thy tale at Midnight to the dying tell : | 

Oh ! it has pierc'd me like a poyſon'd Dart, 

Which by degrees infects the blood and heart , 

And now it higher mounts, divides my head, 


Where like a plague its pointed.yenoms (pread. 


My brain ten thouſand various tortures turn , 

Now Agues chill me, and now Feavers burn. 

Oh Roſalinada ! Falſe ungrateful Maid, 

Am l for loſs of glory thus repaid? 

But let's away to my Pavilion lead, 

That Ravither of all my hopes ſhall bleed.  [Exennt, 


Enter Roſalinda, and Maſlina. " 


Roſ. Why will you ſtay ? If you did ever love, 
Let me conjure you, from this place remove. 

Maſſ. Permit me as your Menial Servant ſtay, 
And near your Perſon ſigh my life away:: 
Is that ſo much ? 

Roſ. It cannot, muſt not be, 


.That you thould idly ſpend your hours with me : 


You like the golden Planet of the day, 
Should as you riſe, all glorious ſet, all gay , 
A generous pity does my heart ſubdue, 
W hich bids you now eternally Adieu. 
Maſſ. Say, your diſdain, Alas ! how can I part ? 
Methinks 1 go as 1f I had no heart : 
But ſince you are reſolv'd it muſt be fo, 
Near to ſome murmuring brook Ple lay me down ; 
W hoſe waters, if they ſhould too ſhallow flow, 
My tears ſhall ſwell 'em up that I will drown. 


Enter Hannibal, Bomitcar, Aſper. 


Roſ. Maſſins ſtay , 1 ſtrictly charge you live. 
Han, Not Heaven, nor Earth can grant him a reprieve, 
| SInCe 
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Since Hannibal has vow'd that lie ſhall dye, 
Bomilcer bind him, bind him inſtantly : 


Falle Ro(alinaa | Bear bim from my ſight, 
And ſhade his beauties with Eternal night. 
Is it for this at laſt we meet again ? 
Wou'd thou hadit ſtill the Conſul's Captive been, 
Roſ. Oh Hannibal | can you reſiſt my tears ? 
What change is this your ſtormy temper wears ? 
' He ſhall not dye: Bomilcar, Aſper, ſtay, 
'Tis I command you , dare' you diſobey ? 
Han, Be gone, he dyes who liſtens to her pray'r ; 
Pull off his Bracelets, let him ſhackles wear, 
Wich Fetters fret his ſoft and ſupple skin 
Too light a pennance for [o foul a ſin, {Maſſina & takex away, 
Roſ. If Roſalinds yer has any part [Kneels, 
Left in that cruel, yer renowned heart, 
This Stranger's freedom inſtantly enjoyn, 
And you hall ever be the Lord of mine. 
= Hw darſt chou plead for him, falſe as you are ? 
Falſer, if poſſible, than thou a&t fair: 
In his behalt no Interceſſon make, | 
His tormeats ſhall be doubled for thy ſake. 
Roſ. Henceforth wrong'd Innocence from Courts retreat 
Thou beſt, but rare Companion of the great : 
Since thus abus'd, ah ! viſit them no more, 
But reſt thy ſorrows at ſome Shepherd's door. . 
Hz. Oh guilt ! canft thou to Innocence appeal, 
Who to this Youth ſuch kindneſs did reyeal ? 
Ref. If pity kindneſs be, I was moſt kind, 
Who all my ſoftneſs co his griefs refiga'd 
And what, but Marble Hearts cou'd tee him mourn, 
Yet ſo much ſweetneſs with ſuch ſorrows ſcorn ? 
Han. Pity like yours, that does ſo ſwiftly move, 
Is the fore-runner of approaching Love. 
Roſ.- Unworthy of the honour you poſlels , 
My paſſion's great wou'd I cou'd make it lels : 
Know, moſt unjuſt, and jealous, therefore vain, "4 
For Jealouſie's great weakneſs in great Mea ; 
My conſtant Soul did for thy glory wave, 
The Rich, the Young, the Beautiful, and Brave. 


——— - 
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My charms, the cold and ternpitateConful felt, - + 

Whilſt beauties beams did fiercely on'him play ; © 

The Froſt, which long had bound his Heart, did melt, 

And Love like Sun-ſkane thaw'd his Ice away. 1: 4 
Han, Your looks, methinks, have-quite another Air ; 

Nor doubt I but your Beauty has been xry'd, 


So faint loves Colours in your face appear, 


Like Silks that loſe their gloſs with being dy'd. 

Roſ. That $c7pto, nor this Prince, whom cruel you 
Have bound, cou'd nothing on my heart prevail, 
Is as Heaven's high Decree' moſt juſtly true , 
AndI am Innocent, as thou art frail. 

Hay, Alas ! *twas Innocence, to ſay, be gone, 
If Hannibal ſhould but ſuſpe&, you'r dead, 

Ref, Compaſſion, for a Love I could not own, 
Urg'd me to ſpeak : what you have heard was faid ; 


| Therefore releaſe him inſtantly from Bands, 


And yield him ſafe into the Conſul's hands, 
Without delays or murmuring free him ſtraight 
Or may your Lawrels never more be green, 
Nor may your Arms in War be fortunate, 
Nor Roſalinds but with frowns be ſeen. 
Han, Stay, Madam. Haſte, the Captive Prince unbind , 
My heart to others rough, theſbuldiers crime, 
As-Rocks to Seas, or ftubborn Oaks to wind, 
Shall bow to you, as thoſe: muſt yield to time : 
Forgive my temper, hard'ned with the ſteel, 


_ In which I ſtood almoft Immortal Man, 


Till Love let fall a blow, that made me reel, 
And pointed Beauty through my Armour ran ; 
Can you forgive the rudeneſs of my mind ? 

Roſ. Forgo- your jealouſie, and Tle be kind. 


Exter Maſſina anbound, 


Han, May araſh Man, wrong'd Prince, your pardon crave ? 
Maſſ. No, Sir, my pardon you fhall never have ; 

For know I hate thee on a double ſcore, 

Much for thy Love, more for Tyrannick pow'r : 

Princes who have like me diſhonour'd been, 

Should bluſh to look abroad in fleſh again. 


 Diſgrac'd Muſins | Fall, 


Sp 
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Fall, dye, diſpatch, to Fortune's malice bow, | 
Thy Royal Unckle would aot own thee now. 
Life profer'd with the World, 1 wow'd not take , 
Yet I could live for Roſalindg's lake: 
Speak, Hannibal, wilt thou thy ſhare relign ? 
Roſ. He may ; but I canneverpart with mine. 
Aaf]. How never? 
Rof. Never, 
 Aaſ. O unkind hard heart ! 
Love when he ſhot me, ſure miſtook his Dart, 
Or chang'd with Death, whoſe quick deſtroying Shaft 
Thus drinks my blood, thus with a full deep draught, 
[Stabs himſelf. 
Roſ. Hold, cruel Prince z the Dagger from him wreſt, 
Han, Too late, alas ! I drew it from his breaſt, 
Roſ. What have you done ? 
Maſſ. Only my Body drain'd | 
Of thar ſick blood, which Hena:ita! had ſtain'd: 
What lels than death could Ito honour give? 
And Love negle&ted, charg'd me not to live. 
Now you may take him, take him to you all, 
This cruel, haughty, happy Hannibal. 
Han. The bus'neſs of our life's a ſenfſleſs thing , 
Why burns th* ambitious Man to be a' King ? 
Or to what purpoſe does the Warriour call 
For Arms ? Or Gown-men buſtle in the Hall ? 
Sport for the Gods, they whirl us here avd there, 
As Boys blow watry bubbles in the Air. 
My help! 
Maſſ, Ah let me not be touch'd by thee, 
If Foes may capable of pity be. 
Your R-alinda (cize, and with her fly 
To Gold'n Beds ; Embrace her faſt, while 1, 
. Within my dark and duſty Dungeon lye. ; 
Han, Crouds of ill-boading thoughts my Soul diſmay. 
His body to the Rowan Camp convey, 
Hears'd in 8 Mourning Chariot, ſoftly tread, | 
And look fo fad that they may think you dead, They bear off 
Roſ. This your (uſpition of my honour was : the Body. 
See the effects where Jcalouſie's the cauſe. _ 


[atres, 
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Ah cruel Por I could eurſe:theenows. 2 Me 
With all thy Lawrels blaſted on thy brow, ©: it 7 1 vi 
Love fick'ns, with this deed; my Tranſports fade, ;4 1 
Would we were both in Earths low Cavera laid. 237 
Curtain'd with ſhady horrours where the Sun, C 


—_— 


And Stars, their fiery Courles/ never run. 2 SR 0 
Bur all the buſineſs of the World is done. - [E*#, 
Han, Oh that my heart her future State cou'd find: © 

Know to what good or ill this life's defign'd: | 
Prudence againit ſuch knowledge may advile : 

> But who of all mankind was always wile ? 

| __/ For the great ſecret to the Gods Ile go; 

_ Andif they fail me, fathom for'c below : 

Though hid by fate under a thouſand Rocks, 

And drag it up by the dark Jetty locks. 
| Let it all oaſtly as a Gorgon come, 
Stiff with the view I will outgzze my Doom, 


——_——— 


The SCENE The City of Cirts, 
* Enter Xing Maſliniſſa 4»d4 Menander. 
[Trumpets ſound 4 lofty Marth, 


K. Maf, Was ever Viory ſo ſwiftly won : 
We ſcarce had leiſure to demand the Town, 
Their Gates they opened with ſuch haſte and fear, 
As if our Conquering Swords Enchanted were. 
Men. Syphax, the great Ulurper of ycur Throne, 
Is to revenging Furies downwards gone : 
In hells low valleys grown. the darkeſt VVeed, 
And feels the ſtings that make Ambicion bleed, 
K. Maf. Straight to the Palace bid our Forces turn, 
Where Sophonisba does her loſſes mourn. 
We'll viſit that forſworn Illuſtrious fair, 
To let her {ee how unconeern'd we are. | 
Men, Since you have promiſed that you would forſake, 
Why ſhould your vertue needleſs tryals make ? 
Love though ſcarce warm within your boſom pent, 
Sznn'd with her kindling ſighs may get a vent : 


EDI Wt = , - - wil. wi; 
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Like heat which ſtifled in ſome cloſer ſpace, | 
If any Air gets in, fires. all the place. 

K. faſ. Darſt thou ſulpe&? -I ſay it cannot be: 
Has Air or its wing'd Rangers liberty ? 7 
Looſe like the Wind, as the wide Ocean free : 
My enlarged Soul rouls:wantoaly along, 
Can hear unmov'd the warbling Syre's Song , 
Braving her Eyes, her falthood Vil upbraid, 
For.thoſe rude wrongs ſhe on my vertue laid. 

Man, Your Majeſty beſt knows what's fit to chule 
I humbly offer'd what you may refuſe. 

K. Maſ. Perhaps my ipreſent rage I may not keep 
For ſhe has words would make the Cruel weep z 
And Charms as powerful as Circes wiles , 
As raviſhed Virgins ſighs, or Infants ſmiles. -.. 
But I more blind with rage than ſhe with tears, | 
Mauger the Cunning which her ſorrow wears, 6 
Her hopes will laugh at, and deſpiſe her fears. [Exennt, 


The SCENE The Palace. 
Enter Sophonisba, Rezambe «nd Merna. 


Soph, Rome, and the World, againſt my Life combine 
Methinks I'm fill a Queen whilſt this is mine. 
Though Mafini[4 has the King o'rethrown, 
And his Victorious Troops poſlels the Town , 
Yet Sophonisba 1s, and (hall be free, 
Spight of the frighted Senators Decree. 
They bluſh to ſee this life ſo glorious ſhine ; 


And fear their Eagle's Eyes, ſhould dazle 1th,mine, 
Merna, if 1 have ought from thee del: 


Be grateful thus, and thon haſt nobly | 
Mer. Not for the World, 
Soph. Rezambe thou art brave, 
Strike, and the Carthaginian glory ſave, 
How will the Juſt, the Valiant, and the Wile, 
Extol thy Vertue and thy Courage prize ? 


And free thy Country with one deſperate Blow : 


A deed that will even Hannibal out-do, 
od z). E | Rez, 


Who durſt the ſoftneſs of thy Sex forgo z 2 
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Rez, Rather than I would live 10 {ee thoſe hands, 
Which Kings have kiſs'd, fetter'd-with Rowan Bands ; 
That body like a Pageant wretch adorn'd, | 
Graceing the Vitors Wheels, your greatneſs ſcora'd; 
Rather than this eadure, by all that's good, 

I'd bathe this Dagger in your ltves warm flood : 
Till the Haft reck'd with your hearts Royal blood. 
Soph, O thou moſt noble Martial worthy Maid, 
If by thy Eyes my Soul could be ſurvey'd, 
Thou wouldſt believe what cannot be expreſt, 
How dear thou art to Sophonisba's breaſt. 
Thy voice, like ſad, but pleafing Muſick flew ; 
Like dying Swans *twas (weet and fatal too, 
Now ftrike, and bravely Act thy Tragick part : 
Juſt here, ſtrike through and through this wretched heart. 

Rez, Deaths our laſt remedy, as 'tis the wort : 
'Tis fit you try the Victor's mercy firſt, 

Prince Ma/7iniſſa lov'd you once ; who knows 

But the ſame paſſion in his boſom glows ? 

Blow it into a flame ; try all your Charms : 

Love laughs at brandiſh'd Swords and glittring Arms. 

Mer, Never was man like Mafſiniſ[a kind , 

By nature mild, and amorouſly inclin'd, 
Not vanquiſh'd $yphax dying fell fo low, 
As this Charmi'd Prince will to your Beauty bow, 
Res, Imputed Treachery you ought to clear, 
Ler guilt ſhrink back, and Innocence appear : 
Pil hide the Ponyard in my Robe , if he 
Dooms you a ſlave, this gives you liberty. 
Soph, When breach of faith joyn'd hearts does diſ-ingape; 


The Calmeſt tempex,gurns to wildeſt Rage : 
Hethinks me fall Md 1 have been moſt true 
And thinking ſo, wins his fury do ? 


Rez, His Trumpets Clangors make the Palace ring z 
Here wait your fate, and this victorious King, 


Enter King Maſliniſſa, Menander, Attendants; 
K. af. Madam, I come to tell you that you are 
No more a Queen, but Priſoner of War. 
The King whos loſs 'tis probable you grieve, 
To whoſe lov'd memory thoſe tears you give, For 
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For Judgment is to Reaven's Tribunal gone , 
And I now come toclairh my Fathers-Throne, 
You in the War have been unfortunate ; 
Not but your cauſe deſery'd a better fate. 

Soph, Of Empire's joys to you a gift I make, 
More willingly than I did ever take. 
Freely as ever Syphax made it mine, 
To Maſiniſſa I my Crown reſign. , 

K. 2aſ. Not as your gift z Crowns I ſhould then deſpiſe : 
But as my right by Birth, and valours prize. | 
My Father G/a's Diadem Tle bear, 
And all the Royalties of Czrte wear. 

Soph. Theſe ſprings of grief unkindneſs now ſupplies, 

K. Maſ. Syphax delerv'd that tribute from your Eyes, 

Soph, There is a cauſe more worthy of theſe tears, L 

K. Maſ. More worthy ? what than Syphax ? for your ſake, 
Did he not Fame and Empire Victims make, 

Giving Love over-meaſure , when at laſt, 
- He threw his Life up for you as a Caſt ? 

Soph, If what I ſpeak might kindly be receiv'd ; 
But miſery can never be believ'd. 

K, Maſ. Not you believ'd ? O Gods is it clear day ? 
So manifeſt are all things that you ſay. 

Not you believ'd ? what hardned Infidel 
Shall dare to doubt the Oracles you tell ? 

Soph, I will, when ſorrow ſhall permit me ſpeak , 
But ſure my heart muſt with unkindneſs break. 

K. Ma/. *Tis poſſible z yet, Madam, e're I go, 
Expreſs your will, for I have much to do : 
My men I have not plac'd z my Father's Throne 
We have not fill'd , I muſt, I muſt be gone, 
Menander, do we triumph ? 

Men, Bravely, Sir ; 
All like your ſelf, and more than Conquerour. 

Rez, Merna, we're loſt : with what a haughty ſcorn 
He turns away, and (ſmiles to ſee her mourn, 

Soph, Are you not Mafſini[a call'd ? 

K. Maſ. Iam. © | 

Soph, Have you not heard of Sophonisba's name ? 

She who unmov'd your high diſdain endures z 


Yet Sophonishes who was always yours. | 
| E 2 K. Maf, 
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K. Maſ. Oh Heavens! a Der) 
Soph, Whom waſting cares did all the day devour, 

Who watch'd all night, counting each tedious hour : C 

And never found that there were joyes in Power. 

K, Maſ. Ha! Sophonisba ! yes 1 knew |her well , 

That Angel fair, and lov'd her e're ſhe fell, 

Oh, Sophonisba, hadſt thou but a mind 

Half beauteous as the caſe where ris inſhrin'd, 

Thou wert ; but ſhe 'is dangerous to name : 

My reaſon's ſnatch'd by: my tempeſtuous flame. 

Menanaer help —— | 

Or I ſhall ſink 1n the abiſs of thought, 

My vows, my friendſhip, glory, all forgot: 

As when we lanch into the Sea, the land 

Goes backward with the trees, and all the neighbouring ſtrand, 
Men. Be gone, my Lord, you're ruin'd if you ſtay, ; 
K, Maſ. What, from the vanquiſh'd thall we run away ? 

 Mern, Still there's ſome hopes, ſince at her name he ſhook, 

And now he eyes her with a kindling look, 
Rez, With that 13ſt Glance methought love ſhot him there. 
K, Maſ. Yes, Madam, this is Maſſiziſſs here : 

I am 'to thy Confuſion be it known,) 

A waiking Grave with ſorrows overgrown, 


| With rooted cares and every baneful Weed, 


That nightly watchings and pale troubles breed. 
Once I was free from-theſe and flouriſh'd fair, 
Like a tall three I bloflom'd in the air. 
My cheerful Friends like Birds about me ſung ; | 
Free from the Charms of thy deceitful Tongue, 6 
And ripening hopes blooming around me hung, 
Till thou fair Murd'reſs didſt like lightning fall, 
And blaſted Bloſſoms, Branches, Root, and all. 

Soph, O, Maſiniſſa, hear I this from thee ? 

K. Ma. *Tis equally a truth from him or me , 
Or any here why, Madam, not from me ? 


But if my preſence ſhould a trouble prove, 
I will for ever from your ſight remove, 
Soph, Stay, Maſiniſſa, ſtay, my Life, my Soul ; 
Why do your Eyes' with ſuch ſtrange motion roul ? 
Your fury 1n this heart that loves you hide. 
K, Maſ. Where does that ſearcher of the Soul reſide, Who 
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Who through blind tracks finds out. a Womans heart ? 
Loe here's a bar, a ſtop to all his Art, | 
Who wou'd not ſwear that ſuch a love was true ? 

Soph. Dol not love you ? By the Gods I do, 
K, Mz{. Oh thou diflembler ! once this wou'd havedone ;. 
But all thy practis'd wiles at laſt are known. 
Juſt ſo ſhe talk'd, and ſo ſhe wept before, 
And with that beauteous honeſt look ſhe (wore : 
Gods ! 1t | ſtay, I ſhall believe again , 
Farewel thou greatelt pleaſure, greateſt pain, 
Soph, By all our loves, this cannot, mult not be , 
Thole cruel words could not be meant to me, 
To me who love you with a heart entire, 
A flame more laſting than the Veſtal's Fire, C 
To me who am indeed all one defire, he 
Ah Prince, thy Love is all my light and health , 
The Treaſure I would hoord, my only Wealth : 
Take not that from me. 
X, M:{(. 'Tis but vain delay. 
Soph. Uakindly urg'd ; why do you turn away ? [Kneels,. 
You ſhall not go, till you have left me dead ; 
My tears till now were never vainly ſhed, 
O hear my ſighs, my vows, ye powers above, 
If any power like me could ever love. 
Let looſe your fires and chaw this frozen heart ; 
And thou dread God of Love try every dart. 
You ſhinnor ſtir. 
XK, Maſ. What means this riſing flood ? [weeps, 
Soph. Nature will ſtarr at ſuch ingratitude: 
Revenge on atter ages this diſgrace, 
And only Monſters make of humane-race : 
Iahumane thou. 
K, Maſ. She ſhall not , yet ſhe ſhall , 
She graſps my heart, and cryes ſhe'll have it all, 
"Tis lo, her Eyes refiſtleſs Magick bear ; 
Angels [ ſee, and Gods are dancing there. 
Riſe, Madam, riſe, each ſigh, each ſoftning glance 
Lulls my loud wrongs , I'm hufh'd, and'in a Trance. 
Mex. His ſighs flow from him with lo ſtrong a Gale, 
As if his Soul would through his Lips exhale, 


Soph, 
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Soph, Cowd you be thus 2? on your poor Miſtriſs frown ? 
What was my fault, alas ! what have I done ? 

K. 2aſ. Nothing , why, nothing , only this thou art, 
My life, my ſoul, my ſpirits, blood, and heart. 

Whole hands leaſt thirlling touch does pleaſe above 
The very act of any other love. ; 
Gods how ſhe Charms ! none ſure was e're like thee: 
Nor wild as I , ſtorms borrow rage of me. 

But thou art ſoft, and ſweet, and {ilent all, 

As births of Roſes or as Bloſſoms fall, 

Soph. This Roſe that ſticks ſo near your heart will fade, 
When planted by your hand in death's cold ſhade. 

K. Maſ. By mine? Not Savages would harm thy breaſt 
On whole refrething Pillows, Fove might reſt: +» C | 
And with Immortal ſweets be ever bleſt, 

So fair,*tis well thou arr not faithful too ; 
I cou'd not bear my bliſs if thou, wert true. ' 

Soph. Think me not falſe, though I did Syphax wed, 
Who ever was a ſtranger to my Bed, | 
Forc'd by my Father's poſitive command, 

I muſt confels I ſuffer'd him my hand: 
Heaven- curſe me if I ever granted more ; 
Cou'd I be his having bin yours before ? 

K. Maſ. Why do you ſtop ? ſtill as ſtatue lo 

I ſtand, nor ſhall the wind preſume to blow, 

Speak, and it ſhall be night , not one ſhall dare 

To ſigh, though on the Rack he tortured were, i 
Nor for his ſoul whiſper a dying prayer, 

Soph, Make your love long, and let it burn leſs faſt , 
Theſe ſudden raptures are too hot to laſt, 

K. Maſ. Right, Madam ; Jong if we ſuch joys ſhould feel, © 
The furious tranſports of delight would kill. | 
Menandey to the Temple lead away, 

By my clear fame this is our Marriage-day. 

Soph, Your fame does far above all Cen(ure fit, 
Free from the taunts of low repining Wit. . 
Kings though they err ſhould never be arraign'd ; 
But if I yield, my glory will be ſtain'd. 

What will the World report of ſuch a Bride, 
Who married the ſame day her Husband dy'd ? 
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K. Ma(. Since Scipio is your mortal Enemy g 
It muſt be ſo upon neceſlity, 
Who yet will notmoleſt you being mine. 
Soph, Then to the Gods let me my breath reign. 
K, Maſ. Can you conſent rather than be my Wife, 
To hazard honour, liberty, and life ? 
Soph, But, Sir 
K. Maſ. But, Madam, ſay what you can ſay ; : 


You ought not, muit not, and I cannot ſtay, 
One minute more caſts both our lives away. , 

Soph. Know, mighty Prince, I was, and am the ſame ; 
And though the World: this a& may juſtly blame, 6 
I will be yours, and in that way you name, 

But firſt, by all the Gods and glory, ſwear, 
Rather than yield me up Rome's Priſoner, 
That you ſome fatal token will preſent, 
To free me from Inglorious puniſhment, 

K. af. I ſwear by Heaven, by Glory, and by Arms, 
By [omething more, by your own conquering Charms, 
You ſhall be ever from the Romans free , 

Or I by death will give you liberty. 

S-ph. Now lead me where you pleaſe, 

K. Maſ. A taſt of bliſs, 

The God of Marriage ſeal our vows with this ; [Kiſſes her. 
Net ar, and flames the ſweets of Hib/a grow, 

About her Lips ambrofial Odours flow, 

Let melancholy Monarchs Counſel take, 

Wed by advice and ſullen Nuprials make 

But I prefer what thus my Arms infold, 

To all the wealth that Earth or Seas can hold, 6 

To-Rocks of Diamonds, or to hills of Gold. 

Spight of proud Rewer, and all her haughty Meen, 

She was my Miſtriſs, and ſhall be my Queen, 


ACT; 
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ACT IV. SCENE IL 
Bellona's Temple. 


An Altar is ſown, with a Soldier lying upon it, arm'd all but his 
Head : Aglave, Cumana, ſanding each upon a Tripos, with 
Daggers in their right Hanas, and Cenſers in their left, 


Azla, Y_ | Re we our ſolemn Rites begin, 

The ſacred Cavern purge trom fin: 
About the dreadful Altar go , 
About it Incantations blow. 

Cum. The dire Oblation thus we drain, 
And with his blood our Temples ſtain : 
The Screech-Owl warns us with her Note, 
Strike your Dagger in his Throat : 

Gath him deep, and ſuck his Blood , 
Prepare his frighted Ghoſt a ſhrowd. 

Agla, Riſe, ye ſulphrous flames, ariſe , 
Conſume the baleful Sacrifice : 

That of his Aſhes we may take, : 


And clotted Cinders with 'em rake, 

And Viands for Belona make. 
Cum, Our Goddeſs ſmil'd , *tis done, *cis done ; 

The R»mazxs have the Battel won: 

From yonder battlement of Heaven, 

I ſaw the Carthaginians driven. 

They fly, they fly ; the Conlul there, 

Purſues 'em through long tracks of Air : 

He puts their General to rout , 

And drives *em like a ſtorm about. | 
Azla. OurGoddeſs thall have death enough ; 

Her ſhrine with fat of thouſands ſtuff : 

With goary Heads her Altar fill : - 

And Tuns of Blood upon *em ſpill. 


Cum, But loe, who comes ? what, what are theſe, 


Exter Hannibal, Maherbal, Bomilcar. 
That pry into our DI 


Speak, 
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Speak, ſpeak Aglave , Ple be gone, 

Their buſineſs know, T'le come anon : c 

The fit of Prophecy's come on, 

Our Goddeſs does the Tunnel wind, 

And ſacred horrours ſwell my miod. [Exit, 
Azla, What are you? And what is it you would know ? 
Han, Men call me Hannibal, Rome's dreadful Foe: 

Who after many Battels loft and won, 

Relolve to periſh, or my Conqueſt crown. 

One day the World's great Empire muſt decide 

Bur, what the Gods, and that great day provide, C 

We with to know, who dare the worlt abide. 

Agla. Eumana to the ſacred Tunnel cleaves, 

Her breaſt enlarg'd the Goddeſs now receives, 

And now ſhe rages like a Becchanal, 

With fury's acted, rends the holy Veil : 

Full of the Deity, about ſhe roams, 

Stares, g3pes, and on the hallowed Curtain foams: 

Curs her hor fleſh, grovels upon the ground, 

Sings, Dances, kicks the golden Tripods round. 


Enter Cumana ſcratching her face , flabbing « Dagger 
into her Arms : Spirits following her, 


Sings. 
Beneath the Poplar's ſhadow lay me , 
No raging fires will there diſmay me : 
Near ſome ſilver current lying , 
Unaer ſleepy Poppies dying. 
1 ſwell, and am bigger than Typhon ere was ; 
VVith a ſtrong band of Braſs, O bind me about : 
Leſt my boſome ſhould burſt , for the [ecret to paſs, 
And a vent being given, the fury get out, 
IT cannot, 1 will not be vext any longer z 
VVhile 1 rage, 1 grow weak, and the Goddeſs grows fironger, 


She ſpeaks, 
If Harnibel to Zama tend, 
His valour Scipio ſhall commend. 
And near Zegrads, on the Plain, = 
There ſhall be thouſand Romers __ 


Thou 
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Thou with thy old:1:a/;a» Band 
Shalt put the Conſul to a ſtand, 


Sings. 


Hark, hark, the Drums rattle, 

Dub a dub to the Battle, | 

Tararara, Tararara the Trumpets too tattle, 

Now, now they come on, and pell mell they mingle. 

VVhat ruſling and buſling : 

And ſplinters of lances with broken Arms jingle, 

Gold trappings, bright Bevers, Swords, Bucklers and Daggers ? 
The ſtout man flies on, and the faint-hearted ffaggers, 


See, the ſaddle girts burſt, 
And the General's unhorſt ; 
But he rallies again, 

And brings up his men : 
Spight of Fortune, and Fate , 
And the Gods that oppoſe, 

He hacks, andthe heys , 
Through the hearts of his Foes, 


Ceaſe, Goddeſs, ceaſe, thy ſervant to torment; 
My lungs are with Prophetick fury ſpent. 
The ſtruggling Fates within my boſom turn, 
And heavenly fires my trembling heart-ſtrings burn. - 
VVhen will thy Godhead let me reſt, 
Too mighty for a mortal breaſt ? 
Apli, Cumana, to a period haſte: 
You ſhall have eaſe when you have done, 
And ſweet refreſhing flumbers taſte, 
Upon the Borders of the Moon, 


A Dance of Spirits, . 
Cum, Lo, afar off the cutſt Zy/hinian Band, 


- A poyſ{on'd Genera] rules upoa the ſand. -. 


Gods, how he (wells ! how bloated is/his look ? 
Death from the Pummel of his Sword he took, [Exit. 
Han, Shall Romans fall by Carthaginian Swords, 


And Carthage fink ?. what mean thele miſtick wards 2 - - 


| 
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A fooliſh Bard as much as this might tell , 
Or a white V Vitch without the aid of hell. 
More I muſt know, ſpeak Roſalinds's doom : 
Let all the loſſes of a Battel come. 
May Scipio in the duſt our glory ſoil, 
Wee'l bear the frowns of Mars, if Cupid (mule, 
Azla, Too curious mortal, feek not what once known, 
May ſnatch your {leep, and make you ever groan. 
Your fate crowds back, and would not come in view ; 
Do not too far th* unwilling Gods purſue : 
Like one whoraſhly dares give ſpirits chace, 
They fly a while to ſome dark ruin'd place, 
Through Caverns run, through Cloyiters dodge him round, 
Or dance before him over Fairy ground , 
Till urg'd too far,'a face all pale and fad 
Turns quick upon him, and the fool runs mad. 
Bom, Let's go, my Lord, Iam not us'd to fear, 
And yet methinks I dread to tarry here. 
Mah. Heaps of the ſlain I often have beheld, 
And with my Battel-ax, have hundreds fell'd 
Yet here I'm ſhaken, th* objects too funeſt, 
I'd rather ſee a Javelin at my breaft. 
Han, Azlave, by your Goddeſs Armes I (wear, 
We will not from the ſacred Cavern ſtir, 
Till you have clear'd my doubts , though every ſtar 
At your dread call ſtart from his flaming ſphere 
Though from her orb, cloſe mantled in a Cloud, 
The Moon ſlide down to wander in this wood ; 
Though with your Charms the Sun diflolve in blood : ' 
Fathom the depth of deſtiny below, 
And all the terrours of your Magick ſhow. 
Apla, Beneath thoſe burd'ned branches ſtand, 
Safe from the ſpirit I command. 
Ariſe, appear thou whom his ſoul does love , 
His heart with viſionary horrours move. 


Roſalinda riſes i a Chair, pale, with 4 wound on her Breaſt ; 
two Cupids deſcend, and hang weeping over her, 
Han, Shall Roſalind then untimely dye ? 
'Tis falſe; andall thele damn'd deceivers ye, 
F 2 Faceing 
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Faccing thy fate with my Sword drawn Fle ſtand, 
Back'd. with my Conquering old 7:4/:4» Band, 

With the ſame haughty fiercenels ruſhing on, 
Which the Seguntines City thundred down : 

Like Troy's young Hero ; | 

Who, while the World about him did admire, 

His father bore through night, death, blood and fire, 
Spite of oppoſing hell, and war's worſt harmes 

So will I bear my love upon my Armes. 

Bom, To horle, my Lord ; and leave this curſed place : 
Let's go, and inſtantly the Conſul face, 

Mah. No more in this dama'd Sorcerefs confide 
Permit my Sword her body todivide: | 
Or from her Corps cut her enchanted Head, 

And her black brains upon the Altar ſhed. 

Han, We'll go, Maherbal, with to morrow's dawn, 
Oa the vaſt Plain our Squadrons ſhall be drawn : 
Yet for ſome minates Battel ſhall decline , 
We'll ſee this Conſul er'e our Bodies joyn : 
And if on equal terms a Peace may be, 
For Carthage lake, Ile court my Enemy, 

Bows, *T1s juſt you ſhould deliberation take, 
Witch caution deal, and manage the laſt ſtake, 

Mah, Your Armies are the Cards which both muſt play , 
At leaſt come off a {aver if you may, 

Han, But, like S»/'s off-ipring, ſwell'd with dangerous fires, 
He to the managemear of all aſpires : - 

Alone the ſcepter of the world'would (way, 

Alone would rule the heaven, and drive the day: 
Take that induſgent God, Ple firſt adviſe, 

Shew him the tracks through which ambition flies : - 
If deaf to all, letthim aſcend the Throne, 

Snatching at glories which muſt weigh him down ; 


; 


Sing'd in the Clouds, hiffiag through liquid Air, 
And dart him headlong, like afalling Star, 


. Like Fove we'll tols him from his gliſtering Chair, 
6 [Exeant, 


Enter Scipio, meeting Lelius diſarmed ; Varro, Trebellius, 


Scip. Lelizs return'd ! .and ſad ! Tell the Evert. 
Lel, Too late, my Lord, I was to Cirs«-lent-;; - 


For : 
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For e're ſome thouſand paces got from heace, 

I Maſſiniſ[a met, that wretched Prince: 

Not as I us'd, arm'd with a Wartiour's grace, 

Like 24ars when thundring on the Plains of Thrace , 
But in a Chariot drawn by milk-white Steeds, 

Like ſoft Adonis driving through the meads , 

And Sophonisbes leaning on his breaſt, 

Like Yenzns with her wanton Huntſman beſt. 

Scip, Are theſe his vows ? Some new way. we mult try ; 
Rather than live diſhonour'd, he ſhall dye. 

Lel, Soon as the Tyrant Syphax was o'rethrown, 
With Menaces he forc'd the frighted Town : 
Which eatred, ſtraight he to the Palace flew, 
Forgetting all his vowes, he lov'd anew; c 
The Conquer'd did the Conquerour ſubdue, 

In ſhort, her tears and: beauty won lo- far, 
In view cfall the world he married her: 
Thy are arriv'd , and now, upon the Plain, 
In-a Pavilion Royal both remain. 

Scip, Trebellius, go, this ſubtile Charmer bring, 

Take all our Guards t? afliſt againſt the King : 

And (ay, that we'll atread him 1n-his Tent 

Bur firſt expe the Queen be Priſoner ſent : 

Tell him ſhe is the R»-24x5 Fo ; and ſhall, 

A (acrifice for blood of thouſands, fall, [Exennt ſeverally; 


Enter King Maſliniſia, Sophonisba, 
K, Maſ. Let him armall his Pow'r againſt this breaſt, 
My heart unmov'd ſhill ſtand the mighty Teſt; 
What I hive ſworn ſhall like thy vertue laſt , 
Tie hold thee to me as my heart-ſtrings faſt. 
Thou ſoul of love ! all charming Excellence ! 
Whole every look drives ſtormy troubles hence, 
Does all the bleſſings of the Gods dilpence, 
V'Vhy doft thou tremble ? ler no ſawcy fear, 
Make thy heart pant, or cauſe thee ſhed a tear. 
Soph, . Alas, my Lord, *twere better I were dead,-. 
In my cold grave ſafe from theſe troubles laid: 
Rather ten thouſand Racks let me endure 
Than once be brought under the: Rowen Power... 
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'Tis true, that you have deeply (worn. you wou'd 
Defend me, | [o53: 

K, Maſ, To my hearts laſt drop of blood: 
Or may I by ſome Coward mangled lie; 
And dogs and vultures tear me as Idie, 
The Tygreſs will revenge her raviſh'd young, 
Midft Darts, and Spears,and Javelins ruſhalong: 
The Clown, ſo low, and ignorant of fame, 
Will venture life to ſave his {warthy dame: 
And ſhall not I for thee waſte all this blood, 
Thou ſofteſt bleſſing, and the (ſweeteſt good ? 

Soph, Iknow not what the Gods for you intend; 
But 'tis moſt certainT am near my end: 
Not that deaths darkeſt horrour Ican fear, 
But Bondage is a load I cannot bear. 

K. Maſ. Quit all thole fancies that diſturb thy reſt, 
And caſt thy melancholly on this breaſt : 
This heart 1s ever thine, 

Soph, O my lov'd Lord, 
If you ſhou'd break but you will keep your word, 
Keep all your Oaths, yet Heaven and you know beſt, 
Some ſurfeit with their love, as on a feaſt, 
And then they loath when once they 're latiated ; 
Bur you'le remember me when I am dead, 
From thele dear eyes to endleſs ſhides remov d, 
None e're will love you ſure, as I have lov'd, 


Enter Trebelltus. 
Treb, Guards wait without, —My Lord, you muſt reſign 
The Queen, whom I have order to confine, 
K. Maſ. Touch her not for thy life, bur ſtraight retire; 
Safer thou mayſt with thunder play, kils fire, 
Grapple with death, a Peſtilenceinvade, 
With all his fatal Purple pomp array'd. 


Trebeilius goes to ſeize her, Maſſiniſa kills him, 
Treb, Cur off in my full-growth-! curle on your ſtrife ; 
To dye thus when I buſineſs had for life ! | y 
Juſt $cip:0 will revenge my death; beware : 


[ feel I'm going, though I know not where. * © Dies, 


K, Maf. 
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K, Maſ, Nought but thy blood cou'd waſh thy Guttt away, 


Who durtt the rancour of thy heart diſplay, 

And ſully with rude hands the faireſt piece, 

That the Gods ever drew. Your-troables ceaſe : 
min; andnow no hope of fafety's nigh, 

Yet ſtill a King, we will atended dye. 

Like a brave Merchant, | 

Who when his long-toſs'd loaded veſtel hits 
Againſt ſome Rock, and with loud horrour ſplits; 
Firſt graſps ons Casket which does all contain, 
Then fearleſs, ſhoots himſelf into the Main : 

So I with thee , my only wealth, my all, k 
Amidſt the numerous {lain at laſt muſt fall. 

The noiſe comes near: Here ſafe; retire from view ; 
Glory and love ſhall reach us what todo, 


Enter Scipio, Leltus, Varro, Guards. 

Lel, Trebellins (1zin! and in a Womans caule ! 
Shame to our Arms, diſgrace to honour's Laws. 
Wir flames of miſchiet from this ſpark might rile ? 
"Tis juſt with rigour you his fault chaſtife. 

Scip. Yet Maſiniſſa thou ſhalt dearly buy, 
Thy ill-got love, and fatal Gallantry, 
Qurle on in wanton wayes, bask in her Charms; 
By Mars ſhe is a Victim to our Arms, 


K. Mal. meets him, 

K. Maſ. Your high diſpleaſure in your face I ſpy : 
When the great $cpzo frowns, great danger's nigh. 
The fa&t I mult confeſs, done in defence 
Of beauty wrong'd, and helpleſs Innocence, 

Scip, Where is that fair Incendiary fled ? 

E're to extreameſt rigour we proceed, 

I ftrialy charge thee bring her forth to bleed : 

Or on thy perfon I will vengeancetake; 

And thou ſhalt periſh for thy Miftriſs's ſake. 

- K. Mef. With, greedy joy I offer you my life, 
+If by the Gods 'you ſwear to free my Wife: 

| Sep. You ſhall not for her ſake have leave tody, 


Nor will I giye her life or liberty, - 


For 


* Sophonisba: 0r, 
For Rome, not for your ſake, this War was wag'd, 
You only as a Voluntier engag'd : 
Therefore what ever Towns, or Captives, fall 
Into our hands, they are the Rowens all, 

K,Maſ. Then thus I draw ; think it not "—_ 


For it's not meant, Sir, in my own defence ; 
But to preſerve a ſacred Innocence, 
From their bright Thrones perhaps the Gods will glide, 
And range themſelves in battel on my fide : 
Beneath a Caule fo juſt I cannot fall , 
I, and the Gods will tight it with you all, 
Scip. Thou deem'ſt thy luſt an Aion great and good, 
Death ovght to cool this Fever in thy blood. 
With me contending, againſt Fate you {trive, 
Yet I will pity ſhew take him alive. 
K. Maſ. lngloriouſly you have a Conqueit made, 
That breaſt my tim'rous arm durſt not invade. 
My heart, though prompted by her powerful charms, 
Fainted before the Maſter of my Arms. 
Nor ſhall you yet my ſouls lov*d Treaſure reach, 
My body thus dams up the narrow breach : 
And he who dares 
Raſhly on this forbidden Earth to tread, 
Pi Graſpe his ſoul, FI ſpurn him to the dead. 


Trumpets within, enter Menander, 


Scip, What means this mournful noiſe, whole Tragick ſound, 
With ſolemn horrour does my thoughts confound ? 
Men, QC, lacred Sir. 
Scip, What, Souldier, allin tears ? 
Men. Sorrow her felf clole Mourner now appears: 
The Prince Mafſize {lain ; ſee blaſted there, 
The hopes you lov'd, the darling of the War. 
That beauteous Captive who with you did treat, 
He to the Carthaginian Camp did wait. 


Where H:nnibal of 's beauty jealous grown, 


Caſt him in bands, bur when his birth was known, 
As ſoon unbound , but then deſpair did move, 
D:ipair of glory, and deſpair of love: 

| Which 
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Which when the Royal Youth hadraſhly weigh'd, 
And Fate with murmuring thoughts a while delay'd ; 
A Ponyard from his Robe-unmark'd he took, 
And to his Heart the deadly Weapon ftrook, 

Scip. Behold, of furious Love the dire Event! 
Yet, Maſfiniſ[s, wilt thou not repent ? 
Behold the Pledge youleft for your default, 
By Heavens high Juſtice to Perdition brought. 

K. Maſ. Was ever Man thus wretched and durſt live? 
Yet will I not one Tear to Nature give g | 
Left Bankrupt like I laviſh what's not mine, 

Since all my ſtock of ſorrow, Love, is thine. 

Scip. Remove the Princes body from his ſight, 
Leſt too much grief ſhould to deſtraQtion fright. 
Yet if thou'lt bring her forth, we will forget 
This daring raſhneſs which is Pafſion's heat , 
Thy glory with freſh Laurels we'll advance, 
And with due praiſe thy valiant As inhance: 
Thy Pile of Honour this right hand ſhall build. 
Why doſt thou weep ? 

X. 24aſ. Becauſe I dare not yield ; 

No Sir, my Love I never can betray, 
Though you have touch'd me in the nobleft way. 

Scip. Canft thou both Promiſes and Threats refule ? 

XK, Maſ. Death, and what's worſe, you only bid me chuſe. 

Scip, Bring forth thy Love, and Lk thou ſhalt enjoy. 

K, Maſ. Is that a Life ? Your purpoſe act ; deſtroy : 
Turn all your Javelins points againſt this Breaſt , 

But let It not of Love be diſpoſleſt. 

Scip. Muſt I, who can Command, thus vaialy ſue ? 

X, Maj. My ftubborn Heart Death only can ſubdue. 

Scip, Then take that death which you fo little dread. 


Enter Sophonisba. 

Soph, Stay, Tyrant, hold , firſt thou ſhalt trike me dead ; 
Come on, with thy brave Sword rip up my 3reaft, 
And fix my panting Hearton thy proud Creſt , - 
There let it hang, thy valours Trophy grown, 
Toall the wondring World let it be ſhown : 
' That none but Fools the Conqueſt may deplore, 
While all the Brave admire the Conquerour. 
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A Conquerour ſo great, withone ſole blow, 

He cou'd even Hercules himſelf out-do. 

O Heavens ! he durſt attempt, (what ſhall I ſay ? 
What words his hearts fierce grandeur can diſplay ? ) 
In heat of blood he durft a woman flay ! 

Scip, When Ladies rail, a Souldier ſhould be mute : 

Beſides, I have no leiſure to diſpute. 

As Helen did to Troy perdition bring, 

Where-e're you come your Eyes deſtruction fling, 
When wall your thirfty Charms with blood be cloy'd ? 
Two Kings you have, like that fair Greek, deſtroy'd. 
Spight of your pride you ſhall to Reme be led ; 

And there, for all your Witchcrafts, loſe your head, 

Soph, On with thy threats, thy violent courſe purſue, 
Enjoy thy bloody wiſhes, Tyger, do 
Barbarian for in Rezwe thou wert not born , 

By ſuch a wretch her glories are not worn, 

Uanlets when dreſs'd up'to be facrific'd 

To thee, the Moors and Goths are civiliz'd : 

Gorge thy ſelf, Saturn, make my fleſh thy food, 

And laugh when thou art drunk with a Queens Blood, 

K. Maf. All will be well ; fair Excellence, retire ; 
Add not freſh fewel tothe dying fire, | 

Soph, To you, and Heaven, my heart muſt ever bow ; 
Conſul, with thee I am not angry now. 

Scip, Obſerve, ungovern'd Prince, with how much eaſe, 
This Royal Foe we, if we would, might ſeize , | 
Yet, on your promiſe that ſhe ſhall not go 
Till we the fate of War at Zama know, 

We will permit her in your Tent remain. 


- Bur oh, my Friend, break'this inglorious Chain : 


Contrive ſome - mears to keep your Fairh with me ; 
And ſet your Heart from that curſt Charmer free. [Exit, 
K. Haſ. O rigid Honour, muſt we ſeparate then ! 
Loſe all the ſweets of Life to purchaſe Pain ! 
Men, It ſhe were dead your glory were ſecure ? 
K. Ma. But could I then this wretched Life endure ? 
Without her live ? it's fatal to'refufe, © * - .. © 
And glory ruines me if Love I chuſe. 


What help, enanader ? 


{< Men, 
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Men: 'Tis the ſport of Heaven, 
' When Ships on Rocks are 1a the Harbour driv'a : 
Having through thouſand ſtormy —_ paſt, 


In proſpect of your Bliſs, youre wrack'd at laſt, 
K. 2aſ. Like one who having (cap'd the Waves, arrives, 
To ſome lone Rock, and there more wretched lives ; 
Half famiſh'd on the ragged fliat he ſtands, 
Viewing with watry Eyes the diſtant ſtrands, c 
And paſt his call, Men walking on the Lands : 
With Sighs he ſwells the Wind ; and looking round, 
Mourns his ſad choice, or tobe ſtary'd or drown'd, [[Exeupt. 


ACT V. SCENE I. : 
' Hannibal 4#d Scipio, 


Han, Rt thou the Chiet whom men fam'd Scipio call ? 
Scip. Art thou the much more famous Hannibel? 
Han, Since by our partial Fate it is ordain'd, 
That I, who have ſuch dreadful Battles gain'd, 
That, torrent like, which from-ſome Mountain falls, 
Ran from the Cloudy Alps, to Remes proud Walls, 
Shou'd now at laſt for peace inglorious ſue , 
I thank the Gods that they have choſen you : 
To reap that honour by this Interview. 
S:;p.1n civil praiſe, and from [o brave a Foe, 
Truecourage may a ſenſe of pleaſure ſhow : 
Thy words inſpire me with ſuch vaſt delight, 
'Twill ſcarce be more to vanquiſh thee 1n fight, 
Han, 'Twas much the Gods to our fore-Fathers gave, 
That you ſhould taly, we Africk have , 
Our Africk Arms much Roman blood have ſpilt, 
And Carthage has the Reman fury felt : 
What ſay'ft thou, Scipio, is it Peace or War ? 
Th' Invaſion made by us we will repair : 
Wee'l give you Cicily, Sardinia, Spain, 
And all the Iſlands which our Arms did gain ; c 
"Twixt 1/aly and Africk on the Main. 
G2 Thy 


'To Day is yours, to morrow is the Gods:. 
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Thy boyling Courage does to war incline, | 
And glory more than profit you-delign , & 
Such fortune once did on our Genius ſhine : 

But long experience, and the chance-of War, 
Makes me at preſent certain peace prefer, 

Graſp not at Scepters which may-turn to rods : 


Scip, That your late landing upon Lepris Coaſt, 


' Reſtor'd thoſe hopes-which drooping Carthage loſt, 


All muſt confefs ; we know you are that man, 
Whole gloryto the utmoſt Thale ran ;. 

Born in a Winters Camp, in Battles bread, 
Whilſt yet a Stripling durſt an Army head ;- 
Whoſe very name could make the Romans mourn, 
And forc'd dread groans from eyery hollow Urn - 
The boldeſt Senators began to droop ; 

Yet when all fainted, I alone ſtood up, .. 

And face'd that ſtorm which threatned from afar : 
Shot warmth, and roſe upon 'em like a Star : 
To.Africk.came, and in few.-months retriev'd - 
All that your Armes for many years atchiey'd: - 
Peace refuſe ; unleſs you offer more: - 

You give naught yet, but what was ours before, 
Since all the neighbour Kings our actions eye, > - 
It reſts at laſt we ſhould our fortune try C 
Let one victorious be, the other dye, 

Har. Gods, that the glorious Hannibal ſhould bow, 
To be refusd ! Ir ſhall be battle now. . | 
Forgetful Hero, could(t thou court the ſon, 

Twice by whole force his father was orethrown? ].. 

Scipio, thou mayſt too late repeat thy pride, - 

And vainly in thy death this fury chide... 

On Fab:us think, Roxre's ſhield, her Guard from harms... 

Her [word Marcellus, broken by my arms : 

Remember. great Emlus lain. by.-me ;. . 

And then think laſt what may-thy fortune bez 

E're yet the day be done, 

With Seas of goar we'll drown the neighbouring. Wood.,, .. 

And yonder fun-ſhall ſet in Romer blogd.. 
; Scip. 


Hanmbal's 0verthrow. 49 


Scip. Prepare to hear thy laſt, thy laſt alarms. 
Hain, In Battle we ſhall meet :* to arms, to'arms. [Exenxr, 


Enter Roſalinda in Man's Apparel, 
Roſ. Thus dreſt, and with this warlike weapon drawn, - 
What hinders but an Army I lead on? . 
Oh cruel Nature, why did(t thou diſgrace 
So brave a Spirit with a Female face ? 
All women wou'd, but ſure no woman can, - 
Be chang'd into the Lordly Creature man. 
However, - with this Garb I fit my mind, g 
Whoſe high ambition has great things deſign'd: 
Ile out, and chaſe, if Hannibal ſucceeds, 
And if he falls, then Roſa/inda bleeds... 


Alarms, enter Hannibal, Maherbal, Bomilcar: 
Hay, Both wings are loſt;tfe Carthaginians yield, 
Fierce Catus Le/ius.drives'em through the field : 
The Gauls and the. Li2urians quit their ground ; 
The M:fif6li:n King does all confound: « | 
With ſuch ſwift force his Arms our Troops aflail, 
As hurricanes toſs ſhowers, and [carter hail, © * 
Bom, Wild as our Elephants, about he raves, 
And tramples on thoſe mercenary ſlaves, | 
Who ſcouring through the field avoid his ftroke , 
And fly like flocks of Doves before-a Hawk. 
Mah. Your valiant old 7ta/ia» Troops ſtand faſt, 
Reſolv'd to fight your Battle to the laſt, 
The Conquering Conſul riding or'ethe Plain, 
With all his officers and braveſt men : 
The Haſtati and Tr:ariithis way comes, . 
Witch Trumpets ſounding,and with beat of Drums. 
Han, Auſpicious Fans, thou that didſt e're-while - 
Favour ourcauſe, and on 'our Carthage (mile , - 
Proſper our Arms this bloody dreadful day, 
And H4nnibal (hill the foundation lay 
Oftſuch a Temple, ſacred to thy name, 
As ne're was found in the Records of Fame. [Exeunt. 


Enter 
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Enter K. Maſſiniſſa, Lelius. 


K, Maſ. Their flight has wing'd the Cowards , let 'em fly, 
Not worthy by ſuch Conquering ſwords to die. | 
'Tis time we to the Conſul ſhould repair, 

Rejoyn our forces and conclude. the war, 


SCENE of Hannibal 4»4d Scipio fighting , the Conſul gives 
ground: Enter K, Mal, and Lel. and beat Han, off. 
Scip. Gods, what prodigious valour have you ſent, 

And what rewards are worthy to preſent ! : 

O Maſſiniſſa! 

With what impetuous ſwiftneſs Fortunes wheel 

Turn'd with thy ſtroaks! how did the valiant reel ! 

Lel. As when ſome diſtant lab*rer hews an Oak, 

We ſee his Arm rais'd for a ſecong ſtroak, 

Er'e the firft blow's report can reach our Ear; 

Soflagg'd our ſenſe ; nor could it reach him there. 

Scip. Th 7talian Troops ſhrunk from his Marſhal fire, 

But Hanxibal himſelf didlaſt retire : 

All Lyon-like, 

Whom a bold band of hunts-men having found, 

And dar'd to rouſe, he rowls his eyes around, c 

Laſhing his ſides, and tearing up the ground, < 

With trouble from th* unequal skirmith goes, 

Majeſtick ſtalks, and turns upon his Foes: 

So from the fight went the great General, 

Proudin his loſs, and rifing from his fall. ' [[Excunt. 


Enter Soaldiers skirmiſhing, Roſalinda falls, 


Roſ, Heaven thou haſt done thy worſt,there needs no more : 
Bold with my overthrow, I brave thy power, c 
And ſhake the Glaſs that holds my lateſt hour, 

O Hannibal | did Tfor this deſign 

This heart, this youth and beauty only thine ? 

Prideandneglec on every Lover hurl'd, 

Scorn'd him that Conquers thee, and all the world? 

From me, loſt Hero, learn, be great, and die: 

The brave ſhould bleed for loſs of Vicory, 


Ex#fer 
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Enter Hannibal, Maherbal, Bomilcar, 


Han, Carthage is loſt, and Hannibs! orethrown ; 
What is there left that we may call our own ? 
The bleeding world, Ro#ze does by conqueſt claim, 
And (wells the prize with our revolted fame: 
Yet ſpight of fate our length of earth we have , 
Thus vanquiſh'd, Glory throwd thee in a Grave. 
Bom. Hold, General ; the Gods your death forbid ; 
Vengeance is due ,; firſt let falſe Hanxo bleed, - 
Who cur the wings of Conqueſt till the fell, 
Mah, By me he ſhall be headlong ſent to hell , 
Where Fiends for Treaſon kindle double fire : 
Then let the famous Hannibal expire. 
Roſ. Sure I the nameof Hannibal did hear , 
MYaberbal, tell me, is the General there ? 
Mah. Approach my Lord, view well this wounded fair : 
Sure in your Cap#an Miltrels I have ſeen 
The ſame Majeſtick Air, and charming meen, 
Han, Ha ! thou haſt rows'd a thought that wracks me more; 
Than all the loſſes 1 in Battle bore, 
Either [ dream, or in this cloſing eye 


My dazled {ences Roſalind (pie. 
Roſ, Where doth” ambitious reſt ? O Hannibal ! 


Han, What art, that doſt upon the wretched call ? 
Roſ. One that's more wretched, and more raſh than thou; 
That wou'd to Fate, and not to Scipio bow, 
Diſguis'd, and dying Rofa/inda ſee, / 
Who mourns in death thy loſs of Victory : 
That laſt diſgrace, ; 
Han, Dire Goddeſs of War, 
Too true I find all thy preſages are. 
The Gods have given a double overthrow z 
Wou'd I had bravely perriſh'd by my Foe : 
Stretch'd in the field this loſs I had not known, 
Nor ſhould my tortur'd foul thy ruin moan. 
Roſ. Is it ſo herd'our wiſhes to obtain ? 
Sad hearts with bleeding loſe love's burning pain. 
Har, O dying fair, look up, revive a while ; 
With one ſhort joy eternal care beguile : SE 
e 
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The ſetting Sun all curtain'd round with Night, 
At his departure gives a larger Light. 

Roſ. Flow faſter blood ; lt will not bel fear ; 
The Wound's {o ſmall, Death cannot enter here. 
But ſhall I ſtay. behind when Honour's fled ? 

Has, Live, and Ile raiſe that Honour from the Dead. 

Roſ. Renown runs on like Time, but ne're turns back. 

Han, Then we that ſ[wift Renown will overtake : 
We'll haſte where Glory baits, to every hold, 

And mount new Fame till we outſtrip the old. 

Roſ, Dear Hannibal, alas ! I wiſh I cou'd: 

.- But*rwill not be ;-life trembling takes the flood, 
Till well nigh (wallowed 1n waves of blood, 

\ The Roman glory ſhines too fatal bright , 

And with it's gathering luftre dims my ſight : 
Eternally adicu : my Body take, 
Chaſte.and entire I kept it for your ſake ; c 
'Tis the laſt Preſent that I now can make. 

Han, For ever gone , all her (weet ſtock of breath 

Spent in one Sigh , the riot of rich death, 

Now by Arms the Gods too partal are, 

Orelſe they envy'd my full trade of War : 

Which cou'd (o vaſt a ſtate of Beauty buy, 

As far ſurpaſs'd the Mannors of their sky. 

Dead Roſaliaa. 
 Bom,Raile you from the ground, , 
And let not Love your Vertues' force confound, 
Where is that heat and haughty Courage gone, 

Which againſt Nature's lets your Troops led on ? 

Mz4. Think you for naught the Gods ſuch valour gave? 
You ſhould prop Thrones, and falling Xingdoms ſave. 
Buried in thought, and deaf to Honour's call, 

Your Soul beneath her mighty pitch does fall. 

Han, Maheybal, no, aſtoniſh'd thou ſhalt be - 
We dare be brave in ſpight of Deſtiny. 
Though reb'd of all the riches Love could give, 
And itript of Glory-too, yet we will live: 
Courage is form'd of the Etherial mold, 

And round ut bands of Adamant are rol'd, 


[Dzes, 


To 
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To this ſtill haughty brealt ſuch fire is giveo, - 
I could the ſummons meet of Hell or Heaven: 
Cou'd, like the great Eternal Mover, (way 
The world in Arms, and teaoh it to obey, 
'Twas noble grief that lately chang'd my form, 
But I am ruffled now into a ſtorm, 

Bom. Your Miſtreſs body hence we will convey, 
And in ſome hallowed Vault her Relicks lay. 

Mah. Like Prilgrims, once a year we'll Mourning go, 
And on her Urn {ad Yew with Cyprels throw ; 6 
And all our ſtock of-Tears and Sighs beſtow, | 

Han, 'For ever, brighteft of thy king farewel, 

Who wert too worthy ; therefore early fell, 
As the young Phcenix does in ſacred Myrrhe, 
His Fathers Duſt to the Sun's Temple bear : 
So in Fames HouleSſhalt thou honour'd be, 
And every God ſhall) have a grain of thee. 

Mah. Since glory with her laſt breath the profeſt, 
May wiſh'd Dominion widea all your Breaſt. . 

Han, Haſte, haſte, Maherbal, and freſh Levies make ; 
Honour that did but now calm Slumbers take, 6 
Shall like the Ocean in a Tempeſt wake: 

We'll paſs new A/pes, new Conſuls overthrow, 

To Rome with far moredreadful Armiesgo 

Forcing the Appian and Emilian way, G 
To the Sub»rr4 wee'l purſue the Fray ; 

Nor ſtop till Roſa/inda's Statue crown'd, 

Sits in the Capitol with Gods enthroan'd, [Exennt. 


Senn, &, Maſhniſſa, Lelius, ec. 
Scip. I grieve brave Prince (o often to denyg 
She muſt a Captive be, or ſhe muſt die. 
K, Maſ. I know ſhe muſt, if you will have it lo ; 
But pardon may be granted to a Fo: 
O ſpare her then; as you wou'd beforgiven 
At your laſt hour, when you prepare for Heaven. 

Scip. Learn to ask bleſſings , thoſe you ſhall not want: 3 
This 1s a Curſe which I can never grant, 
Like one who ina bumning Feaver lies, 

And begs for water, if he drinks, he dies : = 
- = 
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I, like a- wiſe Phyfitian, thwart your will, 
And vanquith your diſtemper with my skill. 

X, Maſ. For the Gods lake, for Friendſhip, Glory, Love, 
By all that's good below, or bleſt above, 

Let not at laſt my well-taught Courage droop; 
Break not the heart which you have foſtred up. 
Oh Sophonisba! — Give her to my prayers, 

To theſe faſt riſing fighs, and falling tears : 

No other crown | ask as valour's due, - 

For all that I have done, or all that I ſhall do. 
Lo at your knees, behold a Monarch fall , 

Yet more, your Freind, and then I have fatd all. 

Scip. Let not your paſſion Royalty degrade ; 
Riſe, valiant Prince, Fve thought of what you ſaid. 
And as your-friend my temper cannot keep, 

Mourn your Misfortunes, -and like you can weep : 
Curſe Roman Tyranny, and with you were 
For ever joyn'd with that unhappy fair. 

K, Maſ. Ohyou have bleft me ! 

Scip. Maſſiniſſa, ſtay ; | 
You only heard what freindſhip bid me ſay : 

But as Rome's Conſul, and the Lord of power, 
Lnow command you never lee her more,” 
Unleſs the view to her may fatal be , 

This is. my laft immutable decree. 

K, Maf. Is your feign'd pity come to this? your tears. 
Falſer then thoſe which Zeyprs Monſter wears ? 
Tyrannick Rowe ! Barbarous are all thy Laws , 
Havel for this, in thy accurled Cauſe, 

Starv'd life by laviſhing her precious food, 
My ſpirits loſt, emptied my deareſt#blood, 
Fought *cill I rampiers made of bodies round, 2 


So mark'd with fate that Fappear'd one wound, 

Tet rais'd thy bleeding Eagles from the ground ? 
Scip, Think no more on't, her memory forget, 
K, Maſ. Cut me to Atoms, tear my ſoul out, yet 

In every ſmalleſt particle of me, 

You ſhall the form of Sophonisba ſee : 

All like my ſoul, and all in every part ; 

Bath'd in my.eyes, and bleeding in my heart. .*4 

| Serp.. 
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Scip. Lelius, ſecure the Queen. 
K. Maſ, Stay, Lelins, ſtay z 

F've done, my Lord, and will your power obey: 

The Queen ſhall die z on a Kings word ſhe ſhall , 

She mult a Victim for the Empire fall, | 

How am I now? . | 
Scip. For Sephonisba's loſs, 

Your Armes Numzais's Empire ſhall engroſs, 

For your late Gallantry at Zamz« ſhown, 

Kind Rome preſents you an Imperial Crown, 

Salutes you King. Nowall your griets defie , 

Thus we embrace thee as our brave Allie. 

Give your grief truce: thus prais'd, and thus adorn'd ; 

Ler all the Beauties of the Earth be ſcorn'd. [Exit, 
K, Maſ. Scorn'd be your glory more, and Reway pride, 

While I in winding-ſheets embrace my Bride. 

For 'tis decreed that we muſt never part, 

We'll be one ſpirit, as we're now one heart : 

Traverſe the glittering Chambers of the Sky, 

Born in a Cloud, in view of Fate ['le lie, 

And preſs her ſoul, while Gods ftand wiſhing by, 

Men. My Lord, if you would hear. 

K, Maſ. What canſt thou lay ? 

Men, Reaſon's a Rebel when high paſſions ſway; 

XK, Maſ. And ſuch art thou , yet ſpeak, what ſhall I do? 

Inftrut me to be greatly falſe, or true, 

Men, The Queen muſt die, 

K, Maſ. Ha! muſt? no more. 

Men. She to the Gods is given, or Reman Power. 

K. Maſ. Neither ; ſhe ſhall not die, nor ſhall ſhe live 

The Romans {lave, Ile give her a Reprieve, 

Men. Buthow? 
K. Maſ, Why thus : Tle kill my ſelf, kill thee, 

Rome, Carthage, all the world ; and then ſhe ſhall live free. 
Men, Glory or Beauty 'tis ordain'd you loſe. - | 
K, Maſ. O Rome | Oh Heaven ! both equally my foes: 

Was ever heart thus miſerably torn ? 

Were ever woes like mine ſo calmly born ? 

| From the Contagion of my troubles, take 


As much as might the ſpring a winter make, 
_—_ YT | Freeze 


ſ:: 
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Freeze the hot blood of a Crown'd Conquerour, 
Damp the wiſh'd joyes of a young Bridal pair , c 
Yet then Iſhill have more than man can bear. 
Men. When virtue thus oppreſs'd, mankind does ſee, 


" What fearful dreaming fool wit| pious be? 


Nor dying wiſh, but only Life deſire, 

To Murder Prielts, and Temples ſet on fire. 

XK, Maſ. Why, why, yeimmortal Gods, is all this care ? 

Why do you drive your Creatures to deſpair ? 

Had I upon my Throne ſate King of fears, 

The Orphan wrong'd, or drunk the Widows tears , 

HadT brav'd Heaven by {ome 'outragious fin, 

For theſe afflictions there had realon-been: - 

Bur 'tis all well, Lno 1njuſtice have 

The gods but take the being, which they gave. 

HMenanader, haſte, rwo bowles with poylon fill , 

And, when I call, - like Fate, come forth, and kill, 
Men, 'Tisa dread deedto which you urge my hand, 
K, Maſ. It's glorious too: diſptite not my command, 
Men. [le not preſume to fathom your deep thought , 

But ſtraight your will ſhall by your ſlave be wrought, 

K, Maſ. Love and ambition have their utmoſt done, 

*T was love allur'd, ambition led me on. 

Like a raſh Boy, who a ſteep mountain climbs, 

Big with brave thoughts of reaching Heaven betimes, 

And puffs. and blows, and mighty pains he takes, 

Plyes all his ſtrength, and much ado he makes 

But having reach'd the top, he veiw's aloof, 

The fancied Heaven, and all the painted roof, 

So did ambition draw me with a wile, 

And flzeting love my towering hopes beguile, Exit, 


Martyrs no more ſhall Racks or flames require, 


- Enter Sophonisba.- 


Triumphant voices rend the Ecchoing ground, 
And to the heavens the trumpets Clangors found ; 
Yer I no news of Ma/iniſſa hear: 

Shou'd he be lain, which I with reaſon fear, - 


S2aph. The Conlul is return'd with Conqueſt crown'd? : 
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Moſt loſt of women, deſperate; undone, 
What couldft thon do ? what Gods wouldſt thou atone ? 
Abhorr'd thou muſt to angry Rome repair, 
And allthe cruelties of, bondage bear. 
No, Sophonisba ; think what thou haſt been, 
The Miſtrils of two Monarchs, twice a Queen. 
If thou muſt fall, bravely reſign thy breath, 
And be above the Romans 1n thy death, 


Enter King Maſhniſta, 
Oh my lov'd Lord ! are you then come at laſt ? 
Are you alive? anddol holdyou feſt? 
K, Maſ. Beſt of thy Sex, and dearer than my life, 
The faireſt Miſtrils, and the Gentleſt Wife ! 
So great and Glorious, Emperours envy thee , 
And art ſo good, that the Gods envy me, 
They ſent thee here but as an Angel-(cout, 
With a ſhort lightning view, to gaze, and out : 
Torments of hell, and Racks of deftiny, 
Thou muſt, oh that live toſpeak it ! die. 
Soph. Bleſt ſound /- we ſhall not then to Rows? be led ;- 
But (olemn Triumphs have in honours bed, 
This laſt alarm my drooping {pirits chears, 
As when the Warrior his lov'd Trumpet hears, 
His Martial blood begins to warm apace ; 
And boyles and fluſhes inhis kindling face, { 
And much he longs to ſtrive in Glortes race. 
Speak death again; my Guard and ſure Defence 
It bears a mighty ſound and mighty ſence. 
K. Maſ. O keep thee there, now while thy Vertues glow, - 
And dart divinity, I'le givethe blow, 
Come forth Menanaer with thoſe fatal bowls, 
Whoſe Juice, though it the body's force Controls, c 
Revives the mind, and {lakes the thirſt of Souls, 


Euter Menander, with two Bowls, 
Give me the draught, 
Soph, What means my Royal Love ? 
. K.. Ma. By yourbright (elf, by all rhe powers above, £ 
No. Ang<ls Eloquence my foul ſhall move, 


To -- 
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'5 5 | Sophonisba: Or, 
To die with thee, and thy' dear-honour- ſave ; | 
What greater glory cou'd th' ambitious have ? & 
'Twill bnild a Palace for me in the Grave, 
Not but that in the agonies of breath, 
IT tremble when I think upon thy death. 
Soph. Thou beſt of Men whoſe Fame where-ere it flies, 
Shalf draw up bleeding Hearts and weep:ng Eyes, 
Let not your Soul tremble for me ; for .I 
Can fear no Torment, but to ſee you die. 

K. Maſ. Then cheerfully let's go ;«here's to my Love, 
And to our meeting with the bleſt above. [ Drinks. 
Soph. Give me the Bowl, mark #t my hand does ſhake, 

Or the freſh ſpringing Blood my Cheeks forſake. 
Undaunted to my Lips the Draught I litt, 
'Tis to my Lord ; this is his Nuptial Guitt, [ Drinks. 
K. Maſ. Menander, faithful, confident, farewel!, 
Haſte, and our ſtory to the Conſul tell. | 
On thy allegiance go without reply, 
Thou ſhould'ſt rejoyce to ſee me bravely dye, [Ex. Men. 
How fares my only Love? My firſt; laſt Dear ; 
The ſweets of thouſand Springs are blowing here, 
All in thy ſighs! o 
Soph. Ah give your kindneſs ore, 
Or we ſhall live and feel the Roman power. 
Methought Death rouch'd me with a chilling pain; 
But your warm Kiſles ſhot through every Vein 
A kinder heat, and kindled life again. 
K. Mif. Thus let us launch into Eternity : 
Sink in death's bottomleſs and boundlels Sea: 
Like drowning Friends link'd in- Embraces faſt, 
Our Arms, love's Nets, about each other caſt. 
Soph. What could long lite, or Empire, give like this - 
K. Miſ. Thy love is Empire and eternal bliſs. 
Soph. I go, where thall we meet ? { Dies. 
K. Maſ. The Gods can tell. 
Heaven's peace, and golden ſlumbers with thee dwell. [Dzes. 


Enter Scipio, Lelius, and Menander. 


Ten. See there, great Sir, the effe&ts of your raſh Doom, * 
The Victims you have offered up to Rome. * Lel. 


' mY 
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Lel. What cruel eyes covld pity here refrain, 
Beholding two fuch Royal Lovers ſhin? | 
Scip. Theſe unexpe&ted ObjeQs ſo amaze 
My reaſon, I could ever on 'em gaze. 
Since thou, moſt great and lovely Prince, art dead, 
War's Marches Sczpio ſhalt no longer tread : 
With Carthage Peace we'll inſtantly conclude, 
Which, hadſt thou liv'd, our Arms-might have ſubdu'd : 
To Rome our Drooping Eagles then fhall fteer, 
Where, after tireſome honours, welt repair 
To ſome ſmall Village, Leftus, rhou and I; 
And ſtudy: not to live, but how to dye. 


PROLOGUE ro the Univerſity of OXFORD. 
Written by J. Driden, Eſquire. 


HESPIS, the firſt Profeſſuur of our Art, ; 
At Country Wakes ſung Ballads in a Cart : | 
To prove this true, if Latin be ne treſpaſs, 
Dicitur & plauſtris vex'{te Poemata Theſpis 
But Eſct-ilus, ſays Horace in. ſome Page, 
Was the firſt Mountebank, re trod the Staze-: 
Yet Athens never knew your learned Sport 
Of toſſing Poets in a Temnis-Conrt : 
But "tis the Talent of our Engliſh Nation, \ 
Still to be plotting ſome New Reformation ;, 
And ſome years hence, if Anarchy: go on, 
Jack Presbyter wil here erc# his Throne, 8 
Knock, out a Tub with preaching once a day 
And every Prayer be longer than a Play : 
Then all you Heathen Wits ſhall go to Pot 
For disbelieving of a Popiſh Plot : 
Nor ſhould we want the Sentence to depart, 
Even #n our firſt Original, a Cart. | 
Occam, Dun, Scocus mwſt, though learn'd, go dows; 
As chief Supporters of the Tr:ple-Crown : 
And Ariſtotle, for deſtruttion ripe, 
Some ſay he calPd the Soul an-Organ-Pipe 
Which by ſome little help of Derivation, * % 
Shall thence be call'd a Pipe of Inſpiration, | 
Your wiſer Judgments farther penttrate, 
Who late found out one Tare amongſt the Wheat, 
This is our comfort, none ere cry'd us down, 
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O this Lears d Audience. gladly we ſubmit © 
At once our| Ation.,and, our. Poets Wit, . +1 

Whoſe Shades well. pleas'd to theſe Fay Seats repair, 

To hear the Muſes breathe their Native Air : 

Free from the partial Cenſure. q the Town, 

Where ſenſeleſs Faftion runs the Polk, down : 

' Where fluttering Hettors on the Laaard! fall, . : 
One half oth" Play they ſpend in_noiſeand braul, : 

Sleep out the reſt, then wake and damn it all, = 

To you the labour d Scene is better"known, 

In which no Poets have excelÞd your own « 

When ſome fam'd Hero on the Stage is ſeen, 

You flraight refledt, ſach was his God-like meen ; ; 

To ſuch extent did his vaſt Conqueſts ſwell, © | 

He reignd thus Glorious, thus untimely fell: | 

. Knowing th' Original you the Copy praiſe, 

And Crown the Artiſt with deſerved Bayes. 

Thus to their MBrits we our Poets leave, 

But for our ſelves your milder Cenſure crave, 

That all defeils th" Action youd Zrmpute 

7” our ſtraitned Stage, *tis ours, the Womens ſuite ; 

The Gawn to Beauty never was unkind, 

But form'd by that th Idea's of the Mind : 

Twas from the Schools our firſt Reſpects we gain d, 

Who: of our Sex their Sciences have feign d. 

Thus were the Muſes, thus the Graces dreſt, 

And Plato thus his Vertue has expreſt. 

We know what's due to Sophonisba's Fame, 

And more to Rofalinda's chafter Name - 

Nor can we wholly ignorant \appear - 

Of thoſe Learn'd Languages that flouriſh, here. 

Be not ſurpriz'd if we invade your Right, | 

And. Ovid's or Catullus Loves reczte ; hs AIR, 24, 

Or paſs from Virgil's Labours of Aincas, AD PADS 

To the Menin aride thea Peleiado Achileos, © aj 
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TOTHE 


Righe Honourable 


The Farl of 


ROCHESTER. 


- >5 Ders for the moſt part in their 
I I Z& Dedications miſs of their de- 
12:9 //2n,hich ſhould be ropleaſe 


' that Honourable Perſon., 


hee Ns they deſire. For What 
pleaſure can a..Noble Spirit ( Whoſe 
Ingenuity equals its height ) receive an 
exorbitant Praiſe andill tim'd Applauſe? 
Not that the ſevereſt. Cynick ſhould 
ſaarl at ju Commendations and due &n- 

A 2 COmmms; 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. ©- 

 Cominntts; ſuch Was the Epiſtle of Ho- 
race to Anguſtus Plinie's Panegyrick to 
Trajan, Which fort of ponder d Elo- 
quence ought to te as Grateful toa brave 
and elevated Mind as Adorations to the 
Deity. My Buſineſs waving Infomea- 
tion is to pray, not topraiſe ; and I hope 
I (hall appear leſs troubleſome to your 
Lordſhip under\the form of a Begger, 
thanthatof aFlatterer.Y our protely ion & 
favonr is implor d by thiy Hwmbte Suppli- 
cant in the behalf of a Civil-T yrant, -at 
leaſt one whom I have ſorepreſented,and 
for which I have been ſufficiently cenſur'd 
perhaps nnjufly enough; ſince tis not 
impoſsible for a man to love and hate, to 
be brave and bad. From the Criticks, 
whoſe” fury T dread. thoſe Killmen and 
more then Jews; I appeal to your Lord- 
ſhip as the Saint did to Ceſar, To yor 
Whoſe Fudgement vies remark with your 
. Grandeiur, Who are as abſolutely Lord 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
of Wit as thoſe prevaricators are its 
ſlaves. To you Whoby excellent Read- 
ing and ( onverſation with the pleaſantly 
Wiſe, haye juſtly limited the might Sal- 

j 


lies of an overflowing Fancy. whoſe ſay- 
ings aſtoniſh the Cenſorious, and Whoſe 
Writings are ſoexatly ingenious; Princes 
treaſure them in their Memory, as things 
Divine. This is ſo far from flattery or 
untruth, that it appears rather an imper- 
tinent kind of aſſerting what every Man 
knows, as if I ſhould gravely tell the 
World tis day at noon ; Which I had ra- 
ther another ſhould be ſmil'd at for, than 
he Who is in higheſt Truth and loweſt Hu- 
mility, My Lord, 


Tour Lordfhips 
Moſt Humble, 


and Obedient Servant, 


Nat. Lee: 


HHLISES SHESTE 
The Perlons. 


Nero, -Emperour of Roe Mr. Hart. 
Britaunicas, true Heire of the Empire, Mr, Meharr 
Petronice, Nero's Favorit, - Mr. Burt. 

Otho, husband to Poppea, Mr. Winterſat- 
Piſo, her Brother, - Mr. Lydal. 
Seneca, * Nero's Tutor; Mr. Cartwrite. 
Drufill as, Mr. Clark. 
Plautus- Romans. Mr. Coyfh. 
Silvine. 6 Mr. IV. at ſon. 
Mirmilon. Mr. Powel}. 
Flavins. friend to Brittanicus Mr. Harrzs. 
Poppea; Otho's Wife married to Nero, Mrs. MarſhaZ 
Agrippina, The old Empreſs mother to Nero. Mrs. Cory. 
OFaviay Nero's firſt yife ſiſter of Britarnicys. Mr Cox; 
Cyara, Princeſs of Parthia, Mrs. of Britanmicys Mrs. Bowtel. 
Sy1Pana, Poppea's confident. Mrs. Uptiel. 

Romans Gladiators; 

Caligula's Ghoſt, Mr. Griffiz. 


The Scene Rome. 
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The Prologue, Spoken by Mr, Haines. 


00D Playes, and perfel? Senſe as ſcarce are grown, 
HF As civil Women in this damn d lewd Town. 
Plain Senſe, is deſpicable as plain Cloaths, 
As Engliſh Hatts, Bone-lace, or woollex Hoſe ; 
Tis your brisk, fool that is your Man of Note; \ 
Yonder he goes, in the the embroider'd Cote 3 
Such wenching eyes, and hands fo prone to ruffle; 
The gentile fling, the Trip and modiſh ſhuffle 3 
Salt ſoul and flame, as gay as any Prince 
Thus Taggs and Silks, make up your Aden of Senſe. 
I'm told that ſome are preſent here to day, _ "Ip 
Who e're they ſee, reſolve to Dam this Play, C 5 
£0 munch won'd —_ with ill nature Sways " So 
But Ladies, you we hope, will prove more civil, 
And charm theſe witts that Dam beyond the Devil: 
The let each Crittich here, all Hell inherit, 
Tou have attrations that can lay a Spirit. 
A bloody fatal Play you'l ſee to might, | 
IT vow to Gad, thas put me in a fright. 
The meaneſt waiter huff5, looks Big, and ftruts, 
Gives breſt a blow, then hand on hilt he puts ;, 
Tis a fine Age, 4 tearing Thund'ring age, 
Pray Heav'n, this Thuud'ring does not crack, the Stave : 
This Play Ilike not now | | 
And yet for ought T know, it may be good, 
But ſtill T hate this fighting wounds, and blood, 
Why, what the devil have I to do with honour, 
Let Heroes Court her, I cry, Pox upon her ;, 
All Tragedies i Gad to me ſound odly, 
Tcan no more be ſerious, than you Godly. 
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Ocho. Sylvins. (yara, Diſguisd. 


STLVIDS. 
Hy doſt thou droop, and hang thy 73 head? 
\/ \ As if there were no end of thy diſtreſs ? 

His ſighs more frequent than the minutes are ; 
Tears hang upon his cheeks, like morning dews 

On Roſes : Yet I cannot blame thy grief. 

Otho. Sir, You amaze me with your ad relation, 
E That Fatal Night Prince Alamander fell, 


I, and ſome more, were in our General's Tent. 
[5 (Great 


z The Tragedy of Nero, 


(Great Corbulys he's call'd) who with ſucceſs, 

Has often led our gallant Rowan Troops, 
Againſt your”Parth;az horſe ; as I remember, 
'Twas mdnight when our Scouts, all pale with fepr, . 
Came, flying, with the news of your approach - 
Our General undiſturb'd, ſtraight gave Command 
That every Captain ſhould his Charge perform, 
With as much filence as was pollible ; 

No Dryms; no Trumpets Soynded, all was kuſh'd, . 
Order-in whiſpers, was by all receiv'd': 

So your Surprize was anſwered with Surprize, 
And gain'd us, without the Victory 

For 'tis our cuſtom frequently to ſleep 

Whole nights inarms, never to reſt ſecure. 


Cyar {Our loſhndeed, wasgreat ; but Oh ! that loſs 


Of loſſes; our dearPrince, ſfarpalſies all / | 
For hfm, eur Cort now mourhss; Sorrow, like night, 
Eternal night, ſpreads horrof all around | 
All Noble hearts are cover'd with deſpair; 
For our bright $#z muſt never ſhine again. 
Some dawn of lippe we had, he might be here 
A pris'ner, and nnknown ;' but Faredeorces 
We wall not be fo happy. 

Oth. Sir, wherein 
My ſervice may prove beneficial, 
Or yield you any comfort, pray command it. 
Captives, of every ſort, as time permits, 
11! bring before you: if your.eye can read 
A line, that's your Prince in. an y face, 
Examin it to th' tull. Mean while, be pleas'd 
To take a ftri& Survey of all the Court, 
The greateſt, and moſt flouriſhing, on Earth. 

Syl. Soevery tongue reportsit; a full Orb 
Of matchleſs Glory, where your Emperor 
Rules, like the Swz, and gives cach noble, warmth. 
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T he Tragedy of Nero, 
0th. Nothing appears, alas, as heretofore ; 

The darkneſs of his horrid vices, have 

Eclips'd the glimmering rays of his frail virtue. 

His cruelties, like birds of prey, have pick'd 

All feeds of Nobleneſs from his falſe heart ; 

And now itlyesa ſad dull lump of earth, 

Impatient of wiſe councel, and reproot. 

To day he dooms, his Mother to be lain; 

Swears, that ſhe plots againſt his Crown, and life : 

Sentence is paſt, and the poor gxeer's betray d. 

See where ſhe comes. 


Emperor, 0&avia, Britanicas, Seneca, 
Druſill/as, Piſo, Plantus 3, Agrippina, led by two Virgins 
allin white, a Dagger, and bow! of Poyſon carry'd 
before her : Courtiers, and Guards following. 
Britanicys kneels. 


Cya. O, Sylvizs, I amloſt! there, there he kneels ; 
My flames increaſe, my Soul new paſſions feels. 
My flight from Parthia I'll no more regard ; 
All was toohttle, for ſd great reward. 
Nero. To me? 
Plau. Dread Sir, the Prince Britanicys. 
Ne. Say you? 
Plan. He kneels. 
Ne. Sir, would you ought with me ? 
Brit. Not for my ſelf, but foRthe Queer,thus low 
Ifall, and beg you would ſome pitty ſhew, 
Caſt from your breſt, this rank and Poys'nous hate : 
Alas, how many do repent too Jate 2 
In acts of Love, KIN GS are beſt underſtood : 
Hell makes ſame great 3 'tis GOD-like to be good. 
It is your Mother —— 
Oh that that Sacred name ſhould not avert 
Your wrath ! nor, with its ſoftneſs, melt your heart! 
| B 2 


Your 


4 7 he Tragedy of Nero. 


Your Mother 'tis, whom you command to bleed : 7h E 
What will the cens'ring World think of this deed ? . V 
Ne. Why, let it think: if Aſes bray, muſtT 


Regard? Iſay, again, that ſhe ſhall dye. 
Why is ſhe not to Execution led ? 
She's plotting new. DPruſil/s, ſee her dead. | 
Sene. If, for the guilty, we to Heav'n may pray, Ir 
Can you the Innocent —— Y 
Ne. Old fool, away. . 
Brit. Juſtice 1s robb'd, his {word & ſcales yon move 3 
Sweet Mercy ſtarts, and, ſtriking, flyes above, 
Where, to the Gods, ſuch horrid tales of you 
She does relate, as they can ſcarce think true : 
Fate trembles, as ſhe writes in her book ; 
Evn Jove, with horror of this fact, is ſhook, 
' New points his Thunder, brandiſhesith' Ayr 
Dread Lightning, and,and with Rome, intends a War, 
Ne. Let him begin; my purpoſe I'll maintain, 
Though he ſhould ſcorching ſhowrs of $#/phur rain. 
Though he ſtood near -— 
And from ſome neighbouring Cloyd, did hurl down fire, 
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With freſh recruits of men, his arm 11d tire, 
And ſhe, at laſt, ſhould, ſpight of him expire. 
Would he were here, to end the grand debate: 
But why, with you, dolI catipulate ? ; 
My word's an Oracle, and (tands her Fate. 
0Fa. Ah, Ceſar, if you can thus cruel prove 
To her, andlay aſide all filiat.ove, ee 
What muſt I then expe&, who am your wite, 
But that you, ſhortly too, ſhould take my lite ? 
By all the pleaſures of our marriage bed—— 
Ne. I ſwear, ſpeak one word more, and thou art dead. 
Brit. Tyrant, this muſt not be, while I draw breath, 
Ney. then thou dy'ſt too, 
Brit. Lo, thus I brave my death. 
Ne. Ha! does he ſmile ? 
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By all the Gods, I'll quigkly change your mirth : 
With my own hand, [1] cut thee from theearth. 
0th. Dread Sir —— 
Ne. Wag ever ſuch an inſvlence? | 
Brit. Sir, whatIdid was in my own defence. 
When e're I rile againſt Sacred head 
In thought, may loadsof Thunder ſtrike me dead. 
You are my Maſter, and Roxze's Emperour; 
May you live long, and make right uſe of pow. 
Cy2. Guard him, you Gods, and fave his innocence. 
Ne. So $ir : yet ſhe ſhall dye. Go, take her hence. 
0Fa. Oh, how my tender heart does Sympathiſe! 
Grief ſtirkes me dumb,and pity fills my eyes. 
' Jer. Thou ſavage Monſter, ſeed of Rocks, more wild 
More wild than the fierce Tygreſs, of her young beguil'd, 
Barbarian! who 1n ſome dark cave wert bred, 
Made drunk with poyſon, with corruption fed, 
Offspring of Hell / But, oh, my lab'ring mind 
Cannot get vent, nor fit expreſſions find, 
Why was I made ſo ſtrong? Oh my accurſt! 
Grief (wells me up, and yetI cannot burſt. 
Ne. Why would ſhe thus in torments here remain? 
I pitty her : go put her out of pain. 
Aer. Tyrant, wherein have I deſerv'd this baſe 
And barbarous uſage? -- Oh my foul diſgrace! 
Ha! ſhall I tell it to the World, or dye, 
And inmy Ur, let all in ſilence lye ? 
My Soul doth ſtruggle, with its load of woes; 
Woes much more horrid than thoſe paintul throws 
My body felt, when firſt I brought to light 
This curſed Son, now Baf#l3sk, to fight. 
Ne. Am Ito be obey'd ? how dare you ſtay? 
Furies and Hel]! be gone, take her away. 
Agr. Oh ſtay a while, ere I loſe my breath 
Hear my laſt words; more dreadful than my death. 


6 The Tragedy of Nero. 

Bear meſome winged G O D, andfix me High 

On ſome tall Pyramid, that hits the Sky z 

Place all the World, on the vaſt rounds below, 

And make my voice ſo loud, that all may knoy : 

This Monſter, under Tyr:an purple hid, 

Did force a paſlage to his'Mother's bed. 

Where are thy dreadful bolts ; (to Jove I call) 

Strike Him, or me , amiſs they cannot fall. 

Oh horrid fact to tell! it wounds my ear : 

The Day and Night together mingled were. 

Monſter of men, who altered nature's courſe, 

The ſtream ran backwards, and found out the Source. 

Nero. The Beldame raves; Drufil/zs, take her hence: 

All this is forg'd 3 Heav'n knows my innocence. 

A moments reſpite I will not afford, 

But when ſke's dead let 0tho bring me word. 5 Exe. ſeverally 

| : Nero & Agripp. 

Manent Piſo, Plantws, Mirmilon. 


Piſo. Very well. Hark ye, Gentlemen, may we talk ? 

Play. Treaſon ? No. | 

Piſc Then Tl hold my peace. 

Mir. Faith, I know not, but there was a ſtranger here yes- 
terday hang'd, for looking ſuspitiouſ]y. 

Piſ. Very good; twas an excellent zzemorandum :; there- 
fore I'll ſhut my eyes, and not look at all, or hereafter al- 
ways in company were a Masque? 

Play. Nat ſo Sir if you tender your ſafety; ſuch reſervation 
argues thoughtfulnels: now the Emperor can't endure a man 
that's given to meditation ; hates a. Philoſopher , as much as 
he loves a Fidler; | Semeca, to my knowledge, is bur- 
then to him ; in my heating, he .call'd him crazy Caterpillar, 
and venerable Book-worm. 

Mir. Right, Plantys. Therefore, Piſs;, be not thoughtful ; 
tis dangerous. A friend of mine (heark ye) this morning, by 
the Emperor's Order, had his throat cut, for being thoughtful 

P7., 
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Pj. The good Empreſs —= | 

Plau. How Sir ? | 

Piſ. Well, the Expreſs then. Alas, how ſudden, from the 
top of Glory— 

Mir. Alas ? do you pity her then? 

Piſc 1, Sir. Greatneſs and goodneſs are— 

Pjan. What, Sir 5 | 

P 3: know not, nor where, unle($ in the other world. 

Mir. You weep, Piſo, have a care, a ſort of liquid Treaſon. 

Piſo. 'T was your hair hit my eye, and cauſed this Rheum: 
I'll to the Country again. Farewel, Gentlemen. 
Long live the Emperor ; that's no Treaſoyp. 

Mir. No,$8ir no ® Adjeu, good Piſo. He wears an honeſt 

heart. Exeunt. 


—_— DT a | —_—_— m_n—_ 


Scene, the 'Court, 


Nero, Otho, Seneca, Druſillus, &c. 
e A'grippina, dead. 


0th. She is, as you would have her, ( Sir) no more : 
Sce where ſhe lyes, all ſtained with her own Þore. 
She ſaid, an antient man bid her beware 
Ot ever ny made Emperor ; 
For you, at laſt, would cauſe her to be ſlain : 
Thenlet me dye, ſhe ſaid, ſo he may Reign. 
Ne. How wiſcly, then did IT her death Decree! 
For 'twould have been a great impiety C 
To let her live, and mar the Prophecy. 
0th. Choice of two deaths, by your command, we gave; 
But She cry'd, both ; a double death Ile have : 
One poy&nous drop, for Heavy'n, I would not (cl; 


Each drop will ſink his Soul more deep inHell: 
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In her fight hand, the Dagger ſhe did hold ; bk, 
And with her left, ſhe heav'd the Fatal gold, 
And drunk the venom off: that being done, 
Deep, in her breſt, the keen Stilletto run : 
With many wounds ſhe made her boſom | 
Her wounds like flood-gates, did themſelves difpla Ys 
Through which, life ran, in ſcarlet ſtreams away. 
Ne. Remove her hence. My Soul now free does walk, 
And (hall no more be clogg'd with moral talk. | 
My Statue ſhall be made & laſting ſteel : 
Before it, Lords of Rome ſhall hucably kneel. 
Great Julins and Avguitus you adore; 
And why not zze who havetheir very pow'r ? 
Fo them you daily offer Sacrifice : 
lamaG OD; my ſelf I Canonize. 
Sex. 'Mongſt Gods their Glory ſhines now they are gone. 
Becauſe, with us, hke Stars their virtues ſhone. 
Ne. Viitue's aname ; Rehgionis a thing 
Fitter to ſcare poor Prieits, than daunta KING. 
Swift, as quick thought, through every art I range : 
Who but a GOD, like me, could Sexes change ?- 
Sporus be witnels of my Mighty art ; 
Sporus, now Lady, once Lord of my heart. 
At my command, the fragrant Winds do blow ; 
The willing flodds in waves of ballom flow : 
This hand does all the ſiveets of nature ſow. 
Irank(ack Nature; all its treaſures vieiy ; C 
Beings annihilate, and make a new : 
All this can IT, your God-like Nero, do. 
Sen. What Fiend is this which, in his breſt, unſpy'd, 
- Bears up his Soul on ſuch large wings of pride ? 
Let me not dye for {peaking what 1s true : 
All this you would, but ( alas! ) canot do. 
Ne. Ha! 


Sem 
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Sen. If you do well and noble. ;a&s Atchieve, 
When e're youdye, all honeſt hearts will grieve ; 
Each Roman will, to after Ages tell 
How good, how great, -how excellent you fel] ; 
V Vhat pitty 'twas that you ſhould dye {o young ! 
Thus ſhall your honour ſound from every congue: 
But, though your Fame ſurvive, your body muſt 
Rot, and be crumbled into common duſt, 
Fach grain of which, becauſe you once did Reign, 
Willnot turn gold, nor any luſtre gain : | 
Yours, and the Beggars dult alike” muſt paſs 
Inſtead of {and, to fill Times hour-glaſs., 

Ne. Gown-14n, thou ly'{t. 
The VVorld's eternal, and-its Monarch, I: 
Then how 1s't poilible for me to dye, 
Yet give me creature immortality ? 
if, when I leave this world, men ſhould debate 
The manner; Say, I did my elf tranſlate. 
The glory of my God-head I will ſhrowd 


- Not m a Mantle, but in a perfum'd Cloud : 


In ſmoak of Incenſe4 will mount.above, 
And, in his Throne, take the right hand of Joze. 
Sex. O murd'ring pride, thou dolt all reaſon kill! 
You will have Altars too? 
Nero. Yes, Slave, TI will; 
Altars »f Gold, mn Chryſtal Temples built : 
No blood of Bulls, nor, Goats, ſhall:there be (pilt ; 
Sch courit rank ſmoak-may loaty./VLCAN pleaſe, 
Pluto, or humed Par 3, dull Deityes! | 
The beſt of huinane core ſhall wath my Shrine 3 
N2ro2s ſhaKbleed, and:they are half Diyine. 
In caſes made of Diamond enure, _. 
Stars fhall>zaticad ot; Lamps, lend theix bright, fire. 
Each common'God hall, in; his turn, be Prieſt, | 
And for your lower world make his requeſt: 
C 


a 
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Then offer up a grateful Sacrifice, 
Kings heads, 9xeens hearts, and charming Virgins eyes. 
Enter Petronins- 

Sen. O Heav's ! his blaſphemies no limit have ; 
His bruitiſh impudence our Gods does brave : 
Wirhout controll he does their pow'r defy, 
And I, like midnight huſh'd, ſtand trembling by. 
Ile ſpeak, although he blaſt me with his breath ;; 
Repentancetoo' may win him for my death. 
Dread $1jr, if you would pleaſe —- 

Ne. Fond preacher, hence. 
Gods! can I ſtill endurethis infolence ? 
Guards, ſeize him; go, let him m priſon howl, 
And ſolace there his melancholly foul, 

[ Ex.Oth.Sen. & Guartls. * 

But, dear Petroniz5, how (ball T requite 
Thee, who ſole author art of my delight ?: 
Whenmy heart fickens; ſtill thou bring t me eaſe, 
And doſt my fancy, with new Objects, pleaſe. 

Pet. Toſooth your ſoul, raff'd with this late ſtorm, 

My care found out ſo fweet, ſo rare a form, 

So full of PEER, meach. part, 

As well deſerves the conqueſt of your heart. 

Not purple Violers, ith' early ſpring,,  * 

Such graceful ſweet ſuch tender beauntes bring. 
The Orient bluſh which doesher cheeks adorn 
Makes Coral pale, vies with the Rofy morn. 

Not Yerxy, ſprung fromthe Seasſhowy foam; 
Neptures bright Seed, her whiteneſs can.or'e come.. 
Cupid has took aſurfeit from her eyes 3 

When ere ſhe (miles, i-Lambent fire he fnes-: q 
And when ſhe weeps; in:pearls diſlolved he dyes. 

Ne. Hold, hold; T am ofrecharged with this exceſs:: 
Thy deeds are great; bur make thy boaſting leſs. 
Whar is her name ? and where does ſhe lye hid 2: 

Bet; She's the partner of Lord 0tho's bed;. 


_ Poppeo 


fo 
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Poppea nam'd : with gold I brib'd her maid, 
For which the eafie flave her truſt betray'd. 
Not far from Rowe this Beauty does refide ; 
Chaſte ſhe is thought, becaule yet never try'd. 
Her quick black eye does wander with defire, 
And, if I judge aright, bears wanton fire. 
Oft as Syl/ana told me, when to Court 
Her Lord was gone, eager of unknown ſport, 
She'd figh, and m ber boſom hide her face, 
And with fierce ation would the wench embrace. 
Dreſs'd like DIANA, ſhe in Woods is fear'd, 
And gives (wift chaſe to all the Savage herd: 
With yigour maſculine ſhe rides along, 
Her Quiver, full of ſhafts, belfind her hung 3 
Her right hand holds a Dart, her left a Bow ; 
Her long black locks, on her fair ſhoulders flow, C 
As thick'ning clouds o're the $»#'s brightneſs grow. 
Ne. Thou dear procurer of my molt loved joyes, 
Fly, fly; the leaſt delay my life deſtroyes. 
Now try thy skill; this is indeed a task: 
Win her, and thou haſt more than thou canſt ask. 
Exit Petronns. 
Let phlegmatick dull KINGS, call Crowns their care: | 
Mine is my wanton; and does Beauties ſhare 
Above my Miſtreſs Eyes. On, Nero, on 3 
Spend thy vaſt ſtock, and riot in thy Throne. 
If there be pleaſure yet I have notfound, : 
Name it, ſome GOD : 'Tis mine, though under ground : 
No nook of Hell ſhall hide it from my ſight, 
But I will conjure't into open light. 
My Scepter, like a charming rod, ſhall raiſe 
Such ſports, as would old Epicxres amaze : 
Pleaſures ſo rich, ſo various, and ſo new, 
As never yet the Gods, my great fore-fathers, knew. 
| Exit. 
Finis AT primi. 
C 2 : AT 
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eAttns II, Scena I. 


Drufilus and a Roman, 


Druſil. R4cb'rous and horrid ! O, the raging Fiend, 

: I When will his black impieties have end?-. 

The great, the, wiſe, the: worthy Sexeca- . | 
Is, by this Bloody Monſter made away. 
Poor City ! whither are thy Founders fled, 
To what low diſtance Regions of the dead, 
That at their Country's call they will notriſe, 
And this ungoyern'd. Tyrants rage chaſtiſc? 

Ro. I ſaw the beſt and wiſeſt of mankind, 
The Pilot ofthe will, the guide oth* mind, 
Dying and pale ; from every gen'rous vein. 
Baſe Executioners his life did drain ; 

By Nero kill'd, by Nero whom he lovd; 
Whoſe youth by painful ſtudies he improv'd, 
And warm'd fo long the viper in her breſt 
That the kind Hoſt was poyson'd by the gueſt, 

Dru. In vain we mourn: ſome noble Roman ſhould. 
Dare to be glorious, dangerouſly good, 

And kill this Tyrant ; kill him gorg'd with wine, 
Forcing a day, and making black night ſhine, 
Debauch'd; and ſordidly ambitious grown, 

Midſt all his Revels, would the deed were done. 

Ro. Guilt, the mind's wild-fire, lick his Spirits ups, 
Preſs him good GODS, prets him, until he droop,, 
Sink, and be damn'd, beneath the loweſt Hell : 

After his. death we may in ſafety dwell. 

Dry. Put, while he lives, no honeſt Roman may 

Pal($'nizht in reſt, or view. one peaceful.day. 


Exemnnt. 
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Scee. IT, The Country; 
Otho, Poppea, Petronins, Piſo. 


Petr. WW Hy ſhould fuch God-like' forms inhabit here, 
And bleſs th' ignoble fort ? 


Otho Pr'ythee, no more: - 
She ſha* not go to Court; ther's diſcord in't. 
Pet. Now by your Lady's lovely eyesI ſwear, 
That Country ſounds not half ſo well to-me. 
Is it more harmony to hear a Clown ' | 
Whiſtle his dull Tunes, which you conftiue ſolemn, 
Than ſee a Lady ſoftly touch ker Lute, 
And breath an Ayr to the melodious (trings ? 
Her beauty and her voice lo ravithing, 
That each Spettators Soul is left in doubt 
Where firſt to mount, into the eye or ear.. 
Tie Court! | 
Now, by my Honor, dearer than my life; 
And, asI aftion love, I think the Court 
May well be tearmed the Noble Rendeſyous. 
Of Gallant Spirits : 'tis a Curcle, Sir, 
 Oth. Nore Ile allow, it is a golden Circle ; 
But, like the Cxrthaginian Hero s KING, . 
[t.carries poyſon : tisa fatal Circle; 
Upon whoſe Magick skirts, a thouſand Devils, 
In Chryſtal forms, ſit tempting innocence, 
And becken caily Virtue from its Center. 
” Piſo. Now, by my life, I think you councel i}. 
I view thee, and oth' fudden, ſomthing calls 
Thee Tragtor. 
Brother, 1 never lov'd this man; that's all. Exit, 
Ot... Why ſhould you loſe me on'a bare ſuſpicion? 
The Gods ram curſes on.me, thick as Hail, 
IF ere I harbour'd, in this breſt, a thought 
Rue: what was Noble, of your ſpotly loves. 
L muſt be bold toſfay, yo've done me wrong Ant: 
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And, but I have by Oath. inviolable 
Sworn you a friendſhip firm as Deſtiny, 
Protecting you and yours, I ſhould not thus 
Tamely put up your angry Brother's terms. 
Oth. Your pardon, generous friend, he was too-blame; 
Let my repentance {et all right again : 
Indeed I am aſham'd for what was palt, 
Pet. See, our contention has diſturb'd your Lady, 
And call'd the precious dew into her eyes. 
Oth. No more, my dear z nay, if thou lov'{t me, ceale. 
Pet. I wonder that the Emperor's ſo long ! 
T wrote to have him call 0tho to Court, 


Imploy him there, and&come in perſon hither. Exennt. 


Sczn, 3. T he Court, 
Oftavia, Brit annicus. 


OFa. A H, deareſt Brother, be not too ſecure ; 
Syrens moſt dreadful are, when they allure : 

I dread him moſt, ſince your laſt Noble ſtrife, 

And fear he is plotting 'gain(t 5 267g lite, 

Of which you ought to have a tender care, 

Becauſe your Siſter claims ſo deep a ſhare ; 

For, hear me, Gods, the doom which you decree 

This gallant Price, ſhall prove my Deſtiny. 

Brit, Fear not my life ; he cannot be (v baſe. 
I have ſome friends, that all his miſchiefs trace : 
If ought againſt me move, their care will find. 
Some means to let me know what is deſign'd. 

OF. HEAV N ever ſhield you from his violence; - 
His kindneſs, to you, is but meer pretence, e 
And if he ſmiles, 'tis at your innocence. 

The Chryſtal of his eye is clouded 'ore 
That his dark thoughts my Genzzs can't explore. 
Ee while I met him, 


The Tragedy of Nero. i 
The Fates fit working on his gather'd brows ; 7 
Slow ſteps he takes, and murmurs as he goes, 
Starts, and fixt looks upon the Terra's throws. 
Brit. Mild as calm Martyrs, I could death receive ; 
Two reaſons, only, make me wiſh to hve: 
Two debts remain to pay, moſt Nobly due: 
Love claims the firſt, t'other T owe-to you. 
0F. Within your breaſt does Love chief Regent ſtand ? 
I thought that reaſon there had ſole command. 
Brit. Never was heart fo pittifully kind, 
So capable of Love's impreſſion made 5 
We me, all Beauties gentle nſage find: 
The humble, charm; the mighty: do invade. 
Laſt Year, unknown to Parthia I did go, 
And view'd the Court ; beheld the gallant foe 
Of ROME, Prince of Alamander, whoſe great Name 
Sound loud, and almoſt cracks the cheeks of Fame. 
Bellona then, as Goddeſs of our Arms, 
I did Adore; but ſoon felt ſofter charms: 
The curious Prinee wirhin my looks did find 
Something that wrought upon his Noble mind, 
Diſcours'd me, call'd me friend, and did confel$s 
He never lov'd a man to ſuch excels. 
One day, (Oh day molt fatal to my reſt!) 
After a thouſand kindneſles expreſt, 
He took me by the hand, and gently ſaid, 
Dear friend, there is a young and noble Maid 
That fain would ſee yon. Bowing, I reply'd, 
Sir, I am yours, and to your ſervice ty'd. 
OF. Your ſtory yet has no great cauſe to fright. | 
Brit. At length, we came, but ſuch a Glorious ſight, 
Such a bright flux of rayes on tender ſenſe, 
Such charming ſoftneſs, ſuch ſweet excellence, 
Word may deſcribe, but never can' define! 
The Sun ne*r ſawan obje&t fo Divine! 
Fancy can't reach it! above fiction fair! 
All the ſweet lines of Beauty center'd there. 
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Unlike to Ceſer's was my' amorous Doom,, 7, 
I came, I ſaw,” but was my ſelf o'recome;- 
It was his Siſter, _ | It [ee 
Cyara nam'd, that Royal charming Maid ; 
My foul was rapt with joy, though ſhook with-dread: 
So Angels, when they ſtoop to mortal fight, | 
Strike us with awe, yet ravith, with delight: 

0G. Why did you not your noble Love declare ? 
I «1d ; but tirſt committed to her car 
The ſecret of my birth, which the receiv 'd 
V Vith modeſt joy, and generouily believ'd. 
Our Loves too happy were to flouriſh long, 
Froſt-nipt 1'th* bud, they wither'd as they hung. 
Some Roman iJave, I know not' whom nor where, 
Gave the old KING: private ineelligence 3 
But the young Prince moſt watchful, ſent me word, 
Haſtn'd my flight, and would not time; attord 
To hear my thanks: ungrateful.ſo I came 
To AR0 2F, but nouriſh'd ſtill my former flame. 


Enter Cyard, and $ilvize, at one door; the Emperour 
and Plantys at another. . | 8 


Cya. Onder heſtands, the GOD's great Maſter-piece ! 
Oh, I could ever on that Object gaze, 

And loſe my Senſes inthat goodly.mazc 

VVith gay and vig'rous youth hiseyes are Crown'd, 

Preſence, and Manly.graces, all around 

His Noble form, do make their bright abode, 

Like bcams of Luſtre cucling in a.G OD. 

Nero..' He dyes, that bold Contioller of my will ; 

He has Oblig'd me ſo, that I muſt kill. 

VVhy, with dullthoughts,.dg 1 my-fancy pall? 

VVhenTlook ſad, whole Hecatombs ſhould fall. 

Ha! who ate they ? my fretting blood 'does riſe: 

Hands, reſt ; Tle try to blaſt him, with my eyes. 
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Make meBaſ3sh,but one "hore hour, 
Some GOD, that would be Nero's Emperour. 
Plau. Oh you juſt Powr's! where is Ai#rea fled > 
Foul vice Triumphs, trampling on Virtues head, - 
Here Fam'd Democyitys his teeth might ſhow, 
And Heracletzs might his tears beſtow. 
Nero. I hate hit deadly, _ 
As poverty, diſeaſes, or old age; 
For! his with'd death, my Empire Ile engage 
Not Hell, nor Heav'z: my fierce reſolves tha daunt: 
Firſt, I will Act; then Ile think upon't. 
0Fevie, follow me. 
Exit Ambo. 
Brit. What does he mean ? | 
He frowns on me, and ſintles upon the &xeem. 
Theſe ruddy drops ſame ſay Hl Omens are : 
Gods, be my guard; but 'tisnot worth my care. 
[ bleed within ; there, there's the mortal wound, 
For which no cure no Balſom can be found. 
In dreams, Cyara, I behold thy charms, 
With fix'd imagination of high pleaſure, 
Thy beauteous form (hall flow into my arms 
AndI embrace it as a real Treaſure. | 
 Exth 
Cyz. How dull this;place __ :now he is gone! 
Night's Embleth, itbemoans-the abſent SUN. 
Sylvia. Madam, 'tisfit you ſhould diſcover now ; 
Put "off the cloud, and fair Cyara ſhow. 
Cya-Ere 1 reveal my ſelf, his loveI = int gh 
$y/. You doubthins - 
Cya. No itis curioſity. 


Nerv, Oftovia. 


Ne. Your Sentence dooms me to becurlt; or bleſt; 
Can you deny me ? 'tis my firſt requeſt ; 


Exenmt: 


Al 
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All things are eaſfie to a willing mind - 
'Tis quickly done, if you will prove but kind. 
0Z. My ſoul doth with convullive horror ſhake; 
Name it again, for ſure I did miſtake. mW 
Ne. That you,the Prince, your Brother's blood would pill; 
No matter how, ſo you but (wear to kill. 
Here with my Dagger, Ict the deed be done: 
You often find him flecping, and alone. 
0F. Sleeping! Oh Gods, can You your vengeance keep? 
Where is your Thunder ? No, 'tis you that fleep : 
Sure elſe, your Juſtice would his vice confound, 
Anddrive this Monſter quick into the ground. 
Hell to lis ſoul ſuch impudence has giv'n, 
That, he in time, will ſtorm your fort of Heav's : 
In blafpheniies his'fpirits do exhale , 
Your high bright walls-his Gyant crimes will ſcale. 
Oh, my heart's full. 
( Stabs ber. ) 
Ne. Here's that will give 1t vent. 56% 
So, now gotell the Gods my back intent. 
Britannicys his death Twill defer; _ 
"Tis pretty well I've made an end of her. 
Now I will haſte to meet Poppea's arms. 
Oh, Love, aſſiſt me with thy mighty charms, 
And I will raife thy wanton Attars high'r;'') 
Old men, and Eunuchs, ſhall in heaps expire, . 
Becauſe uncapable of thy ſoft fire. 
This day my fatal brow no clouds ſhall wear; 
TiHlI return, Rowe lay afide thy fear :; 
[, and the Gods of V Vit, [mule once a year. 
#7174 Exit. 
0F. O my Britannicas, my Brother ! -- - Oh, 
Might I but ſee thee once yet, ere I go, 
And wander in the wide dark'dens of death : 
But, Oh ! my Saut is almoſt of breath. 
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Enter Britannicas. 
Brit. He ſent me here ; for what, I can't deviſe. 
OF. Ah me, look here, with pitty glut thy eyes. 
Now I am well : forthyſakeT won live. 
My dear, my gentle Brother, do not grieve. 
Brit. Gods! Gods ! but they are deaf, or will not hear. 
No hopes of Life? Oh my prophetick fear! 
Sigh heart, weep eyes; I draw each Chryſtal ſpring : 
But 'tis my blood muſt be thy offering. 
OF. Hold, hold; Cyara 'tis Cyara's call : 
My ſhare I give to her ſhe claims you all. 
Give me your Sword: So now I've loſt my fears: 
You weep too much, and yetlI love thoſe tears. 
It wasa gen'rous proffer, 'twas indeed : 
Upon thy boſomlet me reſt my head ; 
'Tisa ſoft pillow ſweetly now I reſt, 
And ſigh my Soul into thy gentle breſt. (Dyes) 
Brit. Oh ſtay, my dear, my moſtlov'd Siſter, ſtay ; 
But one word more. Her ſoul is on its way : 
She's gone, ſhe's gone; thou flowry ſweet farewel. 
Oh where, to whom ſhall I my ſorrows tell! 
In every grove and melancholly bow're 
Thy ſad untimely loſs I will deplore 
Thy name's dear Character each Tree ſhall bear ; 
Onevery letter I will drop a tear. 
How quickly fate our faireſt hopes beguiles! 
Oh, thou ſhort ſolace of my many ulls, 
Adien| Adien my Star, my deareſt Light! 
Now thou art gone, Iam all dark, all night : 
One lamp I grow; and know not how I move; 
All fad, and gloomy, as the eyes of Love. 
Truſt me, thy ſweetneſ(sT ſhall ne're forget 3 , 
Stiff, with my ſorrows, on thy. Tomb T'le ſit, 
TWIT, at laſt, into cold Marble turn, 
And, with my Pious figure, grace thy Ur: Exit. 
Finis — IL 
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_ Britannicus with a Boy, 


Brit. yy Har is this Earth to me ?-why do I ſtay, 
Sincethou, my Joy, my dear 0&avia;: 
Art raviſh'd hence? To Parthia I will, 
Andin thy preſence, fair Cyara,.dye : 
My only comforts on thy truth depend ; 
{thou art chang'd, my grief ſhall have.an end. 
. GoSing the Song withour. | 
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We weep, you Muſes, drain the Springs, 
T Such Notes go warble to the ſtrings, 
Such Dirges as the Ravens ſound 
when Ghoſts run trembling through the ground : 
The fairest of her Sex 3s dead, 
Hey tender limbs arewrap'd in lead ; 
Her eyes, Stars envy, the Earth pride, 
The broad lack hand of Death does hide 5; 
1# Death's dark, chamber, now ſhe lyes, 
Pale as the Snow, and cold as Ice. 
| Chorgs. 
The grave, the lovly grave will bring ws eaſe, 
There we ſhall ſweetly ſleep in downy peace 3 


Co 
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There no diſtraftions; nor jealoniſtes ce, 

But all drain nate: pi oe-gud Gees 1 
The cold Tomb is free from:hot love and defire; 
it has aſhes good ſtore, but admits of no fixes, ' 
There men do never groan; nor Women cry. 

But all things , huſh'd, in ſoletwiy, flence = ho 


#9, Fnough, enough. Oh, my fick Kean, not yet! 
Break, break, for ſhame, let Nature have her debt. 


Cyr, opti | 


Cya. Withdraw good Sylvie: How ſad he looks ! 
Was ever man ſo goodly? Oh my heart, 
Bear up ! and yet, I dare not {peak to him. 
If there be any charms 1h womens tongues, : | 
If there be any words that. cant infaſe 
- ft Jove into a bolom, and create 
A gentle paſſion, good Heav'r _ it me. 
Sir, may I interrupt, without offence, 
Your ſerious thoughts 2! I veſqretbinig to relate- - 
Which is your near concerns! 
Brit. Mine , pretty Sir? -- 
__ ny E hear you.: What ſhould his 1 buſineſs be ? 
'Tis froma Lady, who made, me her Agent, . 
2M one, I fear, and:mach unable ;; - 
To tell what ſhe, commanded me3-4 tory; 
So lamentable, that I cannot-think on't, ' | 
But ſtraight my eyes o'reflow'with tears :-pardon ine; 
Only alittle reſpite, Ile go on. 
Zrit. Thou raiſeſt ſomthingin me, whichas yet 
I cannot give a name to. What can this mean ? 
Cya. CTYARA, SIR, the Parthian Princels; 
Brit. Ha! 
Com(ſt thou from her? a thouſand blethngs on thee. 
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Cya. A thouſand curſes, rather,” for:my news. > + 
My name's Coralbo, het unhappy kinſman, | 427) 

Tomy poor faith ſhe did the tmighty honour 

Of telling the ſad ſtories of your Loves. | 

It was her chance, a diſtal chance indeed, - 

That nay you fled, as ſhe was firing at - 

The Palace window, ſtriking of her Lute, 

Thoughtful, and Virgin-like; alone, to caſt 

Her eye upon your perſon; {traitſhe bluſhd, 

Wondring to (ce you in that equifage 3 

But ſoon her Brother did.unriddle all © 

Amazemcnt ſeiz'd her firſt; but when the Prince 

Was gone, ſhe loos'd the rains, we had full ſtopt : 

She trembled, fetch'd heart-breaking ſighs, 

As if her eyes were fpringsz:-fhe made complaints - 

So languiſhing, and ! with 6 fad'an accent, 

I wonder that it kilFd her not tifl-now. 

Brit-T hope you come not to abuſe me. 

By Heav n, if you do-—— 

Cya. Indeed I do not: ' - 

Let that convince you, if you khow her hand. 

I find he's Noble, his looks are chatig'd oth'* ſudden ; 

I fear I've gone too far. How do you, $ir ? | 
Brit.Well, Boy.O G O DS! Devils! Hell, Heaver and Farth! 
Reads. .If m the othes wofld, I can' behold ought h-re, it 

will be you, pray love my memory :""twil be a ſatisfaction 

above the thoughts of Paradiſe, tyyour dying Cyara. 

Tfeel a mortal trembling ſhot a ng | * 

My Arteries! Tm eold! 0Fawa!'Cyara! Oh ! 


a 1} (Fall) 
Cya. Help, help; my Lord, Cyara lives; return, 

What have I done? upon thy dying hps 

Ile print my ſoul, but-Fle bring back thy life. 

Fool that I was, for a fancy, thus 

To play away that Pear), for which I would 
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Have ſold my breath, my vital Spirits, my all. 
O, he rerurns. Cyars is/ not dead : 
Look up, my Lord 3; do you not know this face ? 
Brit. Cyara | Heav'ns, 'tis ſhe | Thou charming fair, 
How am I raviſh'd with thy Glorious preſence ! 
O, who would hve on Earth, ſultry'and hot, 
Under a load of care; did he once taſte 
The pleaſures of theſe cool unmortal ſhades ? 
O the refreſbing ſweers which the winds blow 
From ever-budding flowers'eternal Spring ! 
Cya. Where, Sir ? | Wh | 
' Brit. Why, here, in bleſt Elizinm. 
" Cza. O he is loſt, diſtrafted | 
Brit. Look, look, my dear, pr'y thee let's walk along, 
The graſs does ſhine with more Emerald green, 
Each purling brook like liquid plate appears, 
And cvery pebble ſeems a Diamond; 
Fa! bufniih'd trees with fruit of maſſy Gold! 
Upon whoſe boughs, all fair and Heav'nly forms 
Sit (\weetly warbling 'to their Loves below. 
See yonder's OFaura, my Siſter, look, 
Pale and forlorn, in a cloſe gloomy, 
Her Ayry ſubſtance thus-I will condenſe 
And to ſqueeze water, *cauſe I cannot weep. 
Cya: Ah Prince, Cyara lives, and I am he. 
Brit. Thou artalying Boy: O Gods, my head! 
Cya. Do you not know me, $7r ? Look wiltly onme. 
Brit. Cyara's Picture! jaſt ſuch charming eyes ! 
Such ſnowy hands, ſuch lips, ſach winning ſmiles ! 
Such tenderneſs! ſuch was her every Grace! 
ButOh! you told a falle, a fatal tale, 
The accent of thy voice is different : 
She could not lye, tor ſhe was all perfeQtion : 
All beauty ſickned when ſhe left the world. 
Cyara, Oh thou fair one ! Glorious Saint, 
Thou could '{tnot dye for me, deſertleſs me: 


24 The Tragedyof Neto! 


Cy4- She 1s Not dead, but lives, and loves YOu, Sir. 
Brit. Thou doſt aſlociatedwittiLawiyers:fure; 
And Travelers. - {3:54 17 ' [Je : D104 9 

Cya. Who I, $ir2 why 2 
Brit. Becauſe 173 puCrno!D vids anw IUBs (OR 7 1-j 
Thou lyelt extreamly;::Boy 5 No, fie ivdead 31) 1 
The canopy of Heav'z ts: hung) with Sable 51: 11.41] 
The $xz, hike a great rhowner, drives her Hearſe, -. 
Wrap 'd round, with'eſouds;: each Starwithdraws 
His Golden head, and bins withimbis ſycket 
The whole cope is dark,black, diſmal, < - 
And mourns the {udden loot fait'Cyure. 
Ha ! ſhoughz yonder flyes a tiight-Raven 
In each black eye there' rowls a:pound of Jet. 
Sce how he fans, with his. huge wicker wings 
The dusky 4yr. Come, bay; be gc it 
Ile fave thee, thoughT dye me felf : go in : 
Run, run, Iſay,' Ile tetch my Bow 'and ſhoot him. 


Exenmt. 


Sczn, The Country. 


Petronins, Poppea. Piſo, over-hearing. 


Pop. ] muſt not hear' you, $77. 
Petr. Can you deſbife.* 
A flame, whoſe matchleſs ſplendor drowns the Stars, 
And luſtre vies with the great eye of Day ? 
O, ſcrupulous Virtue, art thou grown fo cold 
That the refleted beams of doubled Honours, 
Beating upon thee withinceſſantGlories, | 
Cannot approach thee, through-thy walls of Tce ? 
With all their fiery points, cannot once pretce thee 2 | 
Pop. High minds ſhould not be tempted with appearance, 
Nor drown to dangerous conrſes from homely Cells, 
'hnere honeſt pleaſure with ſafe plenty dwells, 
+2 | Petr. 


ret.” But what converſe, what Nobleneſs is here 
To deck your thoughts, that daim a'vaſter Sphere; 
Through all the Heavz they ſhould, like Eagles, roam, 
Not ſtay in ſuch a ſolitary home. * 

Pop. What unkown guelts are theſe that tear my breſt ? 
Like ſlaves, in golden mines, they dig their way-: 
A Crown they ſhew, which my frail heart Adores ; 
Before my.thoughts, a Royal Scepter flyes, 
At which, my fancy grafps; bur when it comes 
And it bright glories offer to my hand, 
I fain would'reach, and yet refufe to hold. 

Petr. Mydam,confider 'tis a mighty proffer ; 
'Tis not thjs Province, or that Colony ; 
He gives you all: all is a gift fo great, 
As none but Jove to Ceſar canbeſtow. 
What is it deters you from your happineſs ? 

Pop. Oh,1 am loſtin Honours Zabrynth, 
No clew to guide me, but my own deſire, 
And that would lead me out, but knows not how. 

Piſo. Oh Heaven, what will this earth come to! Was it 
for this my noble Brother was ſent forin ſomuch haſte? and 


* 


is it for this, he harbours that Viper in our houſe, to tear his * 


Darling hence, and eat his heart out? O Laws of hoſpitality, 
why are you Sacred ? why is my hand ſo backward to pu- 
niſh that raviſher of our Honour ? 
Methinks I ſee that Geriwe of our houſe 
Start fromhis Monument, and ſtalk along 
Shaking with Panick fears, and with an eye 
That Darts its payſon'd beams of Indignation 
At me : me thinks I ſte him chide my flow 
Revenge. 
Pop. My brother: has loſt his Senſes. 
 _  Piſo, I wouldT had, and with thm loſt my life, 
So thou could'ſt find thy honour : Oh thy Honour ! 
More worth, than all that golden Pageantry, 
High tops of Forrune, Glorious Pinacles, 


E And 


And Heav'n:knows whatythat'(vim in-thy fond fancy : 
Thoſe wanton'Sepulchers have fyallowed its , 
Thy eyes, thoſe graves of Nobleneſs and Glory 
Fve known the time, when, had I look'd but thus, 

Thus: curiouſly. upon thee, ſtraight a bluſh 

Would mount in to thy cheek; there's ,nothing now 
Put pale difhonour:;.. Prithee.do not ſpeak, | 
Thy words are peſtilent, the blaſting iſſue 

Ofa corrupted. heart, diſtas'd,and deadly. 

Pop. How ſhould he know-this? ſare he over heard 

Petronizs talking with me : *t muſt be lo, 

But pray why 1s't a (into. goto Court ? 

I am not guilty of one wicked thought, 

And yet you make me a molt wretched creature. 

Piſo. Indeed thou art a ſinfuþwretched creature z; 
Thou art the wretched'ſt thing I ever ſaw : 

Thy blood is all of fire 5 the Emperour, 

That Dog-#tar has inflamediit 3.T pity thee. 

O that my tears could make thy heart relent, 
Or quench thoſe fires that will devour thee ; 
Then I would drain thoſe Chryſtal Sources dry : 
RiversI'de weep, and-long: Iayxuriant ſtreams, 
My eyes ſhould play: the Wantons, not.thy way.. 
Ifthou haſt-any ſenſe of ſhame, look back ; 

Thy feet upon the brink of ruin ſtand ; 

But one ſtep more; and thou art loſt fpr.ever : 
Glorious deſtruction, glittring miſeries, 

Wall keep thee waking till death cloſe thy eyes. 


| [ Weeps: 
Petr. File, fie, my Lord; were your ſurmilſes true, - 
This is too much: it ſhows unmanly. 

Piſo. Ha! | 


It will not be:. ra her than ſuffer this, 
Let me be ever bra baſe, and barbarous.. 
My rage is kindled, and Fle bearno more. 


Begone, thou Monſter, fly, thou Harpy, fly X 
ut 
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Put on thy wings of horror, andibe gone,” Cf) 
Or, by my Honour, were: this houſe a: Temple, 
Thy baſe black blood ſhould ftain the-facred floor. 
; 'N Ex. 'Petro. and Poppea ſmling On hims 
Peſo. T am troubled ; yet there is one way left : i 
Revenge, revenge! O thou art fweet and lovely! 
Ile go to ROME, and with wrong d 0thojoyn. 
| | | Trumpet ſounds.” 
What means this noiſe? r (30 
Within. The Emperonr, 
the Emperouyr | . 
Plau. The Emperour, my Lord, is come-in perſon hither. 
Piſo. Ha! isit ſo? then all fond hopes farewel: 
Diſeaſes be his welcome. O, I am mad. "D's 
This night he whore's my Siſter. Hell, hear. my pray'r! - 
Deſpair, Revenge, and Murther, come along : 
Bring you all your curſed crew and come along : 
In fata] buſmets T'le employ you all, 
With this ſole arm Heav'#s vengeance [le foreſta}: 
An a& fo great, pale Brutzs ſhall defire 
To ſee Cato and Caſſzze, ſhall adniire. 
Start not, my Soul, but do't 3 Poppea dyes, 
My anger's Yi&im, Honour's Sacrifice. 
Her Beauties, ſo ador'd, {o much admir d, 
With pride and ſenſual pleaſure ſo inſpird, 
Shall in a moment ficken, fade, and fall ; 
Like the North-wind, Fle ruſh, and blaſt you all. 
5, Nero, prepare;for, when ſo'reI come, 
Immortal as thou art, I bring thy doom. 
Ile make that Cedar tremble hkea reed : | 
Nero ſhall dye ; that vaunting-God ſhall bleed. Exit. 


Servants running over the Stage. | 


The Scene changes. Alter a Song, the Emperour Comes in Royally 
attended, bowing to Poppea &r. Petronius. 


put Nero. Model of Heaz'# thou Ornament of Earth, 
Propitious Star that ſiniles on humane birth ! E 2 Or 
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Or art thou Goddeſrof theſilver floods ? : 
Or the fair Heav nly Huntreſs of theſe woods 2 
Or art thou YVenms? Venus wants ſuch fire, 
When by the-Graces, dreſt imbright attire, 
She haſts to meet her Noble warnior's Arms : 
Feng, in height of dalliance, wants ſuch Charms. 
Such beauty never was by Paris ſeen 3 
Such conqu'ring Ayr, and ſuch Majeſtick meen. 
O, Moſt Divine! with pity bleſs my flame. 
| Fop. Benot deluded, $7r ; I mortal am. 
Ne. If thou of mortal ſeed art bom, be mine; 
AndI willmake thee 
More happy, than thoſe pow rs we call Divine. 
To pleaſe thy fenſe, and raviſh thy ſoft pow rs, 
Tle make ſuch Grotto's ſprings, and Royal Bowr's, 
As (hall tranſcend the bleſt E/z7a, ſhade, 
Tempe's fair grave and 14a'sflow'ry head, c 
Where the Gods meet, and Dancejn Maſquerade. 
For Baths, we will Hydaſpes current lave, 
Lie cloſe incircl'd in a Golden wave: C 
Thou @xeez Triumphant; Ithy humbſe {lave. 
Eoe, at thy feet, Nero himſelf does lie, 
He that commands the Earth, the Sea, the Skie, 
For love of thee, does languiſh, ſigh, and die. 
Pop. Is all this true? can you do all theſe things ? 
Good Heav n what happy creatures are you KINGS! 
Nero. If thy heart bears ſuch ſoftneſs as thy breft, 
Then I am happy, then I'mrruly bleft. 
All my dear Joys are treaſur'd in thoſe eyes, 
Thoſe kinder Stars, thote Suxsof Paradiſe. 
Without thy ſmiles, alas, T nothing am, 
But the poor ſhaddow of a mighty name. 


Pop. How:my fouls rack'd, with = omg anxious fear f* 


Fain [ would.go;and yet would tarry 
Whence do theſe new deſires and wiſhes come > 
Fain I would (ce Eknow not what; nor whons. 


How 


JW. 
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How rarely this KING talks! how far above 

My Lord's grave rules'of duty and of love ! 

Nero. About thy knees, O, let me ever grow. 
Pop. Why do you weep? 
Oeroe. My eyes ſhall ever flow : 

Or, if theſe tender ſources ſhould decay, 

My thawing ſoul ſhall melt it {elf away. 

O ſtay : Ile follow thus, if you remove, 

And hold thee faſt with all the force of love. 

Pop. Why is my heart in its reſolves, ſo flow ? 

Like a fond child, when two gay things you ſhow, 

W:th wondring eyes it looks, does leap, and quake 

For both ; yet, doubtful, neither can partake. 

Heav'ns| how he pants ! how his lips warm my hand ! 
Nero They draw their heat from this warm firebrand. 
Petr. She yields, ſhe yields ! her looks her thoughts betray! 

Greatneſs 1s entred, and her ſoul gives way. 

Follow her ſtill, and let her take no reſt: 

She thinks it pleaſure to be ſo oppreſt. | 
Pop. What muſt the price of all theſe pleaſures be? 

Nature's choice offring, Art's variety RP 

Ofnoily ſhows, and mighty Gallantry ! 

Nero. The price of all, is but thy gentle love. 

Secure, in Keav'n, 25 Joy keeps her-Jove, 

Thou {halt keep me, fetter'd in golden chains ; 

The (oft fad ſtory of my pleaſing pains, 

IM ſ{ighs upon thy boſom Tle relate - 

Thy Beauty'es creature, thou my Glories fate. 

Drawn in a Chair of Gold,. embol$'d all o're 

With their great Images whom we adore, 

On velvet floors Triumphant thou ſhalt ride, 

Princes ſhall run like pages, by thy fide : 

The $x2 {hball, from his flaming ſeat, look down, 

And of the Thund'rer, ask a brighter Throxe, 

While all the Gods do bluih 

To. {ce their art, by mortal wit out-done. 


2 
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Pop. And will you do all this for love of me #2 
Are there ſuch charms mmy ſociety? 

Nero But one ſhort night let me your love enjoy, 
And I, next mornig, will my life deſtroy. 

Pop. Indeed you ſhall not; that were too ſevere, 
Nay, if you love me, pray live all the year. 
For fancy, I ſubſtantial pleaſure reap 

Is that all ? Tis very cheap. 


Tell menot what my duty does require ; | 1 
Love mans me now, and ſhows his ſacred fire : 

To Crowns, thoſe mighty objeds 1 aſpire. F 
It you dare do, as you have ſaid, lead on : | \ 


Pale piety, Aden; live here alone, 
WhicTI go taſte the pleaſues of a Throxe. 

Nero. Our Chariots haſte: yetſtay, T will not go. 
Thou abſtract of all ſweets, thou melter, Oh 
Geds|*tis too much Joy has my Soul diſtreſt, 
Weary'd with raptures, take it to thy breſt, 


On thoſe ſoft Globes of beauty let it reſt. o 
Kind God of Love, O bring thy mother's Doves, V 
And waftus through the calm Celeſtial groves, | 3 
Surfeiting on each other's breſt wee" ſtray; SN” O 
When we want words, and know not what to ſay, c H 
With eyes thuslanguiſhing wee'll look all day : Sc 
Now ſigh, now ſmile, or thus infolded lie, v 
Andall along the Milky way wee'lll die. T 
Exenunt, H 

/ = C) 

In 

I 


Finis Aus Tertij. 
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eAF&. IV. Sc. I. 


I ero, Poppea, ſitting in State. 


Nero. | Br notmy Crown and ſelf thy wiſh confine : 
Ask what thou wilt; by all the Gods, 'tis thine. 
Be ſtudied in't, and Ile applaud thee for't : 
Mean while, behold the pleaſures of our Court. 
| [_ Dance &c. 
Enter Britannicas, Mad: and Cyara. 


Pop. O, my dread Lord, for theſe let me implore. 
Nero. Live, wretches, and this Excellence adore: 
Brit. Stay me not? by the Gods, Ve break your hold. 
So fad a ſtory, Orphews never told, | 
When his harmonious ſighs pierc'd Pluto's gate 
ButI ban Heav'z, curſe the Great Gods, and Fate. 
And yet will not ſpeak, the theam's'too ſtern; 
Here Hell it (elf might witty horror learn. 
Some whirl-wind ſnatch me headlong through the Ayr, 
Wrapt round with clouds invelop'd indeſpair, 
ThatI from Earth may hide this diſmal deed: 
Honour is ſtabb'd, and all the Virtues bleed. 
Cyara's faln, OFavia too 1s gone 
In Death's damp vaults ſhe wanders all alone - 
I ſaw her Soul dive ſtrangely through the ground, 
In her own blood that ſpark of Heav'z was drown'd:: 
Treaſon againſt the God; he did confpire 3 
Oh Traytor, worſe than he that ſtole their fire ! 
Nero. Who was that Traytor, Prince? 
Brit. I know not, Sr, 
Unleſs that Dog that was her Murderer. 
| Nero, Who was that Dog? : | Brit: 
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Brit. Why, Cerberys | gueſs; 
No Savageelle could hurt fuck gentleneſs. 
Such meekneſs would wilde Parthers fury charm, 
And hungry Lyons of their rage diſarm; 
Ev'n o're their prey, it would the conqueſt get, 
Quell their ſwoln _ and cool their bloody heat. 
Nero. Madman begone, | 
Brit. This madmanis a Prince. 
Nero. I fay again, forbear this inſolence, 
Or thou ſhalt with thou wert a Beggar born : 
Ar once, thou mov'it my ity and my ſcorn. 
Brit. "Twas you that kill d my Siſter. 
Nero. Ha! thou lyſt: 
Stand not my rage for, if thou doſt, thou dy'ſt. 
Brit. Then I will fit, and hear your Thunder roar , 
Such humble ſhrubs it hurts not, but flyes o're. 


Nero. But you ſhall find, for once, 'twill condeſcend : 


Ipity thee, and will thy ſorrows end. 
Cya. Hold; by the Gods, Ido conjure you, ſtay : 
F irſt through my boſom force your bloody way. 
In policy you ought his hiſe to ſpare ; 
For, if you let him live, Heav'z will forbear 
To puniſh you, nor will due vengeance take 3 
The juſt good Gods will ſpare you, for his ſake. 
Brit. How the Boy prattles! tis a pretty Boy ! 
Cyara's Image ! how that damps my Joy! - 
What mean theſe two, by ſuch an antick form ? 
Here's a ſoft calm, and there a bluſtring ſtorm. 
My Painter (© ſhall draw me day and night: 
Here horrid darkneſs ſtands; there, gaudy light : 
There, cruelty, hke the red Sea appears ; 
Here, melting mercy flows 1m pitying tears. 
Exquiſite Emblems! perfe& good and evil: 
A Heav's, a Hell, an Angel, and a Devil. 
Nero. If I gaze long, I ſhall my natureloſe: 
Midit of my full carreer, Tſtop and mule. 


Whence 


TT > BD La Paw Aw min wems 


ce 
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Whence does this poor unworthy pauſe proceed > 
Can I repent my rage ?.No, he ſhall bleed, - - 
Cya. Hold $zr, you cannot Itrike.;: ' 
Ners. How ? cannot, Boy ? | 
Cyz. Alas, I ly'd; I know you can deſtroy : 
You can do all things, 8ir, bothdrown and burn 
Nay, the whole World to its firſt Chaos turn. 
You are a God to damn, a Kirg to kill: . 
You can do all things; if had the will. - 
But you are kind, and ſoft ; Iknow you are; 
Your eyes are Noble, and delight to ſpare. 
O Heav'n! how Men will lye! naygnow I find 
You have a gentle, Great, and GOD-like mind. 
The Prince 1s Mad, and you arepleas'd toſe't, 
Nay pardon all, — Q/lct me kiſs your feet. 
ou 'll win all hearts, by ſuch kind afts as theſe ;- 
With my warm tears Tle bath your ſacred knees. 
Nero. Shall Tbe branded with the name of good ? 
Begone, thou ſoft invader of my. blood; - 
Mercy and I, no correſpondence have; 
Pity's a whining tender-hearted ſhve: 
Fury TI love, becaufe ſhe's bold and brave. . * 
As Iſcan things, Virtue's the greateſt crime: © 
Stand off ; or I will paſs through thee, to to him. 
| (AeVs ber.] 


Pop. Hold, Ceſar; now 1 take you at your word; 
If you will keep.ygut promiſe, ſheath your ſword. 
Nero. 'Twere leſs to grve the world, than let him live; 
Yet your commands. with. Joy, I do receive. 
Brit. What barbarous hand has done this horrid deed? 
Oh, my dear Boy, look up; thou doſt not bleed. 
Stop, ſtop, thou bloody Spring 3 my hair perforce 
Shall bind thee, and damn up. the Scarlet ſource: 
[ will my ſelf thy kind Phiſician. be; 
When I was ſick, thou. ſtill wert fo tome: n 
Feet F 'At 
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At my bedſide, (tri watch all night he'1d keep, 
And, with his Songs, rock my: dull cares a ſleep. 
Hischeeks are pale! Roſes, look forth'again, 
And ſmile for Joy your pretty Rival's ſlain. 
Fate wove thy tend of life too fine to laſt. 
All's loſt at once! O Sad! O deſp'rate caſt! 
Thus, in my atms, Fle bear thy beauty's hence ; 
No guilty hand ſhall tonch thy innocence : 
Thus, arm in arm, wo in one grave will Iye ; 
Wretched we liv'd, but happy we will dye. 
S 6 [_ Exit with Gate 


= 


Pop. What means my trembling heart by this furprize ? 


Why dol figh?" why d6 theſe bluſhes riſe? ' 

Before my ſoul, 2mournful Troop appears ; 

Hopes ſtifled in their birth; ftarts ſudden fears 

Languiſhing Joys, and ſolitary tears! 

Tove him; 'tistoo plain Juſt Heav'z has ſent: 

On my meonſtaney* this putiiſhment'* © 

I've gone too far to think of a return; 

I muſt enjoy him : Omy heart does burn! 

My blood boils high; and beats withſtrange defires: 
Tis juſt that madneſs 'mingle with ſuch fires. - Bk 

. Y 1 k y p ef B34 Exit 

Nero. Thou haft-s4 Wit: ſome fiadden means WE.” 

' Pe. Believe me, Sir, this night he ſha'nt ſurvive. 


[ Exit Ners - &c, 


Solys. Comrivance gives a mi{hief gloſs .—'tis fine: 
Ihat—-my kinftnan Burrbur fills his wine 3 - | 
By nature bloody —-then the pow tfal charm 
Of gold, a preſent £m, ogonere harm,” © 
Safe inthe Emp'roTs favorrhe ſhall hve : 

AN this well wetgh'd, my black defign muſt thryve. 
Nature hasnot been overkind tore 5 | | 

Her /:mber Sons and T cannot agree: 

She is my Stepdame ; but my comfort 1s, 

To pay her home, this night her darling dyes. Exit: 


Scan. 


it, 
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Scz, II. 


Otho, Piſo. 
rj6. Et be advis, andlet us end this flrif 


0th. Deny thy words, and I will ſpare thy life. 


Piſo. Deny my words? what didſtthou ever (ce 
Inall my life, to raiſe this thought ;n thee ? 
M ly Nature's hot, provoke me, $7#, no more : 
I do prononce again ſhe is a whore. , ,. 

0tho. Blaſphemer, Peace; rage does my heart-ſtrings tear: 
Wert thon my Father, I could not forbear. 

Piſe. Sir, I dare Fight. 

0tho. Guard well thy.Life. 

Piſo. 1 do. —_- 
This ſport was ne'r unwelcom until now. 


Fight, 
You bleed. | CFigh] 
Otho. No matter, Sir, the wound's but ſlight , 
Piſo. O, Brother, hear me, for I will not Fight. 
' Otho. You muſt, - 
Piſo. I cannot. Heav'ns| what have I done ? 
Otho. Thou art a coward; pr'ythee, Boy, begone. 
Piſo Curſe on my hand that drew your preious blood | 
Poppea is an Angel, chaſte and good: | 
Tle flatter you's Icare not what ſay, 
Rather than ſtill purſue this fatal fray. 
Othe. Now I believe what thou haſt ſaid is true 3 
Pity has done what anger. could not do : 
O, ihe is falle, forſworn; and Tam loſt, 
My Soulis ſhip-wrack'd oi its moſt lov'd coaſt ; 
By thy Victorious mercy Im undone, 
Go, Noble brother, kave.this wretch alone; 
O, my heart's fick ! your pardon, pray no more; 
Here I will ie, and try hard hap deplore. 
q [A 
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Pifo. Then I will fit for ever by your ſide 
Take it not ill if I this tameneſs chide : 
Rouſe up your wrath, let anger chaſe away 
Theſe ſullen clouds ; Revenge will bring the day 
Again, and make your honour ſhine more bright, 
While it damns her to ſhades of deathand night. 
0tho: Ha! thou haſt wak'd my Soul from its dull reſt; 
Revenge, thou gen'rous fire, enrich my breſt. 


Poppea paſſes over the Stage. 


O glorious Whore! Ile fink her with a blow, 
She's rotten ripe for ruin; let me go. 

Piſo. You ſee her guards will your Revenge oppoſe, 
And thus, for nothing, we our lives ſhall lo. 

Otho. Down, down, my ſwelling heartz O, I am ſad: 
Hold, my weak eyes; this fight has made me mad. 

Piſo. Blinded with rage, our Reaſon's apt to ſtray : 
Be rul'd by me; Tle ſhew the ſafeſt way. 


Exennt: 


Scez III, 


Britannicas reading, Poppea enters. 


Pep. Muling, and all alone ? Sy/ara, go, 
The bottomof my Fate Tle quickly know : 
My Virtues are dethron'd, and paſſions rule ; 
O Heav'ns | my crimes you have reveng d at full. 
Brit. It is atruth ? or does Fame tell us lyes, 
When it reports that the Soul never dyes, 
But wantled. fits, and.aCts in gloomy ſhrouds,. 
Eike Cythia, when ſhe's hemm'd with circhng clouds ? 


When 
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When the ſoft partner of our-griefs and joyes, 
With trembling bands ſhall clote our dying eyes, 
When in ſad fort our friends (hall ſtand and mourn, 
To (ce the Fatal torch thoſe relics burn, | 
[s there an end of thought ? no farther care ? 
No throne of bliſs, nor caverns of deſpair ? 
No dens of darkneſs, nor no ſeats of Glory ? 
Then all our grave diſcourſe is but a ſtory: 
Some full-gorg'd Prieſt, nodding beneath a ſhade, 
Tales of F1:;zium, and the dull pool, made. 
Whither, O whither, go we, when we dye? 
Why, there where babes not yet conceiv'd do lie ?- 
Death's nothIng ; nothing after death will fall; 
Time, and dark Chaos, will devour us all. - 
Pop. 1 come to kill thee, Prince. 
Brit. My Boy 1s dead ; 
To Heav'ns bright Throne his brighter Soul is fled : 
Yonder he mounts on filver burniſh'd wings; 
Each God, immortal ſweets around himflings. 
Now, Ikie a ſhip, he cuts the liquid Sky; 
His Rigging's Glorious, and his Maſt is high ; 
Fan'd with cool winds his Golden colours fly. 
Ha! wilt thou follow him ? begin : ſtrike home. 
Pop. Ifay, to killthee (Prixce)I hither come. 
Thy eyes ſharp beams have run quite through my heart, 
And I, on thine, will thus revenge the ſmart. 
Brit. Strike, and by Heaw/z Tle kiſs thee for the blow 
Be quick 3 my Bloods black, and full of woe : 
Do me this welcome dangerous cruelty , 
Fair Murdreſs, if thou art my enemy. 
Pop. Nay, ſure you flater'd, when you term'd me fair. 
Brit. If Lillyes, ſhow, and light, be ſuch, you are. 
Pop. If I am fo, this deed would make me foul, 
And caſt eternal ſpots upon my ſoul; 
Therefore, thou horrid inſtrument;be gone : 
VVithout thy help, alas, Lam undone.. 


TT 


I faint. * &#rit 
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Brit. VVithin my arms Te hold thee, till 
Thy Soul return, and greedy death beguile. 


In Roly galeslife through her lips does ſtream. 


Pop. V'Vhy did you wake me from this golden dream ? 
Oh, I am ſick ! 

Brit. I am contag1ous, ſure; 
Andall that touch me dye. 

Pop. You are my cure: 

'T1s only in your power to make me live. 


From thoſe lov'd eyes let me this Balm receive. 


Within this circle let me ever grow. 
Brit. Thou charmer,{peak; what wouldſt thou have me da? 
Pop. Something — why, thus to preſs your hand, that's all. 
Heavn how he ſhakes ! why do you tremble, Prince ? 


Cyara's Ghoſt. 


Brit, Ha! what art thou ? thov ary phantaſm, hence. 
O, Gods! it is my Boy: what would'ſ* thou hay c? 
How cold he looks, juſt ris'n from thc grave ! 

Cya. Go nat to bed, but fly that Sorcereſs arms ; 
She tempts, like Circe, andhas deadly charms. 
Think on Cyara, for ſhe lov'd thee well: 

Take heed, beware; thou'rt im the Rode to Hell. 


Exit, 
Brit. Stay, I conjure thee ſtay,leave me not thus, 
Tf thou did'ſt ever love Britannicas- 
Fle follow thee along thy Ayay track, 
And mount above the clouds to tetch thee back. 
Exit. 


Enter Syluana with a Taper. 


Silva. O Heav'ns) How do you, Madam? what ſucceſs ? 
Pop. The tell thee, Killing woe, and deep diſtreſs. 

Thy arm my Girt; Vie ſhew thee ere we part 

Sad things : a troubled mind, and wounded heart, 


Ah! 


ral A > 
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Ah ! for my former peace, what wouldT give? 

My comfort is, this ſhame Iſhame I ſhane ſurvive. 

Oh diſmal change ! nothing is conſtant found ; 

The Gods, with whirl-winds, drive our Fortunes round. 
Exeunt 


Sczx IV. 


Nero, ſleeping ina Couch; Caligula's 
Ghoſt appears. 


Ghoſt FRom the Infernal cave, the wide, the low 
Abyl(s, the direful.pit of endleſs woe, 

On which each God thatJooks ſcarce keepshis State, 

But, giddy grown, turns and takes hold of Fate, 

Caligula, in vapors wrapt, does come, 

Nero, thy faiend, and the ſworn:foe of AO ME. - 

Not Hell's more deradful,. tham-thefe hated walls; ' 

The gtygian waves, and Terrhene water's falls, 

Alike with fear confound' my troubled Soul, 

And ſprinkle equal horrors as they row]. 

By Traytors hands I fell : O-that T could, 

For every drop they ſhed, Spill Seas of blood. 

Oh xeav'r, I'de do what cannot be expreſt | 

VVith raging Plagues I'de fill each Rowan brett : 

Burn Palaces: like :Thunder,. I would rave; 

Tear the tall woods, and rend each:Sacred Grove. 

But oh! by pow'rtul Fate T am confin'd-.'> /-., 

And muſt not reak ithe madneſsoF my mind.. - : | 
Nero, A& thou, what can't be done by me, 

Thy Genius, I, will atd thy cruelty : 


VVith: 
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With my pale hand I ſtroak. thy, troubled ſenſe ; 
All poyſon Hell.contains I do diſpenſe ; 
The ſcum of Lethe, with AleFo's gall, 
Mzgera's (weat, ſhall on thy vitals fall; 
Errinnis (hall about thy heart-ſtrings twine ; 
Yet all's too little for our great defign. 
Lo, I am warn'd; ſee where fierce Envy ſtands, 
And ſummons me; by Plato's dread commands. 
Go on, be mad; no more I muſt be gone, 
And vaniſh, like the light when day 1s done. 
Nero, Solas. 
VVhere haveI been? thou Dzmon of the night 
 Returnz I'm rack'd-with"this appalling ſight. 
' The forked tongues of Furyes can't expreſs 
The rage that burns within me : Sulphur's leſs; 
Not Hell it ſelf to full of dread appears; 
Not Night, nor. darker Death; ſuch horror wears ; 
Not the deſtructive ftceof wid; and fire, | 
VVhen ſome great: Gity's ruin they conſpire 3 
Not the davouring Sea, when Nepture makes. 
The Sea-Gods drunk, and draughts of ruin takes 
VVrong'd womens hate, Sword; Famine, Plagues combine; 
Your madneſs trebled cannot equal mine: | 
All you faint emblems of my fury are; 
No tender Sex, rior age my wrath ſhall ſpare. 


Enter Druſillus bloody. 


What news? thy Iboks declare'it tobe good, 
A haſty joy appears, thoughdreſt in blood. 

Druſ. The rabble, Sr, with wine and rage infpir'd 
With Traytrous hands/your Palace would have fir'd : 
Your Guards they did affank;; but wewithftood | 
Their heat, and ſoan allay'd:t with their 'blood- 

Few ſtrokes were giv mere the baſe cowards fled, 
Some pris'ners are, ſome ſcap'd, andſome are dead. 


Ncrs 
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Nero. Ha! do:they bid me battle? they ſhall die - 

At their own weapontT the'{layes-defy. * - | 

Nothing but flames can quench my kindled Ire : 

Blood'snot enough; Fire Ile revenge with fire. 

Fierce as young Phaetor I will return: 

Great ROME, the World's. Metropolis, ſhall burn. 

On Tyber's lood new beams I will diſplay, 

And turn black Night into a golden Day. 

The molten GODS ſhan't ſave their Capital, 

Temples ſhall tumble down, guilt roofs ſhall fall : ; 

Bright Ruin, with a noiſe ſhall (wallow all. 


' Finis Adus quarts. | 
Exena. 


eAF., V. gc, 1. 


—_— 


Gs EE 
Britanmcas, Flayins, Attendants, 


Brit. Fe, fire, I'm all one flame, fly, my friends fly, 
- Or I ſhall blaſt you; O my breath is Brimſtone, 

My Lungs are Sulphur,my hot brains boil over ; 
Or you that needs will ſtay, let your eyeg run, 
If you didever love this wretched Prince, 
Now mourn, now weep; O, I will catch your tears 
And drink the precious drops: I burn, I burn, 
Fall, fall, you gentle Rills, you melting ſhow'rs 
Call all. the winds to fan my furious fires 
Bring the cold North, Fle kiſs his out-blown cheeks, 
Upon my flaming breſt Fle lay his head, 
And hug him in my heart, for he is cold, 

; G 
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With my:;hotarms Tle clapſe.his froſty pb HY! 

And twine about ys like a, wanton gileg; fo 11115 

Oh! oh! . ooh] tot? rem COfILINID ED Th 
Fla. Can there be Gods, and not revenge ? 

Can they behold this Noble copy of 

Their own bright excellence. poluted thus, | 

Thus rent and torn by: 8actilegions hands, - 

Yet idle ſitzand ſleep.upen'their- Thrones ? 

The voice of Murder's loud as' their own Thunder. 

Awake, awake, you drowſy Deityes ! 

Here is a ſight ſo pitifully ſtrange, 

'Twould melt the Scythian's Soul, who ſtands unmov'd 

And Sullen at his Mothers Funeral. -: . | 

When Fame reports this deed, the rugged Moore 

will ſtand abaſh'd, and groan to hear it told, 

Break, break, my heart: Oh you great GODS of ROME, 

Where are you all ? Is this my welcome home ? 


Brit. Ha! de.does wee! nay, vr "theedonot hide it: ; 
By Heav'n, thou art my friend: lend me thy ſtore ; 
My eyes ſhall pay thee uſe, truſt me they ſhall; 
Here;in my bofome, lay thy pearly ſtock ; 
Heav'ns, how he weeps! thou art a Virgin ſure. bp 
Fall, you;deix drops3 Ohler:ms bag ctheecboſe;; 17, 
My Spirits are quite parch'd up, my palat's dry; 
Th' Elizian ſhades are cool.:. ob, Jet me dye, 


Flavus\Sir,l am” Flaw us: have you.quite forgotine? 
Brit. 1 do: remethber thee; i Hovid thee well :. | 


Thou art a Noble youth, the-chiJdiof Honour. ' :...' *u oY 


Flav. From France | come; -and bring important news. 
Brit. Ha/, hold, Ie:tell thee ftiews;.0@avia's dead ;- 
She's cold, alas but 1 am hot as fire; 1019917; £ YrY 
You amiabke floods; whende Fon Niviny 21377 104 OE $ C 
Oh, come, and quench 316; quench my! ragingRames.' : 
Fla. OHear me; Heavy ns/; heat 5ilt,. Jou Jltgreat Owe. 
Tf ſtill Your ears are gpen toiqut Pray'rs; oo! 7 4 4 
It ag you hold commerce Fith rporcal fnghs,, wid y1-dl has 
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If yet the vows of humble Souls ate heard, 
Oh now look down, and kear my fhort addreſs: 
No ſort of ſuſtenarice: wilt I receive; ! | 
Nor ſhall the Farkiing bowl ſalute my lips, 
Nor drowny ſleep vitit my weary eyes, 
E're I the author of this Murder know. 
Brit, Tis like thee 3 thou wert alwayes a true friend. 
In a bright flaming Chariot Ile aſcend. 
Cyara, Oh OFavia, my dear loves, 
You Queens of: Innocence, you iſpotleſs:Doves, 
Meet me, I come. Flavins? nay, pry thee nigher ; 
Thus, in thy arms, let me, kind Fo exptre. 
[Dyes] 
Fla. Farewel, bright Soul | thou Royal Excellence! 
Rare union! Grandeur j joyn'd with Innocence ! 
The Fates of wicked Men are groſs and flow; 
Thine mov'd apace: = but I forgot nry yow. 


Exter Petronius, Burrhus, with Guards. | 


Bur. 'Tis done, my Lord, ner doubrit. 

Petr. What is he? 

Bur. 'Tis Flavizs, new returned from France, he came 
Juſt as the Prince had drunk the poyſon'd wine. 

Petr. ' That was not quite fo well, for he is honeſt; 
But take no notice: where's the Prince—give way. 
How came he dead ? I charge you ſpeak, anſwer me. 
Lay hold of all, inthe name of the Emperour. 

Fla. Hands off I will declare the author of 
This horrid Murder, Speak, wn fl d his Anh d 

Bur. That, Sir, did Þ \, 7 wh 

Fla. Then thou art his Murderer. 

Start not, baſe villain, black as thou: art, the Prince ; | 
With his laſt Noble breath: did. pardon _ FO 
Bur. Sir, 1 was Onderidort—., TELL 7 4 at 
Fla. Ha! is1t then a truth | 6s 1+ > $56 
G2 Bute 
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Bur. I know not ; but —— 
Flz. Thou lyſt; it1s too true. | 

Guilt, and diſtraction, fitupon thy brow 2. . 

And 'tis as true that thou ſhalt dye for't, villain.': 

—_— 

Petr. Hold, Sir: by whe authority dl you do this? 
Fla. Why, by the Gods, by friendſhip, Jultice, all; 

He anſwer thee no farther. 
Petr, Ha ! forbear. | 

Take him or kall him, Guards, Ido Command you. 


'F lavins beats. down Petronins, and kills 
e Burrhxs : the Guards difarmhim. 


Fla. Pendin, you God;s, ny former blaſphemy ; 
O you are Juſt, and I adore your powers 
Now lead me where you pleale, tolife or death, 
Let me but pay my laſt obſervance here, 
My vow I have perform'd; and thou, dear Prince, 
Art in ſome part reveng'd: what my poor power 
Could poflibly efte&, 1s done; the reſt 
Belongs unto: the Gods. 

Petr. Remove the bodyes, . 
And bring him away: 


Exennt. 


. ace, II. 
Plants, Mirmilon. 


Plan Eear you the news ? 

Mir Not I: youſeemamazld | - 
Plau: A Currier from beyond the Alþratriv'd' | 

Reports the French areall in. Arms; Teſolv'd” 
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Tobring the Warev'n to the gates of ROME. 
Fierce Vindex heads the Rebels, and all France 

Contributes largely : thisthe Emperour hears, 

And laughs; lights them, and (ivears he'll hang 'em all. 

The pcople mutiny in cvery ſtreet; 

Their tongues are Lawleſs; nay, they Murmur loud : 

Some noktly retire to coincrs, Where | 

They curſe and damn him, call him paricide, 

A burner of their houles,- friends, and Gods, 

Lo where he comes ; the Lion's rous'd, his eyes 

Look red with anger, Lightning flaſhes in them : 

What Thunder follows? Let's ſtand by and hear. 


Nero, Flaviys, Guards, 


Fla. Was't not welldone ? I did his Murd'rer kill. 
Nero. Know, hardy fool, he ſuffer'd by my will: 
I hated him, and did his death contrive. 
Now, villain, think how long thou haſt to live. 
Fla. To live? Oh who would live, thy humor's ſlave ? 
A torment worſe than blackeſt Devils have. 
Let paraſites, the moths of Grandeur, fawn, 
Theſe guilded canker-worms, ambition's ſpawn : 
I dodeſpiſe thee, Tyrant asthouart z 
There's nothing great, nor Manly in thy heart. 
Nero. Are you {© hot 2 Te alter your fierce tone. 
Plautas, go burn the villain ; ſee 1t done. 
Fla. Mid'(t of devonring flames; I will deſpiſc 
All that the Maſter Devil thou, 
Or the black crew of lefler Fiends deviſe: 
Thou ſhalt not hear a groan till I expirez 
But then T'le ſhout defyance from the fire, 
Smile at the ſhock of death, and to the God? retire 
. Exennt. 


_ Enter 
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|; - Motor Petraminn: OSS) 


Petr. Dread Sir, two Meſſengers who come from Spair, 
Report that Galba does new Wars maintain 3 
Heads the revolted Troops, and joyns with Fraxce 3 
The Germans 100 come in, and all advance 
Againſt Your Majeſty. 
Nero. Tle hear no more. 
Is Galba falle ? | 
Petr. They call him Emperour. 


Nero. They do; but what's the name, without the pow'r ? 


Let him come on; this arm fhall ſtrike him dead, 

And ſhatch his borrowed Laurels from his head. 
Petr. Your Treaſures are conſum'd with late expence, 
Nero. His gather'd Sums ſhall help that indigence. 
Petr. Time flies; 'tis fit your wiſdom had delign'd -— 
Nero. Do you conſult, while I my plealures mind. 

Oh my Poppea, where art thou retir'd ? 

Never was bleſling. 

So oft enjoy'd; yet ſtill ſo much defir'd. 


. Exeunt. 


—_— 


Scen, IN. 
Popepa,Piſo, and Otho, liſtening. 


—_— 


Pop. ARe they both dead? Piſo and Othotoo ? 
Piſo. I ſaw'em firſt oppoſe the pyrat's rage, 
With numbers, ſcorning death, they did engage 3 
The GOD of battels bluſh'd as he look'd on, 
Envying the juſt applauſe theſe Heroes won. 


Wal . Pop. 
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Pop. Virtue is ſtill by violence -oppreſt. | 
How his eyes ſparkle ! Pray relate - the reſt. 

Piſo. I have my ſelf the doubtful hazard ſtood 
Of fifteen battles, plung'd in waves of blood, 
The dreadful caſt-on Fortune's bank I threy, 
Life was my lot; yet ſtill nall my view 
Of wounds, of War, and death, Inever ſaw ' 
Such pleaſing horror, ſuch delightful awe, 

Such mighty force and art together laid; 

Never was Game of death ſo bravely play'd : 
At laſt, O that IT live ſach-news to tell! | 
With conqu'ring tir'd, theſe Sons of Valour fell. 


Pop. Oh pow'r of Love! his words my Soul invade! 
Sure tis ſome G OD, delighting in a ſhade: 
The:-Glories of his eyes, like Stars 1n night, 
Or mourning Beauties, charm my:-wounded fight. 
Since Honours are by Ceſar,-roynd. my hurl'd, 
Since I am made the Empreſs of the World, 
Since all's my choice, why do I doubtful ſtand, 
And wiſh a pleaſure which I may command ? 
It, when Idye, I muſt to tAfments go, 
Tis fit notime be loſt; let pleaſures flow. 
Fancy its eager appetite ſhall cloy ; 
Let reſolution Holy qualms deſtroy ; 
Henceforth, what e re T like, I will enjoy. 


Otho, Solus. 
O Hell! her crimes thy horror cannot match : - 
Be (wift, my Sword, her luſt and life diſpatch. 
This key unlocks all doors throughout the Court. 
Are you ſo wanton ? Yes you ſhall have ſport. 
How am Rob'd of all Iever lov d! _ 
My ſoul is-heavy, and would be remov'd. 
Once ſhe was fair, the ſofteſt, ſiyveeteſt wife, 
My heart's loy'd Joy, the Jewel of my life 3 


Exit beckoning Piſo:- 


48, .The TrogedyofNero. 

Had (he ſto2d fo. how happy had Tbzen } » 

| But ſhe's fallen, an41 Gloriesin.her-fin. | 

Ah, the whole Sex is naught, fal(e, and unki nd; _ 

Falſerthan flatt'ring Sexs, or fleeting wind : 

With panting hopes and fears they rack our breſh, 
Snatch our ſoft ſleeps, andraviſh downy reſt : - .'* * 
Oh, they areskill'd, practis'd in paintand art; 
Smile in our face, and ſtab us to the heart: . 

Yet we ſee all, think nothing is uofpy d? , 
While they like Serpents, on theit bellics glide, C 
And leave no Print behindeour ſearch to guide: 

þ5 - ©. "Exit. 


Poppea, Piſo. | 


Piſo. War ts my Miſtreſs ; here I am unfit : 
Love's chaplet-misbecoms a Warrior's head ; 
I cannot cringe, my nerves too firm are knit ; 
Theſe limbs ner lay upon a filken bed. 
Can you, that are the World's great Empreſs, take 
Delight in the embraces of a ſlave? 


% 


Pop. The Sur, for thy lov'd cheek, did Heav'n forſake 5 


Why ſhould not FT the like advantage have ? 
From a bright Orb of Glory Ile deſcend, 

And in thy gloomy Cell make my abode : 

No more a ſlave ; henceforth thou art my friend : 
A Cottage has, ere now, recciv'd a GOD. 


Piſo. Who ever knew Night mingle with the Day 2. 4 


Pop. Nothing agrees with Love 1o well as Night 
Huſh'd, and in darkneſs hid, the baſhfal play, 
And, happy as the bold, raviſh delight: 
The moſt obdurate, are by kindneſs won. 
Your touches charm ; nay, why do: you withdraw ? 
Grow thus, like a ſoft cloud upon the Sx: ; 
My pow'rful flame thy Icy fears will thay. 


The Tragedy of Nero. 49 
Piſo.” Your Grandeur aws me ; 2%; why Gould I fear > 
Somrhing there is which my blood ſtrangely moves; 
I = yo ſlave but are we ckigts hone? , 
p. As Hermuts in their Cells, or Gods in groves. 
7h. —_ Why did you namethe Gods? that Sacred ſound 
The force of Thunder bears, and tumsmy bload ; 
My Spirits fly low, yet with your touch rebound, 
Like wanton Swallows, when they kiſcrhe- flood. 
Pop. Such —_ are <4 blood or Throne ; 
Give me a Fancyfi 
Tremblings and hearty wel may owns 
The valiant (till refuſe a diſtant fight. 


Exter "Otho. 


Otho. Here's one that fain would try your _ Art: 


What mean you? oe OR 
Pop. Night, horror, death 7 all I fly > 


Ot. Can you be or ac An —ropdark] 

+ + Thus, at your feet, Jet me one moment grow ; 
Alittle reſpite bo my Soul allayy. 
Repentance (cizes on cach vital part, 
And ferions grief clings about my heart ; 
pu ere frog > let me my thoughns deelare, 

'd; dy har mg; ms you are: 
arr s defif Jeff. an and Iam all one ſtain; 
But yet my blood may waſh me white again. 
By killing me, you only can forgive; 
I am ſo wicked, that] would not lve. 
Inpity ſay this of me, when 'Im dead, 
She was not eafily to ruin led; 
Le /Glory wieh gre Go virtue bought z 
ut m bogs Courtſhip wrou 

Tre bay _ 
This, $ir, pekapy m may mitigate my fault. 


H 


fo The Tragedy of Neto. 
0th. Her cunning tongue retains its wonted charms... 
Peace, $yren, and hold off thy guilty arms. 
I feel a gentle load drop on;my feet. 
Look, P:ſo, I ſuſpeQ, but dare Aloe ſee't.; 
riſe Oh, do not, Sir: my eyes, by chance, did ftray. 
And half my reſolution's ta'ne away. ! | 
She weeps, ſhe weeps Gods! who/would not admire _— 
To ſce ſuch floods riſe. from a Spring of-fire 2; . 
Otha, Yes, I will ſee her:. O thou allcone, ſpeak; 


18 | For thou ſhalt die,. L 
bs Though, will the Fatal {troke,,my own heartbreak. © 
| Look up, ſeek not to hide thy known diſgrace; S 
t But ſhew thy fair, thy falſe, thy once lov'd face. 
F Oh anſwer me, what have Lever done - 
Hy That thou ſhould {t ule me thus? ceaſe thy vain moanz. 5 
Aj Andfpeak, or practice o're thy mourntul art,, | 
bt: And (ob ananſwer. Oh my troubled heart! | 
Pop. Yes, I wiltſpeak, my-NobleLord,,I will, _ | [ 
Tis but a-ſhort requeſt;; .be kind, and kill, _,, - TY | 4 
Your words, hike Daggers; through my breſt make Way ; 5: A 
A thouſand deaths you give me by delay. . . ., T 
This one laſt look. --- Oh put me:Out BE PRIBS0: 5 0-10: 4 A 
Fe ſpeak no more 5; F; A 
Nor ſhall my eyes cer look forth again: E | 
0tho. A mortal agony invades my blood ;; By + $þ 
fo nthing now ar Fang the may. be o00d; fo. F | 
And ſhall we blaſt;young:Yirtue inthe bud 2. )... 
\n Earth-quake's here, alLm confuſion Tot, 
7" lhthediſorder toa, Revenge 15oft; 
P;ſo. Here you ſhall finditz, letme give the blow... 
Otho. Thou art-ſo haſty ſtill. 
Piſo. And you as-flow. ad 
9th. Shene'r offended thee; I charge you hold, _ 
Pifo. His. old love burns again. Py 
0th. Alas, Imcolds' | T; 


Come: 


TheT raged) of Nero. 
Compaſſion this laſt ardency did move ; 
Twas the effe& of pity, not of Love 


Exter Nero. 


Nero* The Empreſs dying ? hold thy bloody hand. | 
Piſo. If thou wouldltfave her life, I charge thee ſtand; 
The bound of thy Progreſſion there ſhall be: 
When e're thou ſtirr'ſt, 
She takes aſtep to immortality. 
Nero. Shall I be brav'd by a black Dog, a Slave? 
Hold, hold : my Pardon, on my knees humbly thus I crave. 
Stiff as an Elephant, I cannot bend; 
My little fault, let this abmiſſion mend, 
Piſo. You ſtirr'd.an inch; *tis vain to rweepor Pray. 
Nero. Thou Son of Night, pernicious creature, ſtay:. 
I'th' name of all the Gods, Oh, let her live; 
Let me this bounty, on my knees, receive, 
And thou, in allmy Glories, ſhalt have ſhare z 
Thy footy hand ſhall the World's Scepter bear, 
And Diamond wreaths ſhall round thy temples mourn, 
And Pearly threds thy Jetty neck.adorn. 
Piſo. Juſt as you move, my Juſtice ſhall proceed. 
She thallnot dye this time, though ſhe muſt bleed. 


Stabs Her in 
the Arm. 


Nero. What haſt thou done? 
Piſo Not much ,; your poſture keep, 
And ftir not, leſt I make a wound more deep. * 
Nero. Behold I'm fix'd : thou art not humane ſure, 
0, mighty Love | I 
Tisfor thy fake, I this diſgrace endure ; | 
| H 2 Had(t 
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' 'Thaws me down clouds, and payes me gen'rous heat. 


52 The Trazedy of Nero. 
Had'ſt thou a Generous Soul, thou could'ſt not ſee 


The Lord O'th' world thus long upon his knee. 
Piſo. Like a Tall Tree, to dull Earth thou ſhalt grow ; 


You were a mighty God a while a goc, 
And 'tis my Pride to make your Godhead bow. 
Nero. I cannot ſutfer this. ; Awake, my Soul, 
Let haughty rage all thoughts of Loye controul. 
_ -P3ſo. Nay, then 'tis time : Brother ſtrike home. - 
. Otho. I have. to 
May all her faults be buriedin her grave. 
Nero. Hence, from my fight; the {laves to torments bear; 
Mark me, let 'em be dying all the Year. 
Tortures: in this ſmall Book you may explore, C 


The Rack, the Wheel, Phalaris Bull; nay more; 
With care, turn all the bloody pages o're - 


On hiery brazen pavements let 'em run, 


Their eye-lids ſnatch, let them Face the Sun. 
'S death, dare you ſtay? begone, I will not hear 
A word; - what need I thus my Spirits tear ? 6 
= looks hereafter ſhall my mind declare. 
here is the Empreſs? bring her to my bed. 
Plax. The Empreſs, ſaid you, Sir ? Alas ſhe is dead. 
Nero. Villain, thou lyſt; go pull his tongue out, haſte ; 
Tle ſee the roots on't 3 fly, h* has (poke his laſt. 
Who an(ivers now? Statues, By Heavn! All dull? 
Mir. If (he were dead 
Nero. What then, Sententious fool ? 
If ſhe were dead, I woutd reſtore her breath, 
And ſhe ſhould hve, 
Spight of her (elf, ſpight of the Gods, and Death. 
My Pow'r's unlimited, as is their own: 
My ſmile brings Life, and death attends my frown. 
My Empires bounds Nature alone does make ; 
The Sun his lodging in my Sea does take, 
The grateful God too owns the mighty debt, 


ay py pn Y NY. ed 4 


> <7 ww] 


ear; 


ſte ; 


The T ragedy gf Nero. ' 5, 
© ſhe were dead? 5 | 
Curſe o' your: crimingand baſe flattery; 
Ye are lyars all : hence, from my preſence fly. 


Enter Mefenger. 


Druſ. Loſt, and undone: fly Sacred 83r, you'r loſt: 
Galba is juſt arriv'd upon ovr Coalt z 
With four ſcore thouſand ſtrong he beats the way, - 
The treacherous Senate too their truſt betray ; 
Throu ghall the Streets Proclaim him Emperour ; 
But cafl you Tyrant, curſe your Name and Pow'r. 
| Extt. 
Mir. Flie, flie, dread Sir; flie fromthis fatal ground ; 
The. baſe Plebezans have beſet you round : 
Petronizs,. Who a while ſuſtaind their heart, 
I ſaw, all bloody, from the walls retreat 
0tho, and Piſs, fromyour Guards are freed 
All ROME applauds them for this laſt great Deed. 
Ext. 
Enter Petronins ſtaggering. 
Nero. Speak,,mytrue friend; Te be advisd by you 3 
What more remains, in theſe extreams, to' do? 
Petr. Wnyfaithful truth, Sir, 1 have ſervid you long 2 
Yours wasthe right, I did my ſe the wrong ; 
But now Ttmatters not, 'twasLoyalry, ' . 
And, as liv'd, 1 inyour ſervice-dye. 
My coun is, you by your own hand bleed; 
The Senate has ſome baſe poor death decreed. 
Death's but a name; by my example fall: 
fear no lakes, nor #igien Frogs; that'sall. 
| = | Dies. 
Nero. O Gods ! but wherefore name I theſe fign' wort. 
The Elements, the Seaſons, Days, and hours, 
Were alwayes as they are, and will be ſo, 
And Nature her eternal round will go. 


54 The TragedyofNero, 
The Gods when we're awake their Demons keep 
At home, and only fright us whenwe ſleep. 
I would the utmoft know of Deſtiny, '. - 
And therefore, dying, do theirpow'rs defie 
It they-have any Thunder, let tt come; 
Fle ſtand the heavy ſhock, and brave my doom. 
Down all at once-+Ha / whence'proceeds this noiſe ?(Thua 
If there be Gods, ſure this muſt be their voice. der. ) 
Speak on, talk lowder yet: What ſhapes are :theſe 2 
-O dismal Scene of fleath! my Arteries. 
Tremble, and nature:ſinks beneath her.weight.. 
I know you all; ſmile on, 'Thou:art my Fate. 
What God was't hung thee there? He 1s my friend: 
By thee, he points me out:a noble end. - 
| Dies. ] 


'ki 


Otbo, Piſo,. Attendants. 


Otho. 'Tis he, and as it ſeems, by himſelf ſlain. 
ROME's Sacred 'Genizs, now look forth again ; 
Come from thy ſhroud, ſhow thy Majeſtick head ; 
Direct our Joyes, the dreadful copy dead. 
Piſo. Let's to the FORUM haſte, andehere proclaim 
A mighty donative in Galba's name. 
With. all-the Pomp 'Oth' Court his Camp weell meet, 
And his approachwith Joyful ſhoutings greet: 
Proclaim him Emperour - with Trumpets. Sound © * 
While he, now made'a-God, ſhall ſcorn the ground 
And, on aur ſhaiilders-ride, with LawrelsCrownd. 
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$STATIATEITARDARARCARES 
The Epilogue ſpoken by Mr, Harrts, 


4 
OW dull, bow grave, and how preciſe ye ſit, 
Arif ye had ated Love, not taſted wit: 

When the Trick.s:done, like Wine unſtop'd yee pal 

After enjoyment, thus it's with yee all, ' 

Your modiſh Playes like jannty Miſſes ſhew'd, 

Be bravely dre$8, high flown, more fine than good 

For Cloaths attral# yee more tha» fleſh and blood, 

Like cover d viands Beanties hid from ſight, 

Raiſe drooping.ſancy up to new delight. 

For you Gallants, ye gaybrisk, witty Men, 

He knows your killing trade, your damning i - 

Te can as well Wenches and drink reſtrain | 

Tet faith for my ſweet ſake be kind to night; 

Or-may this heavy curſe upon ye light 3 

May each Gallant that has an aſſignation, 

Be jilted after four hours exptFations- Hp 
Or if the masked Gentlewoman come 
Spight of” long Scarf, may ſhe be dogg d from home: 
May ye —— 
In height of Titilation hear a repping, 
And then the jealous Cuckold take ye napping... 
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emma XR Fore 15 noting more difficult, 
d&8 cyen to the Valiant or the 


Conqueronr, even Alexander himſelf if he 
0 liv d, would rather ſtand expos'd alone” 
to the Favelins of an enras d multitude, 
than make his Addreſs to a Beanty ſo po- 
verfully arm d as Your Grace, The moſt 
lofty Wit that ever conſtant ſucceſs and po- 
pular applauſe made confident, would trem- 
ble to ſpeak before Yon: Fudge then - 
Hal 


The Fpiſtle Dedicatory., * 
unfit 1 am, blaſted in my hopes, and preſsd 
in my growth by a: moſt ſevere if not wnjuſt 

fortune, 'Tn greatly done to raiſe the de- P 
preſs d, which makes me apply my felf to 
Your Grace, Who as Yon are the Brighteſt, 
axe likewiſe the Nobleſt Objeft in the 
World; You entiven, like the Sun, With 
CLnverſal Influence, which induces me to. 
hope that a Beam from YT 6ur Grace may 


xeach; 
The Humbleſt of 
Lour Seevants,. 


: Nat. Lee. 


[O- 


PROLOGUE 


TO THE 


Spoken by Mrs. Roch. 


5 whoſe attempt is ſhewe this Night to pleaſe, 
Beheld me entring and my arm did ſeize, 
Cry'd, Madam, ſtay, ſtay but one minute more 3 
Put I your Servant left hine at the door. 

Fow dear, and yet how dreadful is the Night, 
That makes a T oet, or nndoes him quite ? 

Such is the Night when 4 kind-hearted Maid 
Becomes a S, — p95 ine” T A 

Jhe fears to give what yet ſhes pat, 

C ot , #10, and drive: it to Far 

If to be brought oth' Stage ſo much car fright, 
What Devil makes you all ſo mad to write £ 

But hold, let me conſider, ——— 

Wit which was formerly but Recreation, 

Is now become the Buſineſs of the Nation ; 
Prentices write Lampooxs, your Tuſtices 

Have quirks for Conrtiers late debaucheries, $ 
And ( onſtables with quibbles break the peace. 
_— FE Citizen turns man of ſenſe, 

And has to Tugennuity pretence : 

Treats Miſs in Box, which was but Punk with you, 
Gripes her craz'd knee, and treads upon her toe, 
And cries, T fack my dear this Flay will do. 

With Beard preciſe his Verdil# dares pronounce 
Who by | pry Ara nee is a Dunxe © hs I 
All will be cenſuring a may that ofites, 

And praiſe or damn him like a man that fights. 


Court of Auguſtus Czxflar. 


Pu boldneſs therefore bob td IT, 


Till certain o jo refs hey p wrt erg "Ws 
And with juſt forces are reſold - ny ſe : 
The little 191 its of courſe will then 

{ big, { 40899 


And brickl) ſmear the 
To all that he inſipidly 


Jo @ young ſharp-ſet Mao 
With Cant pintch'd, 94 ws wich. given u think, 


can 


Reſolves to periſh or inhance his Name, © _ 
And gives not ore till he proves Cock oth Game ; 
Then he who lately ſeem'd like Winter bare, 
Comes forth like Summer looſely clad and clear ; 
He drives the Squires with breath of Pantaloons, 
And the leaſt word he ſeeks is Blond and wounds. 


Who thirits for fame, but thirits much more for drink, 


The Names: of the Perſons. 


Auguſtus Czfar. Mr. Mobun. 
Cxſario. Mr. Hart. 
Marcellus. Mr. Kenaſtor. 
Tiberius. Mr. Lydell, 
Agrippa. _ Mr. Cartwrite. 
Mecenas. Mr. Griffoxr, 
Ovid. Mr. Clarke. 
Leander, 320k © Mr. Powell. 
Araſpes. * MEOETLTN . Mr. Harris. 
Gloriana. BME: all. 
Julia: - \ ip Fees 
Narciſſa. Mrs. Corbet. 
./The. $ GEN E,' 


The Palace of «Angſt Ceſar 


GLORIANA; 


The Court of Auguſtus Czfar. 


ACT. 1. Scan. 1. 


—— 


A Panguet. Enter Auguſtus, Agrippa, Mecznas, Ovid following 
with Mufick,, and fings while the Emperour ſits melancholy. 


SONg. 


= [ Ft Buſineſs no longer uſurp your Figh mind, 
Put - Nas pficant ry, and bo Pleaſure be kind; 
Let Puſineſs to morrow, to morrow imploy, 
Put to day the ſhort Bleſſing let's cloſely enjoy : 
/ et's frolick below, till they hear us above ; 
To Cxlar we'l ſing, to Cxlar and Jove. 


y- 
I rom Buſineſs we'l ramble, like —_— unbrac'd, 
And lurfeit on'Þleaſure, which others but taſt - 
We'l Lugh till we weep on the breaſts of the Fair, 
And the Tears that we ſhed, hall the Treſpaſs repair. 
Il el vow that below we but A& thoſe above, 
It ho never repent, yet are always in Love. 


Ov. Valt are the Glories, Ceſar, thou haſt won, 
To make whole FTrinmphs up, the World's undone : 
The 1-diars from the Eaſtern parts remote, 

To thee the Treaſure of their Shrines devote : 
B 


2 GLORIANA, or 
Whoke Trees of Coral, which they div'd for low, 
That in the walks of Neptwrre's Palace grow, 
With Tfitons trumpeting on ev'ry bough z 
Pearls which the mourning eyes of T hetis pay, 
When, her cool'd Lover bolts through waves away 3 
And Diamonds that the Sun each morning ſheds, 
Driving his Charior'o're their ſooty heads. 
Ae. If Scythians from their Northern Climate come, 
And in their Waggon-houles penſive roame ; 
For thee they ſeek : *Tis at thy Name they ſhake, 
And far off proſtrate Adorationg make. 
They who the great, Pel/zan Victor's Arms 
Repell'd, ſeem Thunder-ſtrook at thy alarms. 
Agr. The Parthians dreading C for, Peace proclaim, 
ole haughty minds no Force could ever tame, C 
Who the renown'd Mark, Anthony o'recame. 
And Craſſus, wholike ſome large Oak had ſtood 
The bruth of warring winds, and ſhowrs of blood, 
His Army round him like an under-wood ; 
Theſe Martial Rangers root and branches tore, 
And on their Creſts his trickling heart-ſtrings wore. 
Ov. The World ſhou'd ſtretch to hold an Emperour 
So tall in Vertue, and ſo wide in Pow r. 
Where e're onNature's peaceful face he treads, 
Her foremoſt rank of Sons ſubmit their heads; 
With ſmiles they all his God-like walkings greet, 
While Crowns and Scepters play about his feet. 
Aug. Ceaſe this unwelcome noiſe z I ſay, give ore, * 
Ye muſt not ſpeak ſince'I can hear no more : 
Take wing like Angels, fly to Heav'ns abodes, 
Though ye have tongues might charm the ears of Gods : 
They pleaſe not me, for] am diſcord all, 
Broke by my own that triumph in my fall. 
Barns and Out-houſes, or ſome rotten Hold, 
Pleaſe the dark Birds better than rooms of Gold. 
Why tell ye me of circumvefted pride, 
Of Purpl'd Fame, and thouſand: cares beſide 2 
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The Ceart of Auguſtus Cx 


- oo — 


far, 


Ov. If ſome portentous darkneſs at Noon-day, 
Should o're the Heav'n deep dreadfull blacks diſplay, 
Without offence to Altars we might come, : 
To know the cauſe of ſuch a horrid gloom. 

Tis Loyal kindneſs urges our defire ;, 
Speak, Czſar, leſt we fin while we enquire. . 

Mec. So huge and dark your Sorrow's Chaos grows, 
No glimm'ring ſtreak of Joy can interpoſe, 

Ov. Your mighty care no interval allows, 

All muſings, ſtarts, and ſad contradted brows ; 
Your Spirit like old Night, e're Day was made, 
Is one ſubſtantial darkneſs, ſohd ſhade. 

Agr. Laſt night as at your feet I waking lay, 
Viewing the Golden Taper's watchfull Ray, 
| heard you deeds with horrour wrap'd unfold, 

Sad Sacred things, and never to be told. 

[ aw you arm'd from your toſs'd Bed ariſe, 
Awefull as Jove, call'd by a Virgins cries, c 
Starts with his Thunder to the curtain'd Skies: 
Honour you cry'd, then ſtalk'd about the Room, 
Thrice call'd,; $criboxia curſe upon thy womb 3 
Cutting the Air you made three empty blows, 
And then lay down ſeeking with groans repoſe: 

AMec. Ev'n now ſtrong ſighs your Royal fabrick tear, 
And with their violent courſe torment the Air: 

Slow trom your eyes conflicting ſorrows paſs, 
And you m van the ſtrugghng tears ſuppreſs, 

Aug. O my lov'd Friends, 'tis a harſh truth ; but ſtay, 
[t will not out till Tears have ſmooth'd its way 
Take itin one worſt word, my aCtions ſtain, 

The Canker of my Laurels Valour's bane; 
Of all great evil Jul;a be the name, 
Who from the womb of curſt Scribonia came; 


B 2 Bluſhing 


i GLORIANA, or 
Bluſhing in Wax I got the wanton. brood, 
The fam of boiling Youth, froth of my blood ! 


Aer. Some bulie p:rfon with officious tongue, [Ovid goes The [ 
Has offer'd to th' Imperial Princeſs wrong. outs Raiſe 
Your choice Marcel/zs dearly ſhe approves, UH 
And whom you have adopted, highly loves: In Ch 

- Put being bonndlefs born, and mark'd for ſivay, - "Fs 
Cannot by paſſion check'd nice rules obey. it ſhal 

Mec. Vainly her thoughts they gueſs by outward form; py 
She may be Calm within, without a Storm : Jull f 
Her heart from common view remov'd lies deep, ul 
As Mines of Gold in Nature's boſom {leep. Tr-ad 

Aug. Rightly her vertue by a Mine you lay, AndP 
Where ev'ry luſty Slave may hew his way. And fl 


I know from thole that wou'd not forge, ſhe is And £ 
Looſe, vain, a mocker of our Deities. 


*r Now « 

Now by yon' Heavn ſhe has my fury rais'd, Prom 
And he'smy Foe by whom ſhe dares be prais'd. With : 
A Mine ! of what? ſhe is all counterfeit, | Am 
I've weigh'd her in the ballance, found her light, . Why | 
But from my heart the glittring droſs Tle tear, a 
Like glaſs to duſt Tle pound the brittle fair, j We tal 
Then blow her to her Element the Air. Rr 
Emter Julia attended. om 
7ul. That Roof 's too low, and all the Figures old, _ 
Tle have it new wrought up in fretted Gold; | TH. [ 
Nor ſhall thoſe Dorick Pillars long remain, Think 
But the vaſt Cicling ſhall it (elf ſuſtain, To be: 
Aug. Not Venxs1n the proudeſt Robes ſhe wears, . "ang 
With thouſand Crowns and Trains of dragging Stars, Td onl 
Thoughts ſo high flown, e're knew, nor e're cou'd ſtretch- Aug 
Expanded pride like this.ambitious wretch, ul, 
Jul. Ceſar to Jove may claim the ſecond place, - Ang. 

But I with Juzo will have equal grace, c 

And when ſhe dares match for. the better face. 


os 


The Conrt of Auguſtus Cxſar, 
H-nceforth I'te have all firſt unmixt, entire, 
My Meats prepar'd with Elemental fire; 
The Palace walks with common feet are worn, 
Raiſe lying Gardens on vaſt Columns born, 
So near to Heav'n, that ſcorning Tiber's wave, 
In Chryſtal Buckets we the Clouds may lave, 
To waſh the pendant Soil; ſo ſtrange to view, 
It ſhall Semriramisfam'd Groves outdoe. 

Ang. Be Judges both, and then my wrath forgive, 
Juſt Z7via ! But 'tis paſt, ſhe ſhall not live. 

7ul, Methinks already I am walking there, 
Tr-ad the fring'd Banks, and breath the Vernal air, 
And Purple cluſters round my Temples ſhine, 
And flowrie mantling Amarant divine, 
And Senſe grows wanton as the luſty Vine. 
Now cloy'd methinks with the mellifluous Grove, 
From Sunny Meads, to cool recets I move, 
With tall young men that make immortal love. 

Aug. Since 'tis welt known how kind youare toSen(e, - 
Why thould you talk of a removal hence ? 
Heav'ns feaſts too thin for your quaint Palate are, 
We talk of Nectar, but how comes it there ? [ ſcorrfullg. 
Provoking Ranquets, rich Ambroſial Meat, 
When Clouds they drink indeed, and Air they eat? 
Let not your fancy from its Sphere be driv'n, - 
You'le never like the {lender fare of Heav'n, 

Jul. Miſtake me not, 'tis for varietie- 
That I Elyſium's Argent Fields would ſee : | 
Think you that from your Throne I wou'd remove; 
To be the gaudieſt Starry Queen above ? 
Twas not my purpoſe, Sir, to tarry there, 
Fd only go: to. Heawrr to: take the air: 

Aug. Come thou'tt not fit to live. 

Jul. Dread Father, why > 

Ang. Thou art all 1ll. 

Jul. Then I'm not fit to dye: 
Death'will the hopes of Vertue's growthprevent-- 
But if you grant me lite, I may repent. 


6 GLORIANA, or 
Aug. There pronounce her Stranger to my blood; ol, 
Stay not revenge that muſt not be withitood, By Mic 
[ Agrippa and Mecanas hold him. 

Did not Virginizs his Daughter call 


Fame's 
To death, and did ſhe not the voice extoll? "per 
She kiſs'd his feet, and bleſt him 1n her fall. Their $ 
Brutus his Sons gave up to angry power, Born to 
And with ſtern viſage ſaid, They are no more. And the 
Theſe were juſt Victims to the ſhrines of Fame, And wh 
And got their Authors an Eternal name. As rend 
Apr, Great Princeſs knee], and his ſwoln rage attone. Unleſt 
Pal. Toask him pardon, were a crime to own. And fre, 
Aug. No, in her obſtinacy let her ſink, Avg. 
My curſe purſue thee to th' Infernal brink ; Though 
To Hell, to Hell Fle drive thy ſpotted ſoul, Raiſe fr, 
Where in Eternal tortures ſhe ſhall roul, Once m 
Turn round, and ſhreek with pain in hvid fires; To Ze 
And when for caſe the weary wretch aſpires And '— 
To thoſe bright Thrones which ſhe did once blaſpheme, 
To a new Hell Heav'n ſhall the Fiend condemn. 
From beds of Flames where. thou didft lye and roar, Dip (e 
Whirlwinds ſhall bear thee hot all reeking ore, And mo! 
And ſweating drops of blood, and round thee blow, . Hire all | 
Then plunge thee in th' Abyſs of Ice and Snow. 
7ul. All that is Earth of me 1s 1n your hand, 
But, Sir, my Spirit's not at your command. Aer. 
{ have a Soul that when my body dies, Give it f 
Shall mix with the immortal Deities: Aug. 
Nor can the awfull puft of Ceſar's name, Atlaſt ir 
Blow out this {park of the ztherial flame : O Tupite 
Spight of the clouds your fury's Tempeſt wears, Let dear 
Tle up and ſcorn your anger from the Stars. That Yu 
Aug. She's all o're woman —- Abſtract of her kind, Grike m 
And all the Sex 1s crouded in one mind : M0 ia! 
-Her very Thoughts -— Shew'd 1 
' Are woman in the bud, though yet unblown, Each luſ 
But all her words are pregnant woman grown. Has drun 


Lean Ca 
Nay wir 


Again to 
And int 


T he Conre of Auguſtus Cxxfar, +7 


7%, Why was [ deſtin'd to be born aboye, 
By Midwife Honour to the light convey'd, 
Fame's Darling, the bright Infant of high love, 

Crown'd and in Empire's golden Cradle laid? 

Rock'd by the hands of Emprefſies, that yield 

Their Scepters form'd to Rattles for my hand, 

Born to the wealth of the green floating Field, 

And the rich duſt of all the yellow Land. 

And why did Fate ſo vaſt a Dowry give, 

As renders me a Conſort fit for Jove, 

Unleſs ſhe meant that I ſhould loofly live, 

And free from cares below, as Gads above ? C jarrs, 

Aug. Quench, quench, y' immortal powers! theſe hotnebred 
Though all the Earth revolt, and wage freſh'Warrs : 

Raiſe from the dead Marks Anthony again , 
Once more let's try our fortunes on the Main, 
To Ze ypt back let all her Spoils be brought, | 
And let 'em with freſh blood, more wounds be bought: 
Lean Caſſzzs, God-like Brutxs, riſe, combine, 
Nay with the Merphian black Armado joyn ; 
Dip (ev'n your heels) all o're in Stygian Lake, 
And more than Achilean hardneſs take ; 
Hire all the winds, immortal as ye are, 
Again to AFinm I your Ghoſts will dare, C 
And into Atomes drive the gather'd Air. 
Agr. Stop not the Torrent of his riſing rage, 
Grve it full courſe and it will ſoon aſſwage. 
Aug. Thus Pyrrhys whom no manly force could queli, 
At aſt inglorious, by a woman fell. 
O "apiter! dread King of Heav'n and Rome, [_ kneels. - 
Let death, but not diſhonour, be my doom ; 
That T%:a's name no more may cleave my head, 
Strike me for ever deaf, deaf as the dead. 
O 7ulia! but for thee my fame had paſt, 
Shew'd like a Chryſtal Rock to Ages laſt; 
Each luſt of thine like an envenom'd dart, 
Has drunk the Jife-blood of thy Father's heart; 


8 GLORIAN A;or 
Jul: ThatT am innocent — 

Aug. TI know thou art; 
But make no words on' 
Hgr. Your Wars in Spain a glorious period have ; + 

And all applaud Marcel/zs as moſt brave, 
Who 1n his firſt 'eſlay your Foes orethrew, 
And cou'd ſuch wonders in his Non-age doe. 
Mec. Equal to him the valiant brave unknown % 
Flangws fo tam'd ruſh'd through all hazards on ; 
Of birth unknown, but of high blood in War, 
Who with Marce//xs did the Triumph ſhare : 
Marcellus who adopted Ceſar ſtands, 
And under you the conquer'd Earth commands. 
Aer. Fame loudly ſpeaks the deeds which he has done, 
Firſt ſhews the Father, and then draws the Son. 
Zug. Ev'n he has guilty been, and as 'tis ſaid, 
Ceſario whom we thought in AZg ypt dead, 
This brave Marce//us harbour'd-in his Tent; 
Such news was to my Emprels / ivia (ent. 
But once more by my Father's ſoul I ſivear, 
If that young King of Kings'in Rome appear, 
The Parthian Empire ſball not ſave his head, 
Tle give ten thouſand Talents for him dead. 
Mec. Diſpell thoſe clouds that thicken on your brow, 
And I will ſpeak. 
Ang. Full freedom we allow. 
Mec. Againſt C2ſario be not thus ſevere, 
At leaſt not openly your wrath declare : 


- By private Inſtruments his hopes abate, 


Whieh- more agrees with your own rules of State. 
Agr, Tis nois'd ( for ſure ſuch ſecrets cannot ſleep ) 

That;yua in private Gloriana keep, 

Th' Ilwitrious Powpey:s Daughter ; I adviſe, 

That your white Age wou'd Beauty's gloſs deſpiſe. 


_Let not the Nations blame you being old, 


Nor thin!: of loving now your blood is cold. 
Ang. ©ysies! and Hell! I am become their ſport : 
They flout'me — How! ye elder {laves oth' Court, 


Come 


t : go, with life depart. Ex. Jul. 


(of. [ 


Cof. 

Araſ 
His fea; 
Great 1s 
[le give 
Such dr 
And gui 


Poll. 


The Cour of Angats Cafar, 


Come feel my arttg;qud. learn jo. be more bold; .; 
Am I not fit to love? Hail ,am Fold? ,.,.. - 
Ye Apes of fame, ye + ec my full day! 
Ye _—_ that in my _—_ glory play 
But with my Swotd Ie your offence, [lays bis hand 
And make ye know what © tis*t affront a Prince, 07 bis Sword; 
Agr. Our deaths are.in your hands, a& as you pleaſe. 
_ Your frowns not death our ſouls with terrour ſeize. 
;g. No, ye regard me not, nor love, nor fear ; 
| xk your hw 3 — JOU Wiſh. Ceſaris here, 
Here, --- in my Throne, u atefull as ye _ 
By me preferr'd in Peace, advanc Jin 
Agr. You are the beſt of Kings. 
Ang. No, Fm the worſt, 
Stupid, moroſe, tyrannical, accurſt, 
I, like old Saturn, muſt forgo my Sphere, 
You're for a mad young fiery Jupiter. 
Yet this remember.in yotfr Thund ters reign, 
The Golden days will never come again. Exeunt. 


ACT; it. 
SC E NE, Palace Hall. 
Czſario, Araſpes, Leander, 5 


Cef. PReſribs! 
Araſ. So rumour ur preag it, 
Ceſ. Ha ! $3.1 | v m1 b 
Araſ. 'Tis true , , a ay | 
His fears the old Proſcription now renew.. - = 
Great 1s the man, he. ſaid, that brings him dead,”; 
[le give ten thouſand Talents for his head. 
Such dreadful noiſe fro: eſars ; fury broke, . 
And guilt like Wikiors td: him as he Po 
| | Lea. 


: | - \ 
ro "GLORIAN A or 
Tea. He thoupht! you long ago in' Fgype Main, ! : | 
But with late tremhlings heard. you livd again! 
Then'tore his hair, and mad with'choler; fad, '- 
Auguſtus lives not till Ceſario's dead. ' © 
Caf Then Ceſar's Joft, and ſhall in Chaos ye, 
Since ts bt to be thought'that I ſhould' dye, 
Immediate fromthe loms of Jnljys ſprung, ' 
Like Perculcs from Jove, for ever young, 1 
In battles big as Mars, and full as ſtrong. 
Araſ. Yet you're a man. WD 
Ceſ. Said you of me? *Twas'ipoort. ' 
A man! Araſpes, T was always more.:-- 
When me in Swadling-bands the Nurſes-rock'd, 
My ſoul was full with God-like courage ſtock'd 3 
The ſounds which firſt my wondrous. voice did move,. 
Were Father Julius, and Grandfire Jove o' 
Ev'n in my Childhood I was more than man, 
Bears in my Non-age flew; and Stags out-ran- 
T eander, thon remembreſt- who are old, _ - 
When yet nine Winters I had ſcarcely told, 
'A half ſftarv'd-Ejon in our chaſe I brav'd, 
And from his jaws my panting Mother fſav'd. 
Tea. I ſaw him by your carly valour fall. ; 
Ceſ. Fall! --- by my valour !--- ſaw him! is that all? 
Thou ſpeak'ſt, I eawder, as thou did(t repine ; 
Thou ſhould'ſt have ſaid, it was an a& Divine, 
A God-like aQ, to ſee a ruddy Boy 
Wieh milk on's lips, the Royal beaſt deſtroy.” 
With my gay Sword, brandifh'd above my Creſt, 
O'reſpread with Plumes, and with Queens favours dreſsd,. 
I croſs'd the Savage, eager for his prey, 
Who daunted with my aſpe& ſhun'd the fray : 
But I out-run him, though he got the ſtart, 
And ficih'd my little Raprer in ns heart. 
By the dread Thunderer, from whom-I came; 
Whoſe hand caſts forked bolts, and leaping flame, 
I'le tumble head-long this Uſarper.down, 
And frombis head tear the Imperial Crowny' 


Aral. 


Aral. 


Sorrow ſhall end what.your blind wrath begun, 
Forgive me if your death I'dare prevent, 
And force your courage take another bent. 
Lea. Both you ſhall ſend to everlaſting reſt, 
And ride to ruine o're this Loyal breaſt: 
For think not wecan ſtay to ſee you dye; 
We' uſher you to immortality. 
Let wit contrive, and leifure give to Time, 
Whye we inſtruct-you this ſteep Throne to climb. 
Czſ. Plots are thetark and back way to a Throne 
Miſs but one ſtep, we roul with ruine down : 
Then let's away to quell with open ſtrife 
This baſe Uſarper that proſcribes my life. 
Lea. Perhaps the rumour's falſe, your rage ſubdue, 
Or reek it here on us for being true. Tre 
Ceſ. Was I for this in Alexandria fam'd 
The King of Kings, and Heir oth' World proclaim'd; 
While Vaſlal Princes did about me-croud, 
And Aſia's Chiefs of my commandsgrew proud! 
Did not our Mother periſh by his Arms, -  * © 
That ſource of Love-and ever-flowing charms, 
Great Cleopatra, who now drowns the Stars, 
And (hews to Goddeſſes her glorious: Scars! 
Yet have I cueſtion'd him for what was done ? 
T ea. We know voune're:moleſted what'he wonL 
Cef. Nay have 1 not of late his Focs orethrown 
His Standards f1x'd ith” heart of ſtubborn Spar, 
And bow'd her neck to the old yoke again! 


The Conrt of Agguſtus Ceſar. 


Araſ. Stay, Son of Ceſar, whither wou'd you.rund ; - 


And dares he thus my {ervices reward | [ draws. 


Stand back, Tle kill him mid{bof all lzs Guard: - 
Though at the Altar'in the Capito), 
The purple Brute a Sacrifice: iſhall fall. 


Marcellus aveetr. biz. 


Mer. What prodigal of life your wrath has rais'd, - 
An! fann'd the flame with which Your cheeks are blaz'd? -- : 
Ne're 


C 2 
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Ne're did I ſee that Scabbard empty made, 


But drunken Slaughter hung upon the Blade: _ 
Ceſ. Bloua! my Marcel/ns, bloud! the great muſt "| 


Yet Eagle-like Tle ſtrike my Quarry high, - 

And from the earth-rebound him to the $kie, 

Mar. Name me the-man' too laviſh of this tongue, 
For blows could ne're the brave-Ceſario'wrong : 
Name him aloud, but name me one that's Great! 
Back'd with ſuch Troops as never knew defeat! 
And if he '{cape, let me no more; be thought ---- [ draws. 

Cz2ſ. Hold, hold Marcellus : 'Heav'n! T had forgot: 

That my great Foe is father to my Friend. 

Down, my Revenge : Thus all my ſwellings end. [| ſpeaths his 
Mar. What means this change ? Sword. 
Czeſ. Nothing, Marcellus, now. | 

Large are the ſums I to your friendſhipowe : 

My thoughts no more about Revenge debate, 

Though ſlaves Argyſtus hires to work my fate 5: 

Takes all my Titles, Scepters, fills my Thrones, 

And plunders me of all my Father's Crowns: 

Yet being kind to you, long may he live, 

While I learn patience, and my wrongs forgive. 

Mar. How | my united powers of Rage disband; 

My Sword at C2ſar's name falls from my hand. 

O my C#ſario, can you for my ſake 

Forget the ſweets of juſt Revenge'to take ?- 

Can you for me call back your ſallying ſoul, 

Whoſe wrath not C2ſar's Guards cou'deelſe'controul ? 

This is a point too ſubtle for mankind, 

And which no future vertuee're ſhall find. 

Czſ. Believe me, Friend, believe me, for I (wear | 
By my high Father's ſou], 'twere eafier far 
Back the revolted Univerle to win; : . 

Than but our paſſions conqueſt to begin. 

Revenge and Friend{hip'in my boſom-claſh'd, 

Like Mountain billows, each the other daſh'd; | : 

Still my uncertain ſoul-eac Tempeſt blinds; 747 4 

Like a dark VYeflel driv.n'byPalar witds: 17) >: © 
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The Conrt of Auguſtus Cxfar, 1 
But you like a propitious God ariſe, 
On the blue Ocean ſhine the Azure Skies, 
And now the beaten mind at Anchor lies. 

Mar. Methinks T wiſh that I had never known- 
Vertue like-yours; ſo high, that mine is none : 
You as ſome vaſt Hill touching Heav'n appear ; 

[ at your feet like a poor Valley near : 

Down from your Cloudy top refreſhings flow, 
Faſt bounteous rulls that water me below : 
Valleys; but Vapours can to Heav'n return, 
And I with ſighs your falling favours mourn. 

Ceſ. Darling of Romans, Vertue's faireſt Child, 
At whoſe bleſt Birth the kinder Planets ſmil'd, 
Truſt me thy Mother, when with Infant charms 
The Matrons gave thee crying to her arms, 

Not lov'd thee more 3 my ſoul thou haſt ſubdu'd, 
And damm(d the torrent of my riſing bloud. 

Mar. Bow, ye bright dwellers, bow all your Heav'ns down;- 
Impale his brows witlf an Immortal Crowns 4 
Thou Julizs whoſe high name 1n living Gold | 
Is in Fate's:Book-above the Sun's enroll'd, | 
With Starry Robes the Worlds great Heir enfold : 
For all Earths Glories he tranſcends as far, 

As Gods above their humbleſt Vitims are. 

Ceſ. Ev'n while thon flatter'ſt me, thou lovely art; 
By Heav'n young man thou haſt thy Souldier's heart 
And while I hold thee to my faithful breaſt, 

Ceſar with Empire 1s not halt ſo bleſt, 

On thy hearts throbs ſo I triumphant ride, 
Farewell Ovations and the Victors-pridez 
No more ſhall big Ambition bend my brow, 
Love me but ever.as thou lov'{t me-now. 


Enter Narcifla. 


Nar. Swift as chac'd Harts before the Hunters fly, 
Swift as their panting wearineſs they throw 
Into ſome ſtream, my deareſt. Brother; I 


Run to-thy breaſt, and melt intears that flow : 
| Doſt. 


4 GLORIANA, or 
Doſt thou not-view joys peeping from my eyes ? 
The Caſement's open'd' wide to gaze on thee ; 
As Rome's glad Citizens to windows riſe, 

When they ſome young Triumpher fain would (te. 
Mar. Deareſt Narcifa, (ofteſt of thy kind, 

A thouſand thouſand welcomes ;. but alas, 

.In dang'rous Courts I much lament to find 
Thy Innocence which cannot ſafely paſs. 

- Ceſc She is the brighteſt that my eyes e're ſaw, 

And if ſoft paſſion coun'd my fierceneſs move, 
That Spring-complexion wou'd my wonder draw, 

Such unmixt ſweets of Nature I ſhould love: 

Mar. With looks untaughr thou wilt too rude appear, 

Expos'd to ev'ry haughty Princets ſcorn ; 

Back to thy Country Palaces repair, 

And tempt not Courts for which thou wert not born. 
The Great ones here will quickly make thee fine, 

And to thy Vertue for refreſhings run; 

LikeSummer days too hot our Beauties ſhine, 

But thee they'l follow like a Winter Sun. 

Ceſ: Why, beauteous Virgin, doſt thou plant thy eyes 

As thou wouldft drive me hence who ne're cou'd run? 

1 am not usd to Beautie's batteries, 

Yet rather than offend I will be gone. 

Mar. No longer in my arms, lov'd Siſter, ſtay, 

Your kindeſt thanks to my preſerver pay 

A thouſand deaths he in my caufe' has brav'd, 

And twice my life in our laſt battle fav'd. 


Enter Tiberius to Marcellus, they embrace. 


Mar. Welcome, my gallant Friend ; — Thy looks are ſad: 


If there be ought wherewith thou art diſmay'd, 
Speak it, though at the News both ſhou'd expire ; 
Is Julia | 
Tib. Twere convenient you'd retire ; 
Fle tell you, dear Marcel/4z, as we go, 


Such ſecrets as no heart but yours ſhou'd know, Fxenrt. 


I know 
Plantec 
Not bt 
Me fro: 
And to 
But ſur 


To mal 


lad: 


Nar. My Brother charg'd me; but what can I ay, 
When you all pow'r of ſhetch have: ta'ne. away ? 
Viy heart beat thus, juſt thus againſt my fide, 
That cruel day when my lav'd Turtle dy'd. 

Ceſ. A heart like ming Love 1n his walk nee found, 
Nor Prettineſs, nor Majeſty carr wound 3 | 
Tis ſure the coldeſt Beauty ever felt, 

Not Ice, but Chryſtal, which no Sun can melt, 

Nar. O fatal ſight! have I with frequent ſcorn 
Seen at my Garden-gates great Princes mourn, 

And can I now ſubmit to one unkhown? 

Can this be true ? Poor heart, art thou o'rethrawn? 
Vanquiſh'd at laſt ? ith' name of goodneſs ſpeak, 
What art that doſt my gentle quiet break ? 

Geſ: A Souldier, Fair one, bred to bloud, in Arms... 
In Winter Camps which mighty Aion warms; 
I know not Courts, unskill'd im the foft Trade. 

By which addreſs 1s to high Beauty made ; 
Yet I to yours can bow as lowly down, 
As Eaſtern Princes to the riſing Sun. | 

Nar, Bow to my beauty, to this Rural face? / 
I know no charmy; nor any.pradud grace : 
Planted far off by Czſar's jealous care, 'r] 

Not bred in Court perfumes, but Country air. . 

Me from his daughter he divided young, 

And told me Courts my umocence wou'd. wrong::: / 
But ſure my eyes camnothing fee mm. you / _ 1; 
To make me think what Cz2/ar:{aid'was true... 


Enter 'Mecxnas: .,.' 


Mec. Madam,.the Empreſs does your coming wait, - 
With half the Courtattending av her gate z 
And gazing eyes expect your preſence there, 
As if ſome Conſtellation -would appear. 

Cef. Te wait you to the Empreſs: -—— Tyrant Love; . 

Yhom all the charms of Nature: cannot move. 
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Exeunts- 


; Abies Marcellus, Tiberius. 


Mar. Since Love proves falſe, in vain does Valour toil, 
To aſhes turn.my Arms, my ev'ry Spoil, 
Burn a!l my Laurels in one Fun'ral Pile, 
Alas, Tiberizs, had another ſaid 
 Fuliais falſe, and honour has betray'd, 
I could not have believ'd ; but thou art true, 
Wou'd thou wert not 3 wou'd all that Hell ere knew 
Of darkeſt miſchiefs harbour'd in thy mind, 
So by thy fraud I might her Vertue find. 
Tib. While you abroad fought in Rome's cauſe ſo well, 
. She to the loweſt, leudeſt courſes fell; 
Her Palaces. with late. debauches rung, 
Strip'd Eunuchs wanton Odes before her ſung , 
On tall young Monarchs ſhoulders lifted high 
She acted Triumphs, :[o was her cry, C 
Her crown'd Supporters To did reply. : 

Mar. Looſe Julia ! what ſtrong philters did unman 
Angnuſtus from whoſe loins thy Spirit ran! 

Tib: At midnight:dreG'd hke Vers, all Divine, 

I ſaw her by the blaze of Diamonds ſhine, 

High on a Throne. of. Gold, with God-like port, 
Follow'd with clamours of the reeling Court. 

Thrice ſhe the.doors of Janus Temple burſt, | 

And once Joe's houſe the Capitol ſhe forc'd ; 4 
From his Gold Statue poliſh'd Thunder took, 

And at his face the brandiſh'd weapon ſhook : 

In her left hand the Silver Lightning claſtid, 

Which blindly hurl'd the Sacred windows daſh'd. 

Mar. Lovel conjure thee; though with mortal ſmart, 
Draw back thy Arrows that-infe& my heart. 

Tib. Of all the Scepter'd throng that did adore 
Sheftione refus'd, but wiſh'd they had been more. 
What was in private ated we but think, 

Where all her Maids/are mutes, -and Eunuchs wink, 


And h 
She ſai 
And w 
For W 
Or all 


Her 
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Her Monarch dalliance was not prov'd, but gueſs'd, 


- But Love to Wit did open all her breaft; 


And (he ſo foul a knot with Ovid drew, - 
As bloud can never looſe, nor death undoe. 

Mar. With Ovid Dares his haughty muſe afpire 
To praiſe on his Prince? Ile mount it higher, 

Teach his rude wit a flight ſhe never had, 
And ſend her Poſt to the Elyſian ſhade. ; 

T;b. One ſolemn Night, when the pale conſcious Moon 
Rode hiph and clear, at melancholy Noon 
I roſe, with Dreams abaſh'd of true event, 

And to the Princeſs Bower my muſings bent. 
To the crown'd Arbours as I nearer drew, 
Methought I heard two voices that I knew ; 
Parting the Leaves, 'T faw by Lunarlight 
Love's guilty joys, a {tnfal plealing fight ; 

On Flow'rs and.all the 'fweets of Nature (pred, 
In Ovids.arms the {ailing Princeſs laid. 

Mar. What mortal patience can the news abide! 

Tib. Pow'r circling Wit, and Pleaſure preſſing Pride, 
Her glowing breaſt joyn'd to his kindling ſide. 

She catch'd his ſighs that panted in their flight, 
With eyes, hands, lips, all trembling with delight ; 
Long did her naked beauty ſtay my ſight, 

Fair as the bluſhing bed her body prelt, 

Asa May-morning riſing from-the Eaſt, 6 

Or day diſmounting in the golden Welt.) 

Mar. Wheels, Stones, and all the ſubtleſt-pains of Hell, 
With burnings reddeſt plagues about 'em dwell. 
About 'em ! -In em, through 'em let 'em run, - 

And flames with flames involv'd be ſwallow'd down. 

T;b. With tendreſt wards her bufie love ſhe grac'd, 
And having kindly touch'd hig-yielding walſt, 

She ſaid, Ah wou'd Marce/zs were in Heav'n, 
And wou'd Corinna were to Ovid giv'n; 

For Wit to me is more than Empires charms, 
Or all the ſurfeits.of a Monarehs arms: | 
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May, No more, thou'ſt pat my ſoul upon the rack ; 


Both lives revenging glory bids me take : 
But the remains of pathion bid me ſpare 
This beautiful ingrate perfidious fair ; 
Since he was ne're with gallant ardour moy'd, 
That cou'd be urg'd to harm what once he lov'd : 
And how I lov'd, how wonderfully well, 
None but the Author of my flame'can tell, 
. Thy beauty, Jlia, did my reaſon blind ; 
For e're our hands unlucky Hymen joyn'd, 
I gueſs'd thee falſe, yet ſwore I, wou'd be kjnd. 


Fater Ovid with Julia reading. 


Jul. Such a companion ne're did Jul3a. bleſs; 
To have a menial Monarch wait were leſs: 

Ovid, whoſe fame above high Vrgil grows, 
Whoſe labour ſure muſt Nature Sicompols, 
But Ovid with familiar greatneſs flows z 

And when he pleaſes to command our eyes, 
What charming Tales does his ſoft muſe deviſe ? 

Ov. Thus to be grac'd by her whomall admire, 
To gain whoſe love Gods wou'd, Kings do expire, — 

Mar. Amongſt the reſt fall thou a Sacrifice, 
Thus'to be offer'd to your Goddeſs eyes. 

Jul. Marcel, hold! fly, Ovid, haſt away. 

Ov. Madam, I know what duty I ſhou'd pay ; 
The Prince reſolves to take my life, which none 
Shall do without the hazard of their own. 

Mar. Tiberizs, give me way, by Heav'n he dies, 
1'le tread upon the worm which I deſpiſe. 

7ul. Help: Treaſon! Murder! help. 


Exter Czxlario. 


Ov. Come all, for were ye more I cou'd not fear. 
Ceſ. What about one is all this trouble here ? 
Put up, for ſhame, T'le blow him from Jour fight, 

Valour diſdains the Quarry in her flight, 


The gre: 
(le teack 


Com- 
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Commands in Fields we ſhould ous Standards raiſe, 
And make this Writer but our drudge to praiſe. 


Enter Auguſtus, Agrippa, Mecznas, 4nd Guerds. 


Aug. Where are the Authors of this Treafon gott? 
Traytors to pow! diſarm 'em ev'ry one. E 


(The Captain of the Guards takes Marcellus, Ovids, and 
Tiberws Swords.3, goes laſt to Cxſario, ) 


Ceſ. Captain, ſtand off, I did no cauſe-afford- 
Of quarrel here, and wilt not yield my Sword. 

Aug. What, a new Traytor? in my prelence too ? 
Know obſtinate thy death thou doſt purſue. 
Reſign, or dyC. mm_—_—_ = 

Mer Have yon ſd ſoon forgot 
The wonders which his Sword ſd lately wrought ? 

The noble Plangws who preſerv'd your Son, 
And three pitch'd Battels by his valour won. 

Ang. What ſhall he ſtand and brave-me to my face? 
Refuls my orders? bid him'take my place. _ 
By the Ceſarian Majeſty ador'd, ©: 

He is a Traytor that denies his Sword. 

Cej. I ſay, my Sword's my own, and ſhall ==——_  \ 

Aug. So fond of fate! | - 

Then that thou mayſt not want for Arms, take that. 


( Furles his Dagger at him, the Guards ruſh on 
Czſario, and hold him.) 


Mar. Thus ! is it thus his Services you pay ? [_ kneels. 
Aug. If thou would(t have him live, take him away. 
Mar. Guards, force him hence. 
Ce. Yes, Ceſar, I will go, 
Conqu'ring my (elf, I quell thy mightieſt foe, Exit. 
Ang, And you, Sir, you who durſt your weapon draw, 
Againſt that Prince whom I ordain to awe 
The greateſt Kings, to baniſhment be gone, 
le teach your ſaucy Muſe to dare a Throne. 
D 2 C7 
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Oe. Wnt to you ek Rev rence gay 6 - 
Than what the Deities from Altars have 
If that the Royal Julia I adere 
In other manner than we worltip Pew'r; 
Add to the puniſhment that you have tid 
- Unjuſtly onme, and pronounce ms dead. ..-. 
Jul. O Ceſar ! Father ! BRI 
Aug, Dare nat intercedez 
Speak but another word and he ſhall bleed. 
Ov, For ever then thou glorious Rome farewell: 
To the Earth's limits, Ceſar, I will go, 
Where if thou haſt a yet unconquer'd Foe, 
My Sword, for I have faught, ſhall take his head, 
And with my Pen Iledamn him when he's dead. Exit, 
Ang. Still homebred jarrs! But I theſe feuds will end; 
By Heav'n Ile break your hearts if you'le not bend, 
My Hydra Rebels vanquiſh'd, riſe up more, 
Was ever Monarch thus perplex'd before ? 
O that Pythagorss his. dream were true ! 
I wou'd not-govern ſuch a curſed crew 


One moment longer,,Now, ev'nnow Ide dye, 
And into ſome more Kingly Lion fly, 

Where with full EmpireI the Woods might ſway, 

And all the Nobler Beaſts my Laws obey. Exennt. 


xX1t. 
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SCENE 1, The Palace Garden,. 
Czſarie, Araſpes, Leander, 


Coſe BY the Trophies of the Conquer'd Field, 
By ev'ry vanquiſh'd Sword, and batter'd $hield,- 

He dyes, though the Auxiliar Fates ſhou'd ſtand 
To fence the lifted forces of my hand ;' | 
Though bulwark'd with Rozee's Hills in Tow'rs of Braſs, 
Yet like Laocoon's Launce my Sword ſhall paſs | 
Through all: — By Heav'tt to Hell he ſhall be thrown; - 
His Univerſal mightinef$ ſhall dawn, 

Araſ. Your ruine muſt inevitable be. 

Ce/- It mattersnot what ſhall become of me, 
Though all the Winds from their black corners ruſh, 


Though Seas daſh Clouds, old Rocks young Thunder cruſh; 


[zempt from fear th' event we will attend, 
And with big rays in Parts of Glory end. 
{f I muſt fall, Fle tumble with a Crawn, 
And graſp this Giant with me when I'drown, * 
Tea. But, Royal Sir, can'you your Friend forget d 
Can an abuſe ſo vaſt, a wrong ſo great | 
Be offer'd, that your Vows you. ſhou'd recall > 
 Cof: Smoak, vaniſh air | — be they forgatten all.” 
No, dear Maree/wse, you muſt pardon mes; 
A ſtroak! a ſtab! 'tis ſuch an nary | 
Were Jove in fleſh and thunder'd with a blow, © 
| wou'd retort it like a-Gad below, | 
Araf. E're ruine (wallows you take one look mare,” 
While yet you ſtand upon the beaten ſhore.” 
Zea. Yet e're you launch behald the rolling deep,  - 
Where danger groans, and death it ſelf does weep. 


Cefe 
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C «{ Hence with thy Coward counſels! fly to Caves ! 
[le climb theſe tow'ring dangers bark the waves : 

And asI ride to the kick'd Flouds Tle cry, 

Bear Ceſar with his Fathers fortune high. 

Why do ye ask me then, and vainly mourn ? 

Can words move death, or Time cariering turn? 

Can human eloquence the Stars controul, 

Or when hole lus has damn'd it, ſave a Soul ? 

Pray to deſcending Storms, or mounting Fire ; 

Them ye may weary, me ye ſhall not tire. 

Araſ. Since then no pray'rs can your wild fury tame, 
The way leaſt dang 'rous to Revenge we'ke name; 
Though Czſar from Heav'ns partial hand receive 
Immediate pow 'r, ſmall vertue ſhe did give. 

Lea. When fierce Embaſſadors from Parthia's King 
Shew'd their huge Bows, and did long Arrows bring, 
He-to their threats in ſcornful anſwer laugh'd ; 

Yet this great Scoffer ſhrinks at Cpids ſhaft : 
Still may his glutted hands more Empire have, 
So he continue Love's inglorious ſlave. 

Ceſ. What is his Mightineſs by Beauty aw'd ? $ 
Is this th' Augnſizs (o own'd-ohvood, 

The World's firſt man, and new created God ? 
The bright Narciſ/a with her Spring of charms, 
'Tis true, has warm'd my heart half froze in Arms; 
Her melting language ſtrook my Winter back, 
Looſhn'd my Nerves, and made my heart-[trings ſlack; 
Yet were it poſlible that ſhe cou'd weep 
As long as I have pradtis'd toilſom War, 
She ſhou'd not m her Lap my Honour keep, 
Nor from its Trade my burning ſpirit bar. 
When Conqueſt calls my Sword to fetch the prize, 
And I ſtand liſtning to a Ladies cries, _ ; 
Sighing to ſee the Roſes pale, — O Heavn ! 
O glorious War! let me be ne're forgiv'n. | 

Araſ. There is a Bower, the myſtick ſeat of Love, 
Where death ſtands Centinel before the Grove ; 


( 


Guards 


Guards ever waking at the threſhold lye, 

And ſuffer none but Ceſar to pals by: 

There his looſe heart does in full Paſtures graze, 
And various Shes with awe upon him gaze. 

Lea. Like Heav'ns proud King follow'd by Deities, 
The Tyrant walks with ſhinings through the Trees; 
His brow dilates, and his purs'd hps awhile 
Forget their angry uſe; and gravely ſnile, 

To ſee officious Beauties charm his cares, 
Like Nights black locks all powderd o're with Stars. 

Araſ. There your revenge, if vengeance urge you till, 
May glut your appetite, and drink her fill. 

[ have obſerv'd, and can your fury guide, 

To a {light-guarded Gate oth' Tzbey fide, 

Watch'd by ſome drowtſie Slaves, not more then we,. 
Whom having kill'd, you may have paſlage free. 

Ceſ. Methinks already thou haſt talk'd 'em dead, 
And I am o're the fatal Barriers fled, 

Like Perſexs mounted on a Stead of Air, 
Beating the Liſts to find the Monſter there. 
Tea. There you maytake him ſwoln with drunken joy, 
And the Crown'd brute with a full ſtroak deſtroy: 
Behold him ſporting on fpread Mempbian \poils, 
In Mantles wrap'd hae breath rich od'rous oils, 
Like a gay Snake basking in Sunny fields, 
Embrac'd by her who ripeſt pleaſure yields. 
C of Be gone, now inſtantly let's poſt away, 
The black revenging minutes wil-not ſtay ; 
As the half-god Axgean Stables clear'd, 
Tle purge theſe Gardens with his bloud beſmear'd. 
Slow till the deed be done move the wing'd hours, | 
Tle do't though Dragons guard the: golden Bowers. 


SCE NE 
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| Are 
SCENE 2. The Bower of Gloxiana, ay 
| Spar 
SONG. j MP 
Each 
Ts One 
" A H the charms of a Beanty diſdainfull and fair, but c 
A How ſhe ns my <A Kr yo bids F deſpair - Like 
. * Forgetting my State, when I figh and lye down, Slack 
- And cat at her feet both Scepter and Crown, - As 1 
She paſſes regardleſs, and ſays a young Swain, Boldl 
Before an old Monarch, her love foould obtain. b op 
| nt 1 
; 2 Wake 
Remember, Fair Nymph, my Grandfather Jove, Top, 
That rev'rend old God always made the beſt Lower Dow! 
So fiercely he mov'd with a manner Divine, Or pl: 
| That he melted his way, or blew up the Mine. That? 
Tour ſcorn of my age therefore ts purſue, And a 
Ard think, what a loving old Czlar can do. _ 
"3 ; A k ; n WW 
Auguſtus, Gloriana.. Aug 
| | Tle tea 
Aug. From golden weights, high cares; Imperial (tri Bind t! 
F dy of State, hi Monde of life, ; _ And dc 
To the green Palace of the peacefall Grove New a! 
To Gloriana's Bower; the Throne of Love, To ſee 
I come with all the violence of mind, (ſar (1 
The philters of Court-witchcraft tounbind : And co 
Thy heav'nly voice is ſure the nobleſt Spell, So tho! 
And thy eyes charms all Magick. elſe excell. Which 
Glox. Ye Authors of all (way, for what dark end Glo. 
To one fo frail did you ſuch-pow'r commend > Or thin 
He reels on ſuch exceſfive height, he ſtands Or that 
And drops his Scepter from his ſhaking hands. Or you 
Aug. No matter,.Gloriana, let it be, It this 3 
Dare y« 


-Who wou'd not leave a Diadem for thee ? 


Are not thy touches than all Scepters more> _. 
Thy lips approach'd, where 1s the taſt of pow'r ? 
Love is all tait, reliſh, and, vital good, 

Spirits it gives that ore life's channel brond, 
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And like Wine-ſparks dance through the brimming blood. 4 


Fach ſmile of thine drives from my age-a day, 
One balmy kiſs won'd take a year away; 

But oh the reſt wou'd give me Youth again, 
Like an old Snake wou'd cauſe me caſt my $kin, 
Sacken my (inues, make me (iiftly move, 

As Mercury deſcending from above, 

Boldly as Mars, and luſtily as Jove. 

Glor. Is this the man of ſuch renown in Wars, 
Firſt upon Earth, and numbred with the Stars? 
Wake from thy ſleep of death, dread Father, wake, 
Pompey ariſe, the rems of Empire take ; 

Down let this driver from his Throne be hurl'd, 
Or place me on the brow of the ſteep World, 
That Nations driv'n by me may thunder on, 
And at my nod millions of Swords be drawn, 
Brandiſh'd with flaſhing death by mighty men, 
And whenlT give the word be ſheath'd again. 

Aug. They ſhall, they ſball, ambitious lovely Maid! 
Tle teach thy gentle arms the Warriour's trade, 
Bind thy ſoft body faſt with bands of Steel, 

And double-darted death thy foes ſhall kill. 

New arts that ſhall the old in Arms 4urprize, 

To ſee thy Launce as fatal as thy eyes. 

Ceſar (hall guard thee all the day in fight, 

And compaſs thee about with lifted Shields, 

{ So thou vouchſafe to dreſs thoſe wounds at night 
Which he receiv'd for thee in fighting Fields. 

Glo. Much you depgnd upon Tyrannick pride, 

Or think this breaſt incapable of ſcorn, 

Or that I never heard you had a Bride, 

Or you forget I am of Pompey born; 

It this your guilty mind conlider'd, how 
Dare you approach me in my Brother's gore, 


Otff'ring 
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Off"ring worſe horrour with a brazen brow, 
When your hot Juſt the Siſter wou'd devour? 


. But 

Aug. Talk not of that high bloud from which you came, rr 
Nor how your Brothers wrongs your ſcorn enflame Spig 
Heav'n the young Pompey's honours did diſperle, © 
And now alone I (way the Univerte : | Whe 
Conſider this, and with the Time comply. _ 
Glo. I have conſider'd, and reſolve to dye. To 
Compleat your crimes, for what can I expect Such 
From rage which through the heart of Tully paſt, Who 
- Tully who did with God-like wit protect Was 

Thy curſed youth, to be betray'd at laſt. Abd 
Go on, thou black Utlurper ! ſtop more breath, "5 
Encreaſe thy purples, fill thy Throne with death; Fly, 
Still may new falſhood add to former guilt, To 
And the dear bloud of Roxee's beſt Sons be ſpilt ; And | 
And may thy cruelties alone do more, p* 
Than all the curs'd Triumvirate before. Look 
Aug. Hold, Princeſs, hold! provoke me not too far, Cloſe 
None ever ſaid thus much and liv'd; beware, Fixt 5 
Thouw'rt in my reach, no more my fetters ſhake, For in 
My rage yet {lecps, which Lion-like may wake. There 
My heart which as ſome ſtubborn fiery Steed, do 
Grew up unback'd, and did at random feed, _ Beaur 
When Love approach'd like you, did not diſdain "5 Ka 
So fair a Rider, yielding to the rein, : : | Like 
Now gently moves, except his freedom's barr'd; Thy h 
But if you Hur him much, and curb him hard, My ſo1 
Angry to be ſo indiſcreetly roge, , "% ſs 
He ſprings and bounds beneatiÞthe mounted God. Glo 
Glo. If thy low fawning Love I ſcorn'd before, jy" 
I now diſdain thy menac'd Fury more As hauy 
Death is the utmoſt that thy rage can do, Thou 
And that Ile ev'ry day provoke thee to. {2 Ch. 
Aug. Wilt thou? Ha ! dar'ſt thou?. ſharp provoking Fair ! Ple ope 
Once more let me intreat thee do. not dare, os 
Dare like a fooliſh Fly, whoſe vexing wings There, 


Urge the (low Flame to burn her as ſhe ſings. 
| Not 


Fair! 


Not 


Not as thy Slave before thee now Þ ſtand, | 
But as thy Lord, and one that will command ; 
AsIam Maſter of the World, 1'le be, 

Spight of thy ſcorn, the Maſter too of thee. 

Glo. Maſter oth' World! Indeed your Title's clear 
When you amongſt the Syriax Boys appear, 
Contending as for Triumphs all the day, 

To win their Nutts and Bounding-ſtones at play. 


Such Conqueſts with ſuch honourable pain 


Who but the Maſter of the World cou'd gain? 
Was it for this thou did(t all Nations quel], 


- And by thy Arms the noble Brutys fell? 


You the Earth's God? This your Ceſariar pride ? 
Fly, fly, thy ſhame from human knowledge hide 
To ſome By-path from all obſervance ſtray, 

And far from Roads, of Glory take your way. 

Aug. Now Rider Love |. my life on't down a' goes ; 
Look to't; I ay, thy trembling knees keep cloſe ; 
Cloſe to my fide like deſtiny now fit, 

Fixt in my heart-ſtrings firmly plant thy feet, 

For in my Teeth I've got th' ungrateful bit. 

There, there, with that laſt heave T threw him down, 
And now I thank my Stars my heart's my own. 
Beauty, thou once m*enlightner bright and kind, 
For ever ſet, Tle ſcourge thee from my mind C 
Like day, nor ſhalt thou-leave one ſtreak behind : 
Thy lips, thy tongue, thy eyes have now no charms ; 
My ſoul b' ambition wak'd to old alatms, 

Starts up and liſtens to the clanck of Arms. 

Glo. Without this circumſtance my death ordain. 

Aug. No, that wou'd be to put thee out of pain: 
As haughty Vertue's ſharpeſt puniſhment, 

Thou ſhalt hve till, but not live innocent. 

Glo. Not mnocent! I ſcorn thy impious breath, 
Ile ope' ten thouſand doors to let in death. 

Aug. Not one, I'le ſhut up all, and (et ſtrict guard, 
There's not a Wicket ſhall be left unbarr'd; _ 
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No chink throagh which kind Fate may draw thy thred, The 
Or Death with his leaſt finger touch thee dead. Tho 
Glo. Still rack thy cruel heart and curſed brain, In w 
Yet after all thy wiſh thou ſhalt not gain ; Or c 
Burſt with thy malice, for I will not hve, Roc! 
My life ſhall ſtarve that honour may ſurvive. Lock 
Zug. Nor that, for e're to mortow's Sun appear, Wak 
Thy Virgin-pride ſhall vaniſh into air. | Thou 
Staive, Gloriana, in a Monarch's bed! & 
By Heav'n thou ſhalt to ſurfeiting be fed. Who 
Glo. Still perjur'd, ſince it {hall not, cannot be £ Was 
- $o rich a purchaſe ſhou'd be reap'd by thee | Thou 
For though I ſhou'd conſent to. have ir fold, | Glow 
Thou couldſt not buy, thou art ſo wretched old. | Ce 
Arg. If bliſs anon wou'd not els fiercely flow, WW 1 was 
By a!] my hopes I wou'd enjoy thee now « But (| 
But more dehb'rate pleafure is decreed, & ; Fveh 
Ile come by Moon-light which my flame ſhall feed, d Gl 
Like Tarquin pale reſoly'd upon the deed, | How | 
O Gloriana ! e're the Lark has ſung No br 
Her morning Anthem, thou ſhalt fay I'm young 3 But tc 
Love through my life an equal pace has run, Noug| 
Swift near the Goal as where it firſt begun : Tis c« 
I keep my courſe like the old Lord of Day, 47) 
On my red cheeks the (ilver Treſles play, C And [ 
I ſhout and drive and never feel decay. Exit. I tracl. 
Glo. Ithank thee, Heav'n, that thou doſt mE ordain I ſoug 
For woes no other woman cou'd ſuſtain. You a 
V/oman! what man fuch Tempeſts cou'd outwear ? Glo. 
Yet like a rock both Sea and Winds T'le dare. Caf. 
| But (ut 
Enter Czlanio, driving in the Captaine:  Herlip 
Whar £ 
Ceſc So ſturdy, Sir, you that wou'd take my Sword ? So [we 
'Tis for you, there; now bear it to your Lord, Sparkli 


[_ The Captain falls. 
Ceſar come fortÞ, thou Female-god appear, | 
Not Planexs but Ceſario waits thee here, 


The 


—_ 


cots 


; You are 


The Court of Auguſtus/Cxſar, 
The Son of Julixs, and the wide World's heir 5 
Thou hear'ſt, but to approach me gdoſt nor dare. 
In what dark covert are thy Glones laid, 
Or do they ({leep beneath ſome Laurel ſhade? 
Rock'd on thy Miſtreſs lap, whoſe. knitting hands 
Lock up thy Captive cares in.downy bands. | 
Wake, wake, by Heav'n my wrath thou ſhalt not ſhun, 
Though thou beneath her Robes for. ſbelter run. 
Glo. What art that wander'ſt in this fatal Wood, 
Whoſe thirſty Sword ſeeks for Majeſtick blood ? 
Was it a borrow'd Title, or true name 
Thou didſt aſſume, whoſe eyes quick rouling flame, c 
Glows with Ambition, Pride, Revenge and Fame ? 
Ceſ. Ha! — what I was you heard me ſpeak but now; 
[ was I know not what, and am I know not how. 
But ſpeak and Ile conſider what to ſay, 
ve hunted hard and now my heart's at Bay. 
Glo. If you the Son of Divine Julzxs are, 
How aurſt you in Auguſt#s Court appear ? 
No breaſt but yours thc raſhneſs ever knew, 
But to approach him here, and ſingly too, 
Nought but diſtraQtion or deſpair would do. J:. 
'Tis certain death, | | 
Ce. That certain death is paſt, 
And [ upon the bleſſed ſhore am caſt : 
I track'd a Fiend I thought by Furies driv'n, 
I ſought for Hell, butſtumbled upon Heav'n. 


Glo. A woman. 

Ceſ. Angels fhou'd ſpeak true, 
But (ure ſo bright a flow'r on Earth ne're grew: 
Her lips, her cheeks muft more than Roſes be 3 


 Whar Stars her eyes, what moving Mafeſty 2 _ 


So (weet and ſo imperious too they move, - 
Sparkling with beauty, glitt'ring all with Loves . 
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"Enter Leander, | | 


T ea. Haſt, or the Emp'ror will evade the toil; 
He's almoſt out of ſight, haſt tothe ſpoil. 

Ceſ. Not Julia's ſuch when alt her gemms ſhe wears, 
Nor ſad Nearciſſa more adorn'd with tears ; 

Yield Beauties yield, or ſhun this dazling eye, 
Since thoſe that ſtay will ſoon her Viftims lye, | 
Like Autumn-leaves, turn yellow all and dye. 

Glo. Juſt Heav'n does ſure this God-like man provide, 

To bear me from the Tyrants luſt and pride. 
Beauty, if thou didft ever, aid'me now, 
That 1 may make this haughty gazer bow, 
This heavnly Youth 3 Oh force him to adore, 

To love me only, T'le ne're ask thee more. 

Ceſ. Why beats my heart as T had. poiſon ta'en? 
What meahs my burning breaſt and giddy brain? 
Swift thrilling cold-with panick terrour flies, 

And an unuſual thaw diflolves my eyes; 

If Love thou art, I will not take the wound, 
My Armour ſhall thy pointed darts confound; 
Tle draw 'em, if they cannot be withſtood, 
Though to the Feathers drinking in my blood 3 
Then ſhake 'em at her eyes with fix'd diſdain, 
And hurl 'em to thy Godhead back again. 


Enter Araſj PEs. 


Araſ. Your vengeance muſt another ſeaſon take. 


Ceſ. Love is low play, which Warriours ſhou'd forſake; 


Yet what a ſtir does this blind Gameſter make ? 
He makes my heart rebound about my breaſt, 
And laughs to ſee me tire, and cries no reſt ; 
From fide to ſide ſtrikes the tormented Fall, 
And wth each ſtroke he dints the very wall. 
Glo. If you in Fields have purchas'd high renown, 
Have. with perſiſting Vertue wonders done, 6 
And Wreaths rewards of toiling Valour won; 


Te fol] 
The (\ 

Glo. 
I doub 
Theref 
Know | 
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Now in a Princeſs quarrel lift your Sword, 
Fate never did a nobler cauſe afford. 
By all the mighty Battels you have fought, 
By all the Trophies you with bloud have bought, 
A Royal ſuff'ring Virgins wrongs redreſs, 
And kill the Giant vice that wou'd oppreſs 

Cz/. I meet the ſummons (wift, and ſnatch the joy, 
Kindling at death, and panting to deſtroy; | 
Another Sword like mine you! ne're imploy. 
War was my Miſtreſs, and I lov'd her long ; 
She lov'd my Muſick, ſhoutings were my Song; 
And claſhing Arms that ecchod through the Plain, 
Neighings of Horſes, groans of dying men; 
Notes which the Trump and hoarſer Drum affords, 
And dying ſounds riſing from falls of Swords. 
Command diſpatch, and bid your Lightning fly,” 
[le flaſh, Tle kill, Tle conquer in your eye, 
And after all here yield my breath and dye. 
O cou'd you love! 

Glo. Let Love be mention'd laft, 
But firſt to free me hence you ſhou'd forecaſt. 

Ceſ. By all my love you are already paſt : - 
You are, O Heav'n! wherever you wou'd be, 
And I am with you all o're extafie. 010 
High walls and Tow'rs are levelPd where you goz : 


You tread on pants, and ſighs about you blow, 

And hearts in their own bleedings round you! flow. 
Araf. It you wou'd bear her ſafe, haſt Sir away. 
Tea. The minate's critical and'wwll not ſtay. 

Ceſ. Move on, and. bravely let us'meet our dooms;. 
But give me warning e're-the Tyratifcomess)'' © -- 
Ile follow flowly, and while Love*is by; '! © 7 
The (wifteſt deaths and ruſhing fates defie. 

Glo. Jn all your atts fuch-God-like rhanners {ſine, 

I doubt not but your Parents axe Divines © © + 

Therefore to match you with a ſtock of fame; 

Know from a race: as high as yours T came; 7 
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Pompey the Great, and-fair Cornelia gave 
The lite which you ſo gen'routly wou'd fave. 
Ce. Ha! now I find'the cauſe Ine're cou'd love; 
Long, long aga-our:hearts were pair d above 3 
And my ambition joyn'd with deftiny, 
Oft times ſuggeſting # cou'd- never be, . 
That Cz2ſazrs Son who all.the World had aw'd, 


Shou'd wed beneath the daughter of a God. EXxenmt. 


ot — 


_— _— 


ACTI, IV. 
$ CE NF, The Palace of Marcellus. 
Marcellus with his Sword drawn againſt Julia. 


Mar. BY Heav'n I'le bear no-more, 'tis publick now, 
Diſgrace ſo bold is gaVdapon thy brow, 
That een old age, whole eyes are ſeldom clear, 
Dim with death's miſt, can read thy falſhood there: 
All Rome with thy proclaim'd diſhonour rings, 
Andev'ry Infant J#l;a's lewdnelſs (ings. 
What can thy crimes expe from my juſt rage? 
7ul. Death, let my bloud yaur violent wrath aflwage 3 
*Tis better we ſhou'd both for ever ſleep 
In calms, then wake in ſtorms, and always weep. 
Mar. Weep! It the Ocean from thy eyes were ſpilt, 
The Ocean cou'd not waſh away thy guilt. - 
| Nor think that when thy-Beauties ſhall be laid 
In Earth, thy peace is then, for ever made ; ' 
No, faithleſs Fair! ſti} ſhalt-thou haunted be, | 
Anda long row of pale Adult'rers ſee, 
And me at laſt purſuing them and thee. , | 
7al. Not haunting Furies there can rack me more, 


_ 


Than Jealouſics on earth that louder roar; 
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Though I ſhou'd make account for ev'ry thought, 
While falſe relations are by Traytors wrought, 
And you believe thoſe:moſt that moſt abuſe, 
'Twere vain for me my honourto excule. 
Mar. How well your pride an innocence can feign ? 
Excuſe your honour! That indeed's moſt yain ; 
Thy purpoſe vain as thy paſt aQtions foul, ; 
Vain all thy thoughts which with wild fancies roul, C 
And one immortal Vanity's thy ſoul. 
71, 1 cannot ſtay to hear your vain debate. 
Mar. Paſs not this way, 'tis guarded with thy fate. 
7ul. Strike then, and free me from a world of cares, 
Better dye once then always live in fears : 
Loud clamours all the day my peace moleſt, 
With perjur'd, falſe, I hate, renounce, deteſt ; 
Still am I wak'd by day, with theſe alarms: 
At night you ſtart, and throw me from your arms. 
Laſt night your head upon my breaſt repos d, 
Juſt as [weet balmy ſleep my eyes had clos'd, 
Hearing me figh, you cry'd aloud, By Heav'n 
Thoſe (ighs are to your dear lov'd Ovid givin; 
But I will conjure him' from Poxtws back, 
And his curs'd life by thouſand torments take. 
\ar.. O Julia, 1s there not a caule for this? 
Thou fayſt I rokythy days and nights of peace, 
Haſt thou not robb'd my life of all its blils? 
Heay'n witneſs what I am, and what have been ; 
What thou haſt done, how gloried in thy (in, 
How triumph'd in thy ills. woo 
7ul. What I have done | | 
Shall to no mortal, not to you be known: 
Mar. Tle know. 
7ul. Ye ſhall not. 
Mar. With this ſure I ſhall ; 
[1: open ev'ry vein and know thee all. 
7al. Strike ; ---- to thy vengeance ſummon all the lies 
Which falle T;berizs malice cou'd deviſe. 


F 
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' Mar. T'veſummon'd allhe told with loyal breath, 
And all thoſe truths doom thee to ſudden death. 

Jl. Why thendoſt thou not ſtrike, revenging Lord ! 

Behold my breaſt prepar'd to meet thy Sward; 
Thy cruel kindneſs thus it ſhall approve, 
Naked to Anger, as it was to Love. 

Why ſhrinks thy arm as if it fear'd to wound, 
And drops thy coward weapon to the ground ? 

Mar. i know thee falſe, yet have no power to harm 
Fierce paſſion ny arm'd vengeance does difarm : 
Beauty which through thy vice I coud not ſpy, 

Did like a dang'rous foe in Ambuſh lye. 

Here, 7alia, execute thy bloudy will, 

I know thy purpole is at laſt to kill: 

Be but thus kind, life freely I refign 5 

Thou'rt born to break all hearts, and muſt break mine. 

Jul. No, my Marcell/as, truſt me from this hour 
You ſhall be ever my Lord Conquerour 3 
Thou ever wert the dgareſt of mankind, 

But now my heart is to thy looks confin'd. 

By all our Loves you never were betray d, 
Henceforth be abſolute, my breaft invade, 
There like a gentle Monarch thou ſhalt ſway, 
And I with gentler mind thy Laws obey, 

Mar. Prove but thy heart as heav'nly as thy tongue, 
Be but thus good, and I had never wrong. 


Enter Czſario bloudy, leading Gloriana vcil'd, 
follow'd by Leander, Araſpes. 


Mar, My noble brother! what can friendſhip ſay 
Which from my arms abſented half a day ? 
Together ſtill in Battel we did ride, 
Nor cou'd united Troops the link divide ; 
Shall Peace diſ-joyn what was not broke by War, 
And Crowds in Courts do more then Armies there ? 
Ceſ. Now I ſhall try the friendſhip which you boalt ; 
It now not found, let it be ever loſt. 
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This Beauty with ſome bloud and. danger bought, 

( Great deeds for Beauty by young bloud are wrought ) 
] from the den of an old Beaſt of prey 

Snatch'd, while abroad he did for forage ſtray. 

By this he is return'd, and finds her gone; 

By this the Groves reſound, and Foreſts groan. 

May. Thus in' your cauſe advancing thus Tle face 
A band of Bloud-hound Furies in their chaſe. 

C2ſ. Firſt let us lodge where they ſhall never find, 
The Hart whoſe death thoſe Hunters have delign'd ; 
Then with Relays each to his ſtation go, ' ' 

And bravely fall apon the Savage foe : 
Our Bugle breath ſhall wind Recheats, and tell 
'Tis not the Deers, but the rouz'd Hunter's knell. 

Jul. While you that Vertue might not be undone 
Look'd fierce, methought my brows too catch'd a frown 
I burn'd and grew ambitious to be one. 

Whoe're ſhe be, as ſure/ſhe is moſtfair, 
For whom the ſounds of fame ſo buſfie are, 
I promiſe her a covert where ſhe ſhall, 

Safe asin clouds, look down'upon''enr all. 

Ceſ. O bounty which my blond: can never pay! 
I wou'd do all, yet IT muſt ſomething ſay 3 
What Hell-born envy, curs'd Infernal ſpight, 

So us'd to-darkneſs that it hates the light, 

Shall dare though filence ſhe with pain endures, 
Traduce x Vertue {o renown'd'as yours? 

By Heavn I (wear, and by this faithful Steel, 

So deep m Beautie's conqu'ring quarrel dy'd, 

[ (ſtand your Champion to your cauſe ally'd, C 
To darnn thoſe Slaves that have your fame bely'd, 


Enter Narcilla running. 


Nar. Fly, fly, you're loſt, the Empire's overthrown! 
Fly Planges, fly Sir, murder'd Cefar's Son | 
Not ſtir! By all my fears, moſt cruel Prince, 
Thou ſhalt not ſtay and dye, Ile drag: thee hence. 
F 2 
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The Captain whom your valour left for dead, 
Heard your diſcourſe, and has relation made. 

All's out, thou art betray'd, O Heav'n ! undone, 
What ſhall I ſay? thy name, thy birth is known 
Deſtruction gallops to thy murder Poſt, 

And Ceſar looks as if the World were loſt, 


Ceſ” Though driv'n by whirlwinds he ſhou'd roul like fire, 


I wou'd not from this Earth one inch retire; 
Let deſtiny about my death conſult, 
All thoughts of ſafety from my fide revolt, C 
Te ſtand him though he were a Thunderbok, 
Mar, Perhaps my pray'rs and low ſubmiſſions may 
Divert his wrath, or his revenge delay. 


Jul. With yours my mingled tears and fighs ſhall joyn, 


He may reſiſt yours, but he ſhall not mine. 

Nar. But if inflexibly he will deny, 
Together let us all reſolve to dye. 

Glo. Since this ſecures my honour, can I fear ? 
Not Martyrs with more joy their ſummons hear. 
Methinks I long in thoſe dark walks to tread, 
And wrap my fag about with honour'd Lead, 0 
Where all the Worthies of the Earth lye dead. 
Nor ſhall my Spirit in that pond'rous Caſe 
Be kept, but ſhoot as rays through Chryſtal paſs; 
Through doors of death, with Mountains pil'd on Rocks, 
With thouſand Bars, and with ten thouſand Locks, 
Like Lightning ſhe ſhall cut her ſacred way 
Through all, and riſe to everlaſting day. 

Nar. What Spirit's this more fierce than boldeſt men, 
That with ſuch hautineſs does life diſdain ? 

Ceſ. O death! thou ever dry bloud-thirſty Slave, - 
All! Hell-hound, all art thou reſolv'd to have ? 
But taſt my heart, 'tis Royal, rich and good, 
Each drop's more worth than Tuns of Vulgar blood. 
Cannot th' exhauſted ſhore for once ſuffice ? 
le make it up with Rivers from their eyes; 
Tears will not make him drunk, the Slave replies. 
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Glo. Can this be true, C £ſario, doſt thou droop? - 


Doſt thou at laſt beneath death's burden ſtoop? 
Is this the Hero, this the God-like man 
Whoſe rage the ſtout Jberians over-ran? 
That me redeem'd this day from rav'nous pow'r, 
And from the pounces of the Vulture tore ? 
Ceſ. OGloriana ! with confuſion I 
Contels 'tis now a dreadfull thing to dye :- 
Your fatal purpoſe does to pieces tear 
That courage which all dangers elſe can dare. 
O live, retire, and thoſe bleſt Beauties hide, 
Far from the reach of Czfar's cruel pride 
Then I ſhall eaſily death's yoke put on, 
And calm as thoſe that fallafſeep Iye down. 
Glo. Ceſario, No, unjuſtis thy requeſt, 
Why ſhou'd I wake when thouart gon toreſt? 
Ard ſince love thee, which T now may own, | 
The faſteſt ſecrets are by death undone, 
What will life ſignifie when thou art gone ? b; 
Grant that "(cape the Tyrant's rage, and fly 
To ſome ſtrange Land, and leaye you here to dye, 
Shall I ſurvive to blot thee from my mind ? 
Forget thee? Or to one leſs brave be kind 2? 
Is this thy wiſh? or wouldſt thou I ſhou'd live 
And thy eternal loſs for ever grieve ? 
Ce. Live, dye, be free, or yield your ſelf again, 
[ willno more of you, but Heav'n complain ;, 
Heav'n that can ſee ſuch Vertue indiſtrefls, - - 
And with exceeding power a Tyrant bleſs; - 
Heav'n that cou'd ſmile when nobleſt Romans fell, 
As if enormous cruclties were well ; 
Heav'n that allows this parricide a.name 
As great and good as the firſt Sons of Fame: 
Nar. Love ſparkles through her ſhade: 
His eyes to her, and hers to him are mov'd, 
She loves, ſhe loves and is again belov'd; ,.. 
She lighs and weeps, and rouls ber ſubtle eyes, 
And all the charms of knowing beauty trys: 


[ puts up her 


veil, Narciſſa 


_ obſerves her, 


She 
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' She looks as if her very'eyes wowd' ſpeak, 

Asif (ah wou'd it might) her heart wou'd break. 
But Ceſar comes, ſome other'time Tle take | 
To tell my wrongs, his life is now at ſtake. 


Enter Auguſtus, Captain, Agrippa, Mecznas, Guards. 


Capt. Hither I follow'd 'em with' cautious view. 
Aug. Mecenas, let him have the Talents due. . 
Lo where the Raviſher undaunted ſtands, 
As if encompaſs'd with-a' thouſand Bands 
Bold as Briarexs warring in' Hleav'ns Field, l 
When fifty flaming Swordshis arms did weild, 
And. fifty Shields expos'd' to thunder held. I 
O my Agrijpe! ſhou'd I view hintlong, 
I ſhou'd' forget, __ the mighty wrongs 
In that MajeRtick glance; and fiery ayre; '- 
Methinks our awfull Father does appear. 
Agr. Something leſs fierce his viſage does renew, l 
Such beams from beauteous Cleopatra flew, 
When ſighing Kings to #gypr's Court ſhe drew. ſ 
Cof: Yes, my renown'd extra&tionT declare, I 
I am by birth what you adopted are, 
The King of Kings, and the World's lawfull Heir. j 
Aug. Such you were nam'd by Arthony indeed)» 
But the great Ceſar otherwiſe decreed, 
Ceſ. What he intended who but Heav'n can tell ? 
Scarce ſeated from th' Imperial Throne he fel! : 
He ſtood on Atlas ſhoulders unaffraid 
Some minutes, and the trampled Globe ſurvey'd; 
Filld with vaſt buſineſs, and with thoughts profound, 
He had not leiſure for a proſpe@ round, 
For e're to Zgypt's Queen he could be juſt, 
That head which Stars encompaſs'd, kifs'd the duſt. 
Aug. Yet to make” void whatever you can ſay, 
And Taſh your boldeſt hopes that fly at ſway, 
By his laſt Will, which was to Roxrars ſhewy, 
I was ordain'd to mount and f1] his Throne, 


To ſcourge the World, and awe mankind alone, 
Ceſ. 1 no Imperial Herald am, to find 
The fource of pow'r, nor how its rivets winde; 
Yet this I know, your latter boaſt was yain, 
Ceſar had ne're adopted:you to reign, 
Had he known me, who from the womb was 
And firſt ſaw light when he bebeld it laſt. 
Ang. When canqu'ring Ceſar Tompey did purſue, 
And in his cauſe the Memphiaz Tyrant flew, 
He bought your Mothers loye with Zgypts Crown, 
And with her at a Kingdoms price Jay down. 
But having ſurfeited with Beauties joys, 
For Beauty much poſleſs'd extremely cloys, 
Scar'd with his ſhame he wak'd:to Warrs alarms, 
He left her pregnant, and he ruſh'd to Arms. , 
'Twas God-like, and he imitated Jove, Y 
Who with exceſſive thundring tir'd aboye, | 
Comes down for eaſe, enjoys a Nymph, and then 
Mounts dreadful and to thundring goes again. 


The Conrt of Auguſtus Czar, 39 


Ceſ. Talkſt thou of her baſely that fave me birth, 


The moſt illuſtrious Empreſs of the ear 
Whoſe ſmiles Kings did with-adprations crave? 
By Heav'n ſhe wou'd have ſcorn'd thee for her Slave: 
Name not thy humbler blond, nor let it be 
Compar'd to mine, no more than I to thee 5 
Who am to thee, nor will I me commend, 
A God all ore, and thou all o're a Fiend, . To 
Aug. You ſpeak, Ceſario, with as little dread,. 
As if you were at ſome vaſt Armnie's head ; 
Were it not that I rev'rence C2ſar's blood, 
Thus long you had not diſteſpeAful ſtood. 
Ceſ. O counterfeit ! O Crocodile of Pow's ! 
Not woman ee diſſembled thus before, 
Thou reverence Czſar's blood -——_ 
Thou who did(ſt never ought that's gen'rous do; 
Who never didſt _— a noble foe, 


Me wouldſt thou make believe thou canſt be kind? FW ReS 9 
Which 


Iknow th' hypocriſie, thy dev'liſh mind,. . 


i] e, . | 
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Which holds thy Angel-colours high to ſhew, 

But art all ruine, blood and Hell below. | 
Ang. Whoe're was thus provok'd and cou'd forbear ? 

Be witneſs all, himſelf he will not ſpare. 
Ceſ: No, Tyrant, no, T will in publick dye, 

And once at kaſt expuſe thy crueltyz 

The murders which thou hitherto haſt done 

Were acted cloſe, their Authors rarely knowng 

But I will periſh in the view of all, 

And to my laſt gaſp Tyrant, Tyrant call. ed 
Aug. Pardon me, Father, and juſt rage forgive, 

I offer life which he cannot receivc, . 

He's fo Heroick that he will not live.” 

'Tis his deſire, and for this one laſt hour 

I have decreed he ſhall be Emperour | 

His Majeſtie's reſolv'd you heard himſfay, 

Guards go and his Imperial will obey. , 
Cef. Let 'emcome on, 'tis ſport that I have try'd 

in hundred Battels, thouſand deaths defy'd, C [ draws. 

And now inall their horrours can deride. 


C As the Guards prepare to fall on, Marcellus draws. ) 


{ar. Reſtrain your fury, barb'rousmen! take heed, 
By Czſar he that goesnot back ſhall bleed. 

Aug. What now > Marcell 7 Darſt thou Traytor draw 
Thy Sword againſt thy Father ?. where's the awe, 

The Majeſty this face was want to-bear ? 

Mar. 'Twere Cowardice in ſuch a cauſe to fear : 
No, C2ſar, either grant my Friend his life, 
Or (ce me periſh in the noble ſtrife, 

Aug. Do, periſh, dye; 'is't'pofible that thou 
Shouldl(t call him Friend, who is thy Father's Foe ? 
He who thy only Rival 1s in power, 

Doſt thou not know he wou'd thy life devour ? 
Who Serpent-like does to thy boſom ſpring, 
And with warin foldings does about thee cling, 
Watching his time when he may ſhew his ſting. j 


1 


My Lio! 
But cot 

Aug, 
Kill him, 


lraws. 


Ce 


Czſ. This ſuch a baſenels is, © black a guilt, * 
As all the Seas of bloud which thou haſt ſpilt, -- 
With all thy clouds of Luſts can't parallel; 
Thou doſt in falſhood now thy ſelf excelz:- 
But ſhou'd Marce/xs harbour ſuch. a thought, 
I am to ſomething worſe than ruine brought. - 
Mar. Tax not my loyalty, you are too juſt 
The firmneſs of my Friendſhip to miſtruſt ; 
I am all yours, and you ſtand here as fair 
And faſt as e're you ſtood in ſhining War ; 
As I have ſeen you in bright Steel ſuſtain 
The ſhock of Troops that made aſſaults in vain. - 
Aug. Ungratefull wretch! unworthy of a Throne! 
By Heav'n I will adopt another Son: 
Canſt thou thy right to Kingdoms give away, 
Thy (elf and him who raig'd thee thus betray ? 
Forget what ſweating pains, what bloudy toils 
We bore, adorn'd our Arms with Nations ſpoils ; 
Yet with our utmoſt reach ſcarce graſp'd a Crown, 
Glory than Empire is much eaſfjer won : 
Empire's like Hgav'n, which who wou'd bravely win, 
Muſt Giant-like with high-affault begin; 
Heap Hills on Mountains, Proje&.add to Plot, 
Till huge foundation for the work be wrought : 
And as he climbs, at Stars that croſs him frown, 
And tear 'em faſt as petty Princes down. 
Thus through all oppoſition muſt he paſs 
Oe walls of Chryſtal, battlements of Braſs, 
Till Majeſty cries out, This, This alone 
Is he who Heavn becomes, and fits a Throne. 
Ceſ. Thou talkſt of cruelty, of bloud and toil, 
Yet having hunted me into the toy], 
My Lion rage with words far off you brave, 
But come not nigh for fear you find a Grave, 
Aug, Difarm Marce/xs, and C2ſaris llay 3 
Kill him, haſt, kill him without more delay. 


( Julia and Narcilla interpoſe and kneel. ) 
G 
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Jul. Hold, Father, ©. 
Ner. Hold, . 31:1 56 ne mn Þrgl 
Jul. Let me your virdth agtone. - |. 
Nar. O hear the Sifter-of your ONCE. tovid Son. 


ELORþCAS > or. 


Jol. Your daughter: hear.: 
Nar. As you are greatbe good. 1 SHOW Y 
Jul. And hear the voice of : your own crying blood. 
Aug. Treaſon! Confpwacy ! they have combin'd 
With knit difloyalty toabreak-my mind, 
To waſt my ſpirits, and«bo'/how my will ; 
Yet like an old tough Qak' Tle hokl. out {till : 
Spight of the ſighs that blow, and ſhowrs'that weep, 
My fout to Jeath ſhall ker vowr'd purpote keep. 
Speak, break your hearts, the:Gults'of grief He tire, 
Like hammer'd Anmile1'e more blows require, 
That at each ſtroke my eyes may ſcatter fire... 
Nar. By all the God-hkehonours'you have won, 
Jul. By all the Nations that! 'you tave undone, 
Nar. Stop here, the Teripeſtof your fury lay, 
Do not the Earth with laſtingrſtorms diſmay. 
7ul. Or to:your rouling Thumder give a check, 
Or let the cloud upon your daughter: break. -- 1: 
Ang.. Yes, Vipers! yes,byJapmerit thall! + 
Tle lighten, thunder, and confume' ye all. | 
Kill 'em, Guards, kill my Neece; my Daughter, Son 
'Tis plori tous death they feek, haſt, puſh'em on. 
Ha! Villains, ---- Traytors, dare ye thus' give back > 
My (elf in my own caule revenge. will take. 


[ Agrippa and Mecznas hold hin 


Though bloud's below an-Emperour to pill, 
tle firſt diſarm 'em, and then. you ſhall kil}. 


Is Strives to get fron Agrippas, | 
Thus an old Lion ſtruggles with his prey, 
Which when all torn'his flaming eyes ſurvey, | 
The Royal Savage ſorns the ealje prize, 
And calls his young ones for th with dreadfull cries; 


-[: They rome forward 


1: 02 'thear knees, 


He 
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He gathers round him all the cruel broad,  -! | 
Thus calls 'em on, and fleſhes 'em'in blood. 

[ Preaks from their arms, Gloriana unveils and meets hin." 

Glor. Auguſtus, hold; and C2ſar's'Son retire, 

Tis juſt that I for all ſhou'd once expite; - 
Ceſario but for me you ne're had known, 
Who ſav'd my life by hazarding his own. 


Becauf&C 2ſario has my honour freed, 


Your doom has ſentenc'd him and theſe to bleed : 
hich to avoid, and ſet all right again, 
tar, I yield to wear my former chain. | 
Ceſi Ah cruel Princeſs! what, what have you don ? 
And whither, wou'd you from Ceſario run ? 
All's loſt for which I thought life worth regard ; 
ou have your ſelf transferr'd that dear reward 
hich I with thouſand dangers wou'd have bought, 
You have your (elf my ſharpeſt torments wrought, 
Death I cou'd meet in its moſt hideous forms, 
n brazen Bulls, in racks, wheels, fires, andſtorms, 
ut cannot ſee, you his: ---- Here, Tyrant, take (renders his 
\ life that does 1ts own diſquiets make. . Sword. 
0 her vexation, terrour 'tis to thee, vi | 
but of all torments tis the worſt to me. Fi 
Ang. Itake thy Sword, and when I think it fit, 
hy foul her melancholly houſe ſhall quit. 
Glor. By all Heroick proofs of your high fame, 
When yours I ceaſe to be, F nothmg; am: .. 
onceal'd exalted projects fill my mind, 
had not elſe to Cefar thus reſighn'd 
hat is all yours, 
Ceſ. By Heav'n you are all his, 
Iready he is haſtning to'his bliſs.” 
ow to your (elf unkind, to me unjuft, 
hat wou'd to one ſo known-a Tyrant cats 6 
lee his eyes red with Triumphant Juſt. - 
ce him from your ſacred body.teap © 2; 
e (catter'd Robes #s your «iſheve]'th hair ;; 
| G 2 
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Nar. Hold. CHULS 357 | 
Jul. Let me your width: aetone. 'rr 
Nar. O hear the Sift&r-o —P ONCE. tov'd Son. 
Jul. Your daughltercheas.:- © v[. They come forward 
Nar. As you arogroaghe good. 11091 £1 .0n'their hates 
Jul. And hear the voice of your —_—_ blood. 
Ane. Treaſon! Confpuacy | they have combin'd 
With knit diſloyalty toakiteakmy mind, 
To waſt my ſpirits, andibo'/bow 'my will ; 
Yet like an old tough Gal Fle hoki. our ſtill: © - :: 
' Spight of the ſighs that blow; and fhowrs'that weep, 
My fout to Thallher vowed: purpole'keep. : 
Speak, break your hearts, the:Guits:of grief [He tire, 
Like hammer'dt Apwile:4te more blows require, 
That at each ſtroke my eyes may ſcatter fire. 
Nar. By all the God-likehonours:you! have won, 
Jul. By all the Nations tHat'you- have undone, ' 
Nay. Stop here; the Termpeſtof your fary tay, 
Do-not the Earth with laſtingyſtorms diſmay. 
7ut. Or toi your roufing/Thumder give a chegk,. 
Or let the cloud upon your: r: break. i, 
Ang. Yes, Vipers6' yes,by»Japmerit fhall! - 154 
rle lighten, thunder,” = tin yeall.' | 
Kill 'em, Guards, kill my Neece,' m5 Daughter, Sons 
'Tis plorious death they feek, baſk, puſh em on: | 
Ha! Villains, ---- Traytors, dare ye thus give back > 
My {elf in my own cauſe revenge: wilFtake. 
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[ Agrippa and Mecznas hold bies 


Though bloud's below an-Emperour to ſpill, 
Ile firſt diſarm 'em, and then, you ſhall kilt. 


: £ Srrives to get from Agrippa.. | 
Thus an old Lion ſtruggles with his prey, 
Which when all torn/his flaming eyes ſurvey, 
| The Royal Savage ſcorns the ealje prize, 
And calls his young ones forth with dreadfull cries; 


| 


—_—_— 


He gat! 
Thus c: 
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Pike himfrom your ſacred body.tear =; 
| the (catter'd Robes in your «i{heve]'t hair; 
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He gathers round him all the cruel broad, -! -' | 
Thus calls 'em on, and fleſhes 'emin blood. 


[ Preaks from their arms, Gloriana unveils and meets him.) 


Glor. Auguſtus, hd; and C2ſar's'Son retire, 
Tis juſt that I for all ſhou'd once expite; : 
Ceſario but for me you ne're had known, 

Who ſav'd my life by hazarding his own. 
Becauf®C2ſario has my honour freed, . , 

Your doom has ſentenc'd him and theſe to bleed :- 
Which to avoid, and ſet all right again, 


| (ſar, 1 yield to wear my former chain. 


Ceſ. Ah cruel Princeſs! what, what have you don > 
And whither wou'd you from Ceſario run ? | 
All's loſt for which I thought life worth regard ;- 


| You have yourſelf transferr'd that dear reward 


Which I with thouſand dangers wou'd have bought; 


| You have your (elf my ſharpeſt torments wrought, 


Death I cou'd meet in its moſt hideous forms, 
In brazen Bulls, in racks, wheels, fires, andſtorms, . 


But cannot. ſee, you his : ---- Here,.F yrant, take (renders his 
A life that does its own diſquiets make. . \- Sword. 


To her vexation, terrour 'tis to thee, 

But of all torments 'tis the worſt to me. TT 
arg I take thy Sword, and when I think it fit,. 

Thy foul her melancholly houſe ſhall quit. 

Glor. By all Heroick proofs of your high fame, 
When yours I ceaſe to be, F nothmg; am: -- - - 
Conceal'd exalted projects fill my mind, 

[ had not elſe to Cefar thus religh'd 
What is all yours, 
Ce. By Heav'n you are all his, 


Already he is haſtning to'his bliſs.”/ 


That wou'd to one ſo known-a Tyrant truſt; 


How to your (elf unkind, tome unjuft, 
Ile his eyes red with Triumphant Juſt. - C 


CG 2 I 
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I ſee his bloudy hand, TI hear his tongue. | 
Cry Yield, and now I ſee you thrown along ; 
Hands. tir'd, ſþeech loſt, no Rhet'rick now appears, 
But ſpeaking ſighs, and more perſwading tears : 
Now graſping thee my fancy. ſhews him nigher, 
Pale as thy cheeks, and ſhaking with delire, 

I ſee himon thy vanquiſh'd. honour tread, - 

I ſee the Rape, and with the ſight am dead. 


Aug. Death! ---- Ile endure no more, haſt, lead her lence; 


And Guards, upon your lives ſecure the Prince. 
How darſt thou gaze thus now thy doom is paſt ? 
Ceſ. Tle look my ſoul out. 
Ang. Do, this look's thy laſt. 
To rack thee more, thou ſhalt look once again, 
And paſs by Heav'n to Hell ;.'tis witty pain, 
And worthy of a King's revengeful brain. 
As obſcene Birds ſnatch. the remains of light, 
Riſe late in Summer-Eves, and ſet in Night ; 
So like a Bat thou ſhalt her eyes ſurvey, . 
Then in death's deepeſt darkneſs dive away. 


« ( He goes out, folow'd by Marcellus, Julia, Narciſla, who 
ſeem to intreat him; Guards ſtay.) 


Ceſ. O Gloriana ! 
Gloy. O Ceſaris ! 
Ceſ. Ceaſe; 
Let's ſeal our hps with everlaſting peace : 
Griefs fo unutterable who can ſpeak ? 
Ghr. Have we hearts ſtill ? 
. 'Cef. Grant Heav'n that mine may break. 
Ghor. Ceſario, we mult part. 
Ceſ. Gods ! ſhe's in haſt, 
Fhe time the Tyrant gave ſhe wiſhes paſt. 
 Glor. Ceſar'scommands will inſtantly be ſent, 
*Tis better to divide than to be rent. 
How much I love —— 
Cef. ThatI wou'd dying hear, 
And to the ſhades the ſweet expreſſions bear. 


ence; 


pho 


_&in 
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Glor. Why ſhou'd you wiſh what cannot be expreſt, 
But gueſs my flame by that which warms your breaſt? 
Love's magnitnde is harder to declare, | 
Than'tis to tell the bigneſs of a Star. N 
This I can ſay, if that can paſlion ſhew, 

With you I'd rather «0 a Cottage go, 

Than with Azgxi#xs live and wear a Crown; 
'Tis death to part, --— and yet I muſt be gone. 
This,though 4 know, I cannot but look back, 
And ſigh adieus, and thouſand farewells take. 
I linger after you, and wiſh your fight, 

Like Birds that languiſh for the morning light : 
Like Babes unkindly wean'd, that take no reſt, 
But bath'd in tears lye pining for the breaſt; 
I ſeek your heart, and when I find it gone, 

I weep and figh as I wou'd break my own. 

Cef. "Tis Love, tis.Love the great dear extaſie, 
And I with Raptures find you equal me. | 
O that ſuch Loves ſhou'd have ſo quick a doom! 
Like lives of Lilies, blaſted 1n their bloom : 

Yet we'] appear in this laſt minute ſtrong, 

And talk as if our joys fhou'd flouriſh long : 

We, like proteſting Swains, will plight our faith, 

And wiſh that when we break; our perjur'd breath . 
May ſtrait be ſtop'd by the cold hand of death. 

Glor. If not to death my paſſion I preſerve, 

And all the Love which you can give deſerve, 
Though from their ſeats the Rival Gods came down, 
And each ſhou'd wooe me with a Starry Crown; 
Though the fine Sun, or finer God of Love, 

Shou'd ſivear they priz'd me more than jays above 3 
Yet if to them in all the beams they wear, 

I did not thee in humble weeds prefer, 

May Lions bolting from the neareſt Wood, 

Quench their hot thirſt in Gloraexg's blood. 

Cefſ. If thou more fair then the red mornings dawn, 
Sweeter then Pearley dews that ſcent the lawn; 


Then 
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Then blue-ey'd Violets, or the damask Roſe, 
When in her hotteſt fragrancy ſhe-glows, 
And the cool Weſt her wafted odour blows ; 
It thou art not the darling of my ſoul, 
May Mountains big with-curſes on me roul; + - . 
Glor. On me may Lightnings fall, and Mildews ram, 
And may I dye at laſt of Mother's pain. 
Ceſ. May Jove ſhowr all his Thunders on my head, 
And may I be deſpis'd when I am dead ; 
Then a$T lye all pale upon the ground, 
May evy Virgin give my. breaſt'a wound ; 
May no &ye pity me, nor heart deplore 


That faithleſs wretch-who his firſt Love forſwore. Frennt. 


- Ofteic 
| Youo 
While 


i - > *bw eve 
SCE NE,.The Inperiel Chamber. 
| Auguſtus, Narciffi - | 


Ang. WH! {ball E never reſt:ti]] I am dead? 
© Nar. Fle-wake you in- your everlaſting bed; 

Ile baniſh ſilence from: your ears, your eyes | 
Aftright with forms of ghaftly-miferies: 
Yet hear ME. woo, | 

Ang. Thou ſhalt. be a Monareh's wife, 
Ask meno more to pave Coſar#0's life, 
A vagabond thouſhowld(t' difdain to own, 
I ſwear Tle match thee toa/Primce; be gone; £ 


Nar. A Prince ! what Prince; what King, what God can be 


Equal to him, to my Divinity ? 

He is a Prince, a King, a God-to:me; 

My heart's furſt, Jaſk; chief, deareſt, only joys - 
Can you hear this; yet:-purpoſt- w-deftroy? . 
O [ron heart ! | 


Aug. 


F 


by | eh Fe The Comrt of Auguſtus Ceſar, 


Ang. Yet you can make it rung 
Soft $0, be gone: by Heavy'n ſhe melts me down. 
 Nar. My milkie lines why did you grace, 
And flatter ſo while you did meembrace? C 
And ſwear this was the prettieſtcharming face : 
þ there no ſweetneſs left, no. grace to move ? 
Am TI grown old? have Iquite loſt your love? 
No kind remains? all promiles forgot ? | 
Ang.” They are, they are, and I will pay thee nought. 
Fm call'd to high affairs and nuſt not ſtay, 
Go to your Garden-huſwifry, away. 
Nar. 'Tis well indeed you can remember that; 
- Oft times as I on beds of Violets ſat, 
\. You on my knees plac'd your Majeſtick bead, 
While on your Crown my Infant-fingers plaid, . 
And all your Silver hairs1n order laid; 
And then-you (mil'd and promis'd,:nay you ſwore 
Whatever I cou 'd ask of bounteous pow'r, - | 
I ſhou'd be granted: This you needs muſt know, c 


| And Heavn that heard you ſure will angry grow, 
And will revenge, if you deny me now. 
Aug. Anguitys.cannot with Ceſario ſtand : 
Asking his life, thou doſt my death demand. 
Two C2/ars the rent World will ne're obey, 
As well two Rival Suns might drive the day, | 
Or Jove a partner brook in keav'nly ſway. 
Nar. Poor Prince, you wrong him; he an Emperour ! 
Alaſs he never meantto ſhare yout pow'rs, » 
* Spare but his life, and he with me ſhall dwell, 
In Groves which all your Palaces excell:; 
| Where Heav'nand Earth their choiceſt wealth beſtow, 
Where no ſuch weeds as Pride or Envy grow. 
We'll mock the arts of Courts, and harms of State, 
Where thoſe are higheſt that wade deep-in fate, 
Like Giants very cruel, very great. | 
Aug. Well, leave me, I'le conſider what to do, : 
Ceſario lives, and owes-his life to you. 


47 
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Nar. Live! ſhall he live! O Heav'ns ! pronounce it pla. 
Speak Let him live, diſtinaly once again, 
That I may dye upon the raviſh'd ſound, 
And with my laſt breath eccho, Live around. 
But you perhaps your myſtick mind unfold 
In Riddling terms, like Oracles of old ; 
And I unknowing innocenee may take 
Your purpoſe wrong, and ſome groſs errour make. | 
Dear dreadfull Sir, let me this grace receive, [ kneel, 
Shall he without equivocation live ? 


Exter Gloriana. 


Aug. Riſe, dear Narciſſa, riſe, haſt and retire, 
I yield, I grant whatever you require. 
Nar. This is my hated Rival, e'reI go 
Te watch and what ſhe adts with Ceſar know, 
Aug. Ambition's poiſon which the Spirits burn, 
And all the bloud to liquid Sulphur turn; 
The toil of War when aQGion makes us ſweat, 
Seorch'd with vur ſultry Arms redoubled heat; 
Plagues, Surfeits, Feavers, the great harms of Peace, 
ContraQed by exceſſive idleneſs, 
Are Dew-drops to the brands, the glowing fire 
You kindle here, and with your breath inſpire. 
Glor. My tears ſhall quench the flame. 
Aug. You may as well 
Put out the Sun, or quench the fires of Hell. 
I thought you ſct for ever, but you riſe 
| More glorious, more tormenting to my eyes. 
Glor. Of furious paſſion why ſhou'd you complain 
To me? Aml the author of your pain ? 
Or can I help what you ordain hall be ? 
You raiſe theſe ſtorms, and caſt 'em upon me. 
The works of Beauty, hke it ſelf, are fair; 


- - I beg for Peace, 'tis you that thunder War :' 


Like March Tyrannick rage black Tempeſts pours, 
But I like April am all Sun and ſhowrs. | 


el: 


Aug. 


And 
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'Tis true, continu'd ſtorms pipaicoatleſ!. 


e old Ocean I cannever reſt; 


About my head many State-Tempeſts 
And rapid troubles the rais'd billows wing: 
Yet Beautie's influence, like the Moon's below, 
Is cauſe of paſſions conſtant ebb. and flow. | 
But 'ris at'len eng by me reſolv'd, I will - 

q 


For the Wor] 


uiet, and my own, be ſtill : 


You like the Queen of Love, wafted in calms, 
Diſtilling cordial ſweets and — baimg, - - 


Shall lull my ſtormy cares, and rock my head, . 
On the ſoft pillows of thy ——— 


=_ Shall, then Ceſer:o live? 


He ſhall, he muſt, . 


Tis wo ders be thou butauſts. 
With kindneſs my unwearied love regard, 


And give my ſervices their due reward. 
Glor. Let him but live; and that reward ma 
Arg. Live | he-ſhall live beyond the da 


nay cons come. 


Conſent, yield, bow thy: beauties to my;will « — _— - 
Wouldſt thou have bloud 2. Thou-ſhalt Pakale Nations ſpills 
Orif t' oblige the World you'd breath beſtow, | 
Ceſario's life will be too Jittle 3 NO, - -- 
His immortality can-ne're- ſuffice, -.. 


| Speak but the word; the dead, the dead ſha} riſes - 


Heroes that dy'd a. thouſand; years age,.. _ - 
Shall burſt death's Ac tine Gates below, 


SNP 


; Though Pluto ſhou'd hima(ſelf the Porter ſtand, 
And lk amaz'd to light at,thy command. 
Glor. 'Tis fx that none pangath-anÞ 
Mingle with Pompey f 
We know C2ſarios, 
But 'tis Auguit ws 
Yet ſince Ceſario durſt attempt.{g.y 2Y 
Why let him lavg;;hutindþ IDgr 


the, Unyverlhs; - 


adi 1d 910: yd my 246m it biy d- 
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ray@r0ſrofhing fireams, 


5% I 
Aug. M 

| Rs A ay breath, and hovers © the! (teams; | 

I reel, my joy's ſo ſprighuly. fierce rehin'd, . 

Yes, Ma am, Love's the druakenels oil -mind': 

Men rais'd with Wino equal with/Monarchs no, 6-9 34\ 

But Kings are Gods whoh exta(fd by Love. 6 Ghv6d 4] 


Glor. With equal paſion I your rapeiites w_— 
With as fierce fires hoxteſd burnings meet ; 5 
Fierce as Thaleſtrie Mhtxindty for N63? 7. 7! 
But with (uch Arms as: erought's - 
Ile ruſh upon No wiitcatheavtn of Charms,” TETtn 
And make you buckle whew- Faure out of Arms: +1! 

Ang. O'thou art all the ſweernef of the earth, — + 
Thou mak'ſt me young, nay giv'it me'anew birth : 
And doſt ſuch Virgin-though jo weiveſtore, 1. 
As if I fie're had known bet 

EWS5; 21Þþ wards 22! 


- NarkiGa aee'c, amt ng t0h cc * 
po Sy Cor ayes of 'my hey i Wy, | 
and 13G 


Hotiour! fre 
role endif es ol ty Mark We bon 70h | !, ITO 1 

MA you arrive at'Helt; on 

Nor Glory which did once your md, WEETY 

Gild your atchievements, nor adorn your name: 

May ___ ou betnil'$-from the high. Helm of State,” 
em more vile thaftiever- ou were great. 

| "— This ſeed of fite; leftit EGreadabout, - 

I will diſcreetly i in-its growth patiout : | 

She ſhall a Pris ner =o take her away. 

Nav. Brad-me' Ae Sind not fay' 4 . 
To publiſh thy di | TT 
Tle pierce, Ile fi 
This ſeed of fire ſhall 

And fet the World on 
_ No, tO the-Veſtd 
Since you're ſo hot, tHe! 
While you have any been 
Fm will wy" = bom more 


cars. 


af 
Mir $7-210V1919 2 n 0 


Gln 3 


For ent 
Nar. 
Gnaſh y 
Joyn'd 1 
S0 may 
As once 
Caught | 
Kiſing L 
Ridictlo 
May thy 
Sill be 4 
Glor. 
[read ret 


F With ſtrc 


Leſt the 1 
Ang. | 
The lovel 


y = 
x 


— 


' | With ſtronger charms 'tis ju 


The Contt of AngaſtusCxfr. fi 

Glor. Though highly borh, yer educated low + - - 
Diſtance, degrees, iurf Sn the cannot know; 
She like a Shepherdeſs by Princes lov'd, 
þs dazl'd with the height to which ſhe's mov'd. 
Though bold to madneſs, pardon her for ime, 
Excuſe her ignorance and ſeave her free. 

Ner. At thy requeſt! diſdainfull as you are, 
Offending, falſe, and moſt deſtruftive Fair, 
Rather than with thy pray'rs I'e freedom buy, 
Dark as thy ſoul I will in dungeons 1ye. 

By philters, witclicraft, and Internal art, 
'Tis true that thou haſt ſtoln Cxſerio's heart : 
Thou like a cruel Fairy didſt convey 


That dear belov'd, that darling heart nay 


( weeping. 
And in its room a cold dead e lay. 
But I will be reveng'd, to: pieces: tear _ , 
Thoſe borrow'd eyes, afd that inchanted hair ; 
Pull off thy pride, diffobe thy go pow'r, 
And ſtrip'd of thoſe, ſhew:thee a Witch all o're. 

Aug. Away to ſome-dark ;yoom let her be had, 
For ether you and I, or ſhe is mad. 

Nar. Yes, go devour your ſelves with eager Juſt, 
Gnaſh with the pangs of paſſion, grind to dult ; 
Joyn'd with diſhonour 4 y.ane, 
So may ye to the bluſhing world be (hewn: 
As once the grim laſcivious-God of War, 
Caught by the jealous Husband's watchtull care, 
kiſing Love's melting Empreſs, was betray'd, 
Ridiculous to all high Rulers-made;, 
May thy Gold Scepter witheran her. hand, . - 
Still be a Slave, and ſtillehay.ſhe-command. 

Glor. Ceſar is mov'd, in his conſid rate eye 
[read remorſe, and weitinggaitons Y5 

L draw him on, 

Leſt the revenging:deed belek undone. ; .;/,;; 

Ang. No, Tle not go-toibed,; lax <6 We, AY.» 
The lovely poiſon whoſe fad iſiveets:xeftioyy 11 7 » 4 


Exit 


TTvS 


Neithz: 
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Neither in Bed or Throne Vle be her Slave, | 
That Neſt of pleaſute; but my-Honour's Grave: - 
Here like Pigmalion's Image will I ſtand, 

But never to be warm'id by any.hand. 


Glor. What ſudden horrout's this: that clouds your eyes, 


Like damps which from ſome wanlt's foul: bottany riſe ? 
Smoth'ring the chearfu}l lights that ſhorie e're while, 
K turns to mortal frowns your ev'ry {mile : | 
The breath of any.man can warm, or chill, 
But yours alone can make alive, 'or kill. 
Aug. Of late ſo coy, and now fo tarward: grown : 
The myſteries of Love] have 'not known, 
| Nor can I this dark Riddle's meaning gueſs; 
If.Fate be in't, let Fate-it {eIF- expreſs :. 
I feel vaſt appetite; yet dread teat; 
As if I ſaw that death were in'the meat. .. 
As half-ſtarv'd Fih that fear: the mortal Hook, 
Yet by the lovely Bait drawn in are ſtrook ; 


She hangs ſo-fair, ſo tempting to my eye, 
Let ruine wait; TH ablcrrboagh 


' $0-NG 


F'ow ſevere is fate to break « heart 
That never went a roving 3 

To torture it with endleſs ſmart, 
For too much conſtant loving < 

T bleed, I bleed, 1 melt away, 
I waſh my watry Pillow: . 

I walk the Woods alone all da 


And. wrap me round in Waltow.. 


Czſario folae, riſing pu from ſleep. 


Cef- The not endure'tz Hence from my fancy ruſh; 
Oc I to nought your frightfull air will cruſh: 
Methought Tſaw her in Avgvſftar bed, 
And after by my fide beheld. her dead. 


Idye.”. | Faennt. 


es. - 


The Court of [Auguſtus Crſar, 


Dye Gloriana, better thou ſhouldſt bleed, 
Than once conſent in thought to ſuch a deed. 


Enter Narcifla. 


© beauteous Virgin, daughter of the Spring, 

Who to my Winter doft refreſhings bring, 

Gl all in tears? Like the Celeſtial bow, 

Bending with cares and ſorrows that o reflow; "p 

Though bright yet Adrhy Co all appear, 

And on thy ev'ry Glory hangs a tear 7 
Ner. Alas I know not what I have to lay, 

Yet I methinks cou'd talk to'you all-day; 


Tell yo tl you u the mightine(sof Tyrant Love; 
w I cou'd from Courts with/you remove; 


Cora like the humble Lark:in my cold: Neſt, 


Abroad all night in froſty Meadows _ 
SI my vows to you-my Stay nught' bring, 
And ey'ry morning of fortow fing. - - 


Ceſ. O torment whic the genivous cannot b bearl... if 


Ceaſe thy lamented foty; to'deglare, 

Dolefull and ſweet as waking'Ni ghtingales, 

When they repeat in Graves their Tragick: Tales. 
Nar. Is it then writ inthe dark books _ 

That you the poor Narciſ/a nee ſhall love 2. 

That ſhe ſhall languiſly with'eternalpain; -:-.: 

And never, ——_ belov'd again?. 

O ſtay, I ſee denial in your eyes: 

Yet as when ſome belov'd Relation dyes, 


We to the perſon- whomhe Jovid moſt deaf) | 221 = 446 


With caution come, firſt uſher. doubt, then feat;:: « 
And with ſad preparation teach: the ears -; ©: - - 
$ to my trembling hears be cruel kind, 
And ſooth with ſoft delays my wounded mind. 
C2ſe 1 will for ever thus before thee Tand,.. 
Walk, fit, or live, or dye at-thy command. ode wil 
Nar. 'Tis Heav'a to be thus part of one poor have"! 
To gaze and talk ; alas, I ask no more. | 


TI 


y5 


And 
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And yet 4 — 

If you and me the Emp" rower won'd ſecure, 
Where you my company mult needs endure, 
In ſome cloſe friſon fora year ſo, \. 

I'd find ſuch thouſand ways-my love to ſhew, 
With thouſand pretty offices toferve,” 

uu you ſhou'd ſay at laſt, the does deſerve; — 


Nay tgh perhaps, and as weary lay F 


FRO "©... 


—_— , 


re your feet, with tears ny labour pa IV 
Ceſ. O arm lap ggadobo@dme arith dilain, *g? 
And o're thy heart a noble ga! + 
Think me, alas, unyotthy-to receive, - 
And the vaſt Preſent roſome orher give. | 
Near. Thereis no regfen-viry amen ri 
Yet to the yokeweal ſithmiſſive bow: | 
With equal feet Lbvetrbads on Ki andSwalns, 
Like death o're ev'ry nth he'caſts | 
wy” kes 1 -- Thronga ne in okay: _y 
ef Will you forgiyetheiT # 
Ae Rn 
a Yes, _ 3 the beaurewin Phieſklur fotemy aighe. 
In whom your ſoul ignobly does Uulight 5. 
For the-bleſt know, thongh ſhe morebeauteous be, 
In vertue ſhe comesſhort,far ſhoveaft- he: 
Vile as ſhe is, untruetoalther yows, ; 
Who now the al pramh. 24, ets te _ | 
Ceſ. O do not ſpot thy Vil 
With ſach untruths, for one 10 
She vile! ungentle cruel as you 
Take heedztake heed/rhowmotrin tr | 
And ſpeakyo more; leſt.yow be-urrderſtovd.- 
To have a'fpice of celine your blood.  -: 
Nar. If there be truth it/whatthe dying ſay, 
Who wou'd ſaſpeted with the livmgſtays  -- 
By Heav'n ſhe is ao Nldſt ag amarne,- 17-1 » + 


r9.yvy 


And Ceſer wholly does ter foul fbdaor! + 
To bam(hmert fhegaiid &mxenced bead, rs 236 
And "_ this night in 


knpailbcd. - 


443 


; 


The.) | 


—— 


Caf. 
Thoug 
Thoug 
Tle rot 
Furies 
Falſe, 
And y 
Cruel 


Let me to Death, and you to War rem 
| You cannot be too rude in Armayg- 
. Since cruelty is there like fame profeſs 


The Cort of Auguſtus 'Ceſar. 


Ty 


Ceſi Never ſuch thund'ring, {ball Fe Vvepgeance make, | 
Notet ſhe were charaifl 7 eg hou no lumber take, 
Though ſhe were ſleep, mn Þ were ihe death yet the ſhon'd 


[le rouze her with the noiſe of all my: WLORgS3 
Furies ſhall calkhex with eternal ik 

Falſe, falſe, forſlworn: — But I unjuſt appear, 
And you more cruel; than the Lv le wh 


Cruel to add to ſuch a maſs of BS. -* £ 
e 


And I unjuſt to give your. wor 


C wake. 


Nor. How | think me guilty ata Lyel Orin 


Have I liv'd thusl- Yet. may. you be fargiy'n 5; 
[am unfit to live, and you ta la ve, by - 


Like Love in Courts, it raves ike iy break © 

Nor ſball I need, your Kal 49 make a; wo 
This Jaſt ankingaed ME-16 the. _ d: 
Oall ye vows of p XY l, £4 
Return and Jet.ms hic ? OT iv: 


7 Cef. F canons 
y grief "ALY 
La rhoneyech Wark, wh 
That now adorn'd thy cheeks, 
What fatal Purple's mm that 


3 L900. 
wh ochre | 


Ae lip? 


bows! WW 1 lo 1A 1 


Nar. I'm adding -one a yn yrs valheapy - 


Thy love, thy love, put 90 Cejar's w_ 
The poor accus'd Nyrciſ/aq has yndongs-! 
Methinks you are not now ſo lavely. quite, 
Or elſe 'tis death that darkens thus Es: : 
ſoo to believe ! — 'twas fo unkind = 
ere wanted only that-to hreak.m | "ol 
Ce. Believe}, Ii{wear Ido, LEY 
And but for thee [ will hereafter lj 


Te tear that cruel Sorcereſs from 

And plant thee there of. ——_—_— TM 'd: 
© donot dye and. leave poaregs man. "pg 
Toad wallihs curſes of -maykinds; 


x6 - GLORIAN<, wy 


Whole carth h:-4 arm it (elf agajnft my head, 
And all the damifd'torment me when'T- dead.” 

» Naw Ah Toft repoſe, how ſweetly now reſt, 
Avi#-your boſome were with Roſes drelſt : 
Wou'd you have been thus Kind if I had liv'd? 

Ceſ. Witneſs ——— 

r. Nay now Tow ſhall not be believ'd: 
O Gloriens, bleſt above wometi; how 
Didſt thou this heart to thy: e beanty bow? 11: Ts 
I over-hearUhet with the Emperour,: -_ Go! DL 
'Tis dying truth; ſheJoves*you'leſs than: power: © Þ 4. L0H 


But I above the World, or GREY BRIE 55 2941 03.008 Wer. 


To which I haſt — oy 5 Ik pa 7 WE \ 
Give me thy love; — | L 20111: 1 


Ceſ. My reg //1) 14 Ya 


Which thus i id ha eww Ee _ gr od, 
Breathe with my-bt6a ng ft 1 05:0 0 
yy 3:11) , 4 ans 


Nar. The mi Per M #8evih 
Had you ſuch words ramind wo Nemob ne tf l ix - i, mY 1 112194 


I dye like thoſe ox ſarfeit! wh pal 
They'd faſtned life) buttiouw 66 Yullu to) peak. 
For what can hold 

Ceſ. Take my 00g 

But how, no Inſtrutiien 
Heart, canſt not break like heds! yd — how Lak the went; 
But mine'stoo-big; andmuſt with fate be refs Of 
Torn from my priſon- -houſe: why ſo it-ſhall,- 
Tle ruſh and leave my brains 617 yonder wall. 
Dye! 'tis moſt fit ; yet e're the deed be wrought, 
Shall not the blood of Pompey know her fault? 


6 rnprrtn 


Yes, Gloriana, yes, thou' murd'ring Fair,” — | 4r2fizd 01 1% 


Tle hollow death and' vengearce-in thy ear ;/ | £ D204 S100 
Rouze thee from Glotie's-prave with potent bh” A Wy 
Charm'd like a naked compeſt'd t to "iſs. - 391i! . air 


I'> " 

© Enter Marcellus. 40 4121 32: 4 1.13% aa 

Max. Ibri chbs kldp tie Hveive, ps Of, U Q 
ro News for thy ky ms He ie dry, dye.\- 209% 
Mar. 


 TheC oart of Auguſtus Czar, «x7 


Mar. My Siſter dead] 
Ceſc She parted from life's Tree 
Hard like Green-fruit,-and ſhe was pluck'd by me, 


'Why doſt thou bend her? life thou canſtnot mold ; 


She is like Alablaſter, fair but cold. | 


© Mar. O barb'rous Friend |—-Friend! Tithe name diſown, 


But 'tis thy blood that muſt her loſs attone ; 
Thy own curs'd tongue which did her murder boaſt, 
Has ſentenc'd thee to death ; = for ever loft, 
Dye, Royal wretch. w=—— 
Ceſs What does thy arm arreſt ? 


| Thave no Sword, and proffer thee my breaſt: 


Why doſt thou turn thy melting eyes away ? 
I am in haſt for,death, and cannot ſtay. | 
Mar. Thou art not yet ſo black but my quick ſight, 


Through all thy ſhades can ſpy ſome ſtreaks of light ; 


Though bloudy, thou art valiant, and Iſcotn' 
To give baſe death to one ſo Nobly born : 


Thou ſhalt in equal Duel periſh, 


Ceſ- No, Ofr Solder)! p 
Thou wert my Friend, and can{tnot bemy Foe- 
Tis true, thy Siſter dy'd for love: of me; | 
Can mortals help what Heav'n ſets down'ſhall be? 
Am I in fault? To thee I muſt be ſoz 
Then right thee here; 'twill-prove a welcome blow. 


Enter-Julia. » 
Jul. <C2eſario, hive! what means my fatal Lord? 


&t poſſible that you can draw your Sword 
Againſt your Friend, that Friend whoſe life of late 


' Our pray'rs redeem'd from near approaching fate? 


Mar. Look there, and blattie the vengeance I ſhon'd give 
Is this a Friend ? does he deſerve to live? * 


| The horrid ceme which he has done: periiſe; |: ; 
And then the juſkticeiof ty rfge exoulÞ; >; [> 1/12 1.1 


Ceſ. Something jmthis)aft+ treatment ſheivs:thee baſt; 
Thou call my crime;\"what my tmxsfortune was "\% 


TY I Should 
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Should I ib us'd thee thus, who wert to:me- * 

A thouſand times more dear thenlife-obuldibe)> 
Jul, How e'ze urifortmmate, was a\dread der 

At ſuch a fightin Fathers xyes will bleed : 

Yet, Oh Marce//xs ! ſpare C2ſarvo's ite, v'1) ' 1! 

'Tis dne'to Friendſhip, and jour woeping —_ | 

Sorrow ſo noble paintstus manly 

That to thefheavtÞ an with pity ſtrook. 

Let his life's former ads this:once perlwade,. 

For faults perhaps which his il] fortune-made..:- . 
Mar. 'Tis in the clouds whavere:itbe, ancþ wg 

But my heart ſays, by'/me'he zarmor: aye; - 

But fly, be gone to fome-/far:deſgn; where. 

Thou maiſt with ſafety live; thon:canftnat here, 


-Y 


For hong ReNg rheey/Coſar will nor (pare.;; Ii! 


ul. Go; go; Caſeniaotiy In 
And fly from We erecysrn 


{t annfortunare. 


Cef. Wretch that E am; and tefrour to the Earth ! 


Where, where is now th' advantage of my birth, _ - 
But to be highly miſerable? no, 
Marcell zz, yet thexe3 fomething) keft todoi;' 
Bring me, before we part wy where /| 
I may to Gloriand's guilt appe = | 
By Heav'n nor ſhe nor Ceſar ſhall be harm d, 
For I will gown but forrow arm'd : | 
By all remembrance of our Friendſhips paſt, 
Grant me this one requelt, for 'tismy laſt. 

Mar. 1 will do this; go not that way, my eyes 
Grow fick, and douds of death before me- riſe. 


Exennt. 


SCEN E;, bf be Emperones Bed: Chanber. | 
| Gloriana fits -s 3s: : white nth. 4 Dagger in | 


and, Tapers, & ; 
Glor. He dyes, this nk of the earth! hu down z 
That brow that aw'd the World with eviry np | 
This night ſhall -bearits/terronrs tothe Grave, © 


There Great Angſt hall hiszEmpie have---/ 


For one 


Ceſ. 


irh. 


Whey 


The Conrt of Ages Cafar, 


When he is dead; Marceau mult aſcend, 


And to high ſafety! call hisnoble;Friend.; 

To ſave my honour, and Cefervo:t2o, 

What more can Gloriana wilh toido? 

O Love! how maſculine are all my-fares? 
With what dread thoughts:the God ary breaſt inffures, on 
When like a Lion all conipos'd.to-reft,. | .. 
The Tyrant leans upon. my! Vizgin-breaſt, .. 

In golden dreams expeding boundleſs blu; 

Ile rock him faſt, for ever taſt- with this... 

But heark, he comes, Lmaſtmyarm prepare, 
[le to the Bed and wait tis camang theres; ; 


Cxſario enters, goerto the Bed, drums the Curtain, and 
gazes.on her « ſhe riſe amas d. 


Glor. Who's this? am-JLawake; or do Ice? 

Czſario here indeed, canithis he he? . .. 
If thou be C2ſar's Son that did, adore 
The bloud of Pompey, ſpeak, or love no more. 

Ceſ. Love no more. ; | 

Glor. Why doſt thou thugs with frightfull action gaze? 
Or art thou but the Ghoſt of bim! that was? 

Ceſc The Ghoſt of him that was, 

* Gloy. Such by thy ſtedfaſt eyes thou wou'd(t appear, 
Thy dread rephes unuſual horrour bear, 

Yet ſure that form; my ſoul can never fear. 

Who was thy murd'rer, if thou murder'd be? 

By Ceſar (lain, or wert thou kill'd by the —— 

Ceſ. Kill'd by thee. 

Glor, Ceaſe, horrid eccho, ceaſe, .and:tell at large, 
What doſt thou ſeek, whadis it thou wou'dſt charge ? 
Some dreadfull buſi neſs drives.thy, ſtormy mind, 

In Gloriana's breaſt a Haven find. |, 
Art thou diſtracted with.thy mighty grief ? 
Or wou'dſt thqu gain-from! wretched me relief? . 

Ceſ. I came to ſeek 'fow painited: yertyd oa 25,9, 
For one exceeding falſe, exdgcging fair 5. | 
I 2 


)9 


" for 
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For one whoſe _ ſhone like a'Silver cloud, 
But did a heart compos'd of Thunderſhrowd ;' 
For one more weeping than the face of Nil, 
Whoſe liquid Chryſtal hides the Crocodile 3 

For one who like a God ffom Heav'n did pour 
Rich rain, but luſt'was in the golden ſhowr ; 
For one who like Pandore'beauteotls' flew, : 

But a long train of curſes with her/drew; 

For one who like a Rock of Ditmonts ſtood, 
But hemm'd with death, and univerſal flood. 


| Glor. Did I not know'you of the Nobleft frame, 


I muſt confeſs you might'the manner blame + 
Appearance wou'd ſome jealous troubles raiſe, 
ReſpeR the time,-the poſture, and ws ny" : 
But truſt me and retires? + 

Ceſc Still worſe; — Retire, 
And leave thee here toxoul in mou Grey © foo 
Like a fair Glutton gorging vaſt * difite! ' 15: /t 
O Appetite of Angels! fack with with'awe ” f 
Thou did(t appear: when ft llydora 7; ew 
Glory came down, and Beauty hover'd there;: 
But feeritig '26%he bofrjevh the Airy? 0: 
Air not more wiſh'd, hor eaſier had than thou; 
Air which the Gods to men arid brutes-allow. 

Glor.. Have I deſerv'd this? but you thay go on, * 
wy faith will better by your guile' ber ſhewn. 

(ef "Tis true, the dreſs 'of innecenice you have, 

You Jook as you were going t&'a Grave; 
Prepar'd to crumblke into Rofie duſt, '' - ' 
To meet a Tomb, and not the Bed of luſt: 
Such Heav ns in your face al dlean _ Irhite; 
Like Goddeflts in fleſh;/ſo clear't& 
But 'tis not fit I tel} what's od d"withidy. 
How full thy boſome is of fouleſt fin.» 

Glor. Speak, for I am prepar'd the worſt to hear. 

Ceſ. O ſuch atheartithou haſt that'lo esthere, 
It all things deadly -atidperverfedoey will ;' ' (>: - 
So] In bright Palaces black' T yrawis Kilts .5::£. nw 


So mortal damps are hid in golden Mines, 
And deprav'd ſpirits lurk in Sacred ſhrines. 

Glor. Have you done yet? 
 » Cef. The ills that thou haſt done, 

Will like the Steeds of Night for ever run, 
Faries ſtill laſhing on; — for thee, ingrate, 

I was the cauſe of dead Narciſ/as fate. + 

Glor. O Heavns ! 

Ceſc *Twas love of thee that urg'd her doom ; 
Thou thoughtſt thy perjury ſhou'd never come 
To theſe deuded ears, but 'twas from her 
I learnt how excellently falſe you were: 

But I fond fool wou'd not believe, till ſhe 
By death confirm'd thy matchleſs treachery. 

Glor. I ſeem'd indeed with C2ſzr to conſent, 
But 'twas to give him fatal puniſhment ; : 
Toend his Tyrannies with one great blow, 
Which all your rage in vain eflay'd to doe. 
For this I leant on the Imperial Bed, 

Deeply reſolv'd with this to ſtrike him dead ; 
For this I urg'd you to retire at firſt, | 
Tis true, or may I be for ever cursd. 

Ceſ. I know, I know you cannot want excuſe, 
The fair are ſtill moſt witty in abuſe; 

But I am arm'd, with demonſtration arm'd, 


And will no more with Beautie's wounds be harm's : 


Did not the dying ſpeak it? perfect proof; 

I heard, I've ſeen, by Heav'n there is enough: 
I will be deaf as winds when Sea-men pray, 
And ſweep as furious and as (wift as they. 

Glor. Yet cruel turn. 

Ceſ. By all the Gods Tle not, 
 Jamreſolv'd, and will no more be caught : 
 Thusturning from thee, thus I loſe the ſight 

. Of all I ever lov'd; Fle take my flight 
Beyond the Scythiar hilk, where horrid care 
With'her cold ſighs chills all the neighb'ring a'r; 
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Freezes life's heat, and: binds the: (prungin 
Where mirth and joy.are-words not unde | 
Where thouſand ſorrows ſhoot along the glades, 


And melancholy fits in mighty ſhades ;.. | | Sil 


Thither I'le fly, and darker all the;place, ; +17 >! 
And with new clouds the: (6lemrimonraers grace; 
With flouds of tears Ile wafh the: ſtains.of Lave, : '.. - 
And riſe all Ceſar to the Thrones above. ' - -: '! 
Glor. Be gone; to death; to death Ceſario fly, 
Or if you fear, Fleteach: you:how:todye:; ': ©: 
Ile be your guide in:your-dark;courſe; and ſhew 
The way to Heav'n, whnch-fure you do not know: 
le imp your pennons, when. they flag with guilt, 
And reſt you on ſome clouds:embroider'd' quilt: 
Chide your ſuſpictons-as you weeping fit, -' _. 
Yet pardon all the faults you: did commit: | 
Thou wilt believe metrue' when I: am dead; 
And death will free me from the Tyrant's bed : 
”_ _ ga the an | ray make, 
el ompey dying for thy ſake. | 
Ceſ. Hold, ex Kncap Eries:midring Fair ! 
Thus, is it thus thou wou'dſt thy honour clear ? 
Each drop that falls will to an Ocean\{well, 
To ſwallow me; ( who can the horrour tell! ) 
I drown, I'm ſunk beneath the depths of Hell. 
But Ile not ſpeak to thee, my breath's (© foul, 
That ev'ry poiſonous word will blaſt thy ſoul. 
Glor. Ah cruel kind! I can but loſe thee now, 
And death's leſs dreadfull then thy angry brow 3 
The dreadfull Scene was ſo ſeverely wrought, 
Except I dyd, I muſt be guilty thought : 
But Ile no more the crime of fate upbraid, 


Wipe thy bath'd eyes, and raiſe thy droopiug head, 
Alas, we were not for each other made. 

Ceſ. Night ! everlaſting Night! — Oh! - 

Glor. Do not grieve; — a 
With my laſt byeatli/pardon and love receive. 
Support me : ——» 
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Ceſc Firmer then old: las ſtands, 
And prop a Richer Heav'n with Mortal hands. 


Gler. Take me ſecur'd from paſt andfuture harms, 


Bow'd to thy neck, and ſinking in thy arms: 
' I go the long dark way, —— 

Ceſ. Not yet. 

Glr. Farewell. 

Ceſ. Back, thou departing life, back to thy Cell, 
Her heart in Heav'n thou canſt not ſweeter dwell ; 
Move the ſtill pulſe, and thaw each frozen vein; }.. 
Return, I ay, Tle force'thee back again 3 
Catch the bare ſoul juſt plunging into bliſs, 

And give it back with this faſt deathle(s kiſs. 


Enter Auguſtus 3 his Night-gown. 


Ang. Thus when the Royal.,Eagle ſtoops to pair, 
With delib'rate wing he'beats oP ; m_ 
Views all the Queens of his Heroick Race, - 

To judge whole eyes deſerve Imperial grace ; 
But having choſe aloft his: Empref, bears 

To kiſs Jove's feet, and know her kindred Stars : 
$0 ſhall my Miſtreſs fit enthron'd above, 

Firſt ſhare my Glory, and then taſt my Love. - 

Ha! who art thou? my Rival arm'd ! who waits? 
(eſar's betray'd. —— | 


Enter Mecxnas agd Guards. 


Ceſe Call the op fates, 
With all the Forces of the fighting Earth, 
forI would periſh as becomes my birth. 
Ang. How cam'ſt thou here ? | 
Cef. T will not tell thee how, 
Should the Gods ask, I have not leiſure now: 
But more to blow thy hate, and on diſdain 
Pile burning Rage, behold thy Miſtreſs ſlain: 
Now give me death, — 
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And let meſet in Glory-as I'rofe.,”' | '1- 7 


Aug. Death ! thou haſt nothing nam'd, 
Thou ſhalt be rack'd an Age, and then be damn'd. 
Oh Gloriana, bright unhappy Fair ! 
But ſhall revenge be wanting to diſpair ?. 


Kill him, he dies though C: ſer ſhould come down, i on ov! 


And for his life with ſacred ſighs attone. \\) 
Ceſ. T thank thee, mighty Rival: — 42"; 
Yet e're my Ghoſt puts on her Atery ſhroud, 
Behold I kneel, who ne're to man yet bow'd, 
And beg that when the fatal'fires convey'd, 
By which this body muſt:be'Afhes made, + 
Some of my duſt, as a more gen'rous doom, - 
May be inclos'd in Gloriana's Tomb. ' 
Aug. Thou crav'ſt thoſe honours that my envy moye, 
Yet I'le be juſt to Glory as to Love; 
Thou ſhalt not vainly kneel, I will comply 
With your deſires, Ceſar!o riſe and dye... ' ++ 
Ceſ: This at of vertue;'though (© lately ſhewn; 
Will in oblivion all your vices drown': TCO 
Now Guards your miglity Maſter's will obey, 
Aim at my heart Joſe Founes weapons'layz - 
With all your Spears my'body thus-encloſe;” .- - 


3 ; 


And though I turn me from the bidden deed, 
Yet for the Empires ſafety he mult bleed. 


Fight. 


Aug. The fate he cltims my juſtice has decreed, : 


Ceſc. Thus fell my Father, thus encompaſs'd round, 
And bore beneath him Glory tothe ground ; | 
With the remains of life 1He drag me on, + 


And at thy knees for ever ſay'me-down. 


Oh happineſs! Oh pleaſure in death's pangs! - /- 
My hovering ſoul ore thy lov'd ſweetneſs bangs : 
Ile graſp her all, and Love ſhall Jaſt be mine ; - 
Give me but this, Ceſ7x, the world:is thine: + (des. 


% 
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Enter Agrippa. 


Agr. Heav'n! Ceſar, Guard! 
Ang. Oh my Agrippa, lee, 
Behold the malice of my deſtiny ; 
Terrible death which I ſo often brav'd, 
With this laſt vizard has the Victor ſcar'd. 
Agr. Yet by the fall of Love Empire's acquir'd, 
Since with your Miſtreſs Ceſar's Son expir'd. \ 


Mec. Thus when th' immortals take, they greatly give, 
_ And bribe your big affronted heart to liye. | 
Ang. But all Earth's Kingdoms cannot equal weigh, 


With the vaſt ſums Love in the Scale did lay : 
Thus the great Governours retuzn me Braſs 


. For Gold; and for my Diamonds, barter Glaſs. 
+ By this time I had been in bed in Heav'n, 


And o're their heads with tow'ring pleaſures driv'n. 
Enter Tiberius. 


Tib. Yet fortifie your mind, dread Sir, and hear 
What none but I durſt offer to your ear, 

Fate by Narciſ/a's loſs more ſpite has ſhewn, 
And ſudden death has robb'd you of a Son. 

Ang. Ha ! 

Tib. Marcellus ſtay'd by Julia from the ground, 
Sunk in-her arms, and dy'd without awound : -. 
Stretch'd on his limbs the Princefs lies all pale, 

And ſoon will-periſh except you prevail. 
Zgr. We mult ſubmit to the Divine commands. 
Ang. No, Ile not take a blow more at their hands: 


- Raiſeme a Fun'ral Pile, and round me mourn, 
*  For'tis refolv'd like Hercules 1 le burn. 


Grief morta] as his poiſon'd ſhirt ſticks faſt, 
And now I wiſh that my laſt hour were paſt; 
That my immortal honours were begun, 


ble dye, Ile ſet this Ev'ning with the Sun. 
K 
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Summon the Earth, wrong'd Livia's Son proclaim 
My C2far, and to Heav'n reſound his name. 
Tib. For me twere vanity to make reply, 
Yet in Augui7#s quarrel I dare dye; | 
And almoſt wiſh the World might once rebel, 
ThatI might reap the fame your Foes to quel}: * 
But you already awe the Nations'ronnd, 
And at your nod bow'd Scepters touch the ground. 
Anxg. Small are the thanks I owe the Pow'rs above 
For all the Nations that beneath me move: 
As ſevere Maſters ply their early charge, 
Yet their vex'd ſpirits ar ſet times enlarge, 
Some few ſhott airy joys in Fields to find, 
And for worſe hardſhip bait the wearied mind ; 
So Heav'n abroad with Conqueſt crowns my Wars, 
But wracks my ſpirit with domeſtick jars. 


The End of the Play. 


TQ TE 0 


| Court of Auguſtus Cxfar. 
 Spokenby Mr. Hayjes. | 


Our Servant, Gentlemen :\'tis a lang time. "| \\ 
Since I had th' honow' to ronverſe with you'-in Rhime 3 
They told me at t' other Houſe y' had left wo quite, Þ.; |. 
And I was going to hang my ſelf omt-right, ' \ x: 1 
But for the hopes of pleaſing you to Noght': 19d i, 
For what's inſipid life to them or me," 1 be | 
Without the favour of your Company ? \ 1 
Good Faith I'm very glad o ſee you here, 
'Tis well you can at a New Flay appear : 
This Winter you forſaking all the Old, 
Kept up one while of a damn'd Pockje Cold; 
Some few came here, but who, the Lord can tell, 
All were ſhrunk up like Snails within their ſhell; 
Fge Brandenburgh had ſo diſguis'd each one, 
That from your Coachman you could ſcarce be known, 
And then you droopt as if half-drown'd you came 
Scapd from North-Holland or from Amſterdam 3 
And Congh'd, Heau'n ſave you ! with as grave a motion, 
As you had been at Church, where 'tis Devotion. 
The Ladies too negleFing every Grace, 
Mob'd up in Niglt-cloaths came with Lace to face, 
The Towre upon the Forehead all turn'd back, 
And ſfiuch, with Pins like th Man ith Almanack. 
The Miſſes, thoſe delights of humane kind, _ 
No longer in their dear Side-boxes ſhin'd, 
Put each to Chamber-pradice did retire, 
With Ale and Apples, and a Sea-coal fire: 


To get you here but juſt * #58 a NewPle 

_ ve Flayd t oblige you all that's in ohr pow'rs, 
eve Þ, Ts elves e 2 ont\o —_ 

hg Je w\ge 5! TC 3 

Tou're grown ſo mice, fo mo the Devil's in po 

But hold, there's one wayyet.te get your praiſe, 

Tll treating you "your appetites may raiſe 5 - 

Libels and Lampoons we for oo —_ _ 

Criticks like Lovers pal qwith their, IE 

Always Fra thoſe kaffes beSh thet bite-. 1) * 

We'l deal with you, Gu 37A == yy | 


And treat you like, thoſe Banks 
Cartwright and Lireſ ſs d-li Tata ea 


With Rags will ſtand behind we 


And firk you up each day to ple 
As Jenny Cromwel| foes, Raya, nr 
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; "$TUT for James Magnes ang Richard Bentley, at the Poſt-houſe in 
| FA - ſet #reagin Coates, near the Piazz's, 1677, 


Ge 


TO THE 
RIGHT HONOURABLE, 


JOHN, 


EARL OF MULGRAVE, 


Gentleman of His Majeſttes Bed-Chamber, 
and Knight of the moſt Noble Order of 
the Garter. 


—_ 


HEN I hear by many Perſons, not indifferent 
V Fudges how Poets are cenſur d moſt,even where 
they moſt intend to pleaſe; and ſometimes by 

thoſe to whom they addreſs, conlemn'd for Flatterers, Syco- 
phants, little fawning wretches, [ confeſs of all undertakings, 
' there is none more dreadful to me than a Dedication. So 
nicely cruel are our Judges, that after a Play has been \gene- 
rally applauded on the Stage, the InduStrious malice of ſome 
after Obſerwers ſhall Jamm it for an Epiſtle, or a Preface. For 
_ this Reaſon, my Lord, Alexander was more to ſeek, for a Pa» 
tron in my troubl'd thoughts, than for the Temple of Jupiter 
Ammon in the ſpreading Wilds, and rowling Sands, *Tis 
certain too he muSt have been loſt, bad not Fortune, whom 1 


mu$} once, at leaſt, acknowledge kind in my Life, preſented 
me to your Lordſhip : Tou were pleas'd, my Lord, to read it 


. - OVer, 
, | 


 thebaſer. . How commendable therefore is ſuch Reſervation; 


 TheFpiſtle Dedicatory, 
over, Ad by Af, and byparticular praiſes, proceeding from 
the ſweetneſs, rather than the juſtice, of your temper, lifted me 
up from my natural Melancholy, and Diffidence, to a bold be. 
lief, * that what ſo great an underſtanding warranted, could 
not fail of ſucceſs. *And here Iweremoſt angrateful,if Iſhould 
not ſatisfie the juffging World of the furprize I was in. Par- 
don me, my Lord, for calling it a ſurprize, when [was fir$ ho- 
nour:d-bywaiting upon your Lordſhip: So much unexpetied, 
and indeed, unuſual aff ability from Perſons of your Birth, and 
Quality; fo true an Eaſrneſs, ſuch Frankneſs, without affefa- 


tion, I never ſam. Tour conſtant; but few Friends, ſhow the 
firmneſs of your Mind, which never varies, fo God-like a Vir- 


tue, that a Prince puts off His MajeSty, when be parts with 
Reſolution. In all the happy times, that [attended you, un- 
leſs buſineſs, or accident, interpos'd, 1 have obſeru'd your Com- 
pany to be the ſame. . Tou have Travell'dthrough all tempers, 
Sail d through all humours of the Courts unconſtant Sea, you 
hoe gain'd'the gallant Prizes, which you ſought, your ſe- 
Welle anvaluable Friends: And 1 am perfedly perſwaded, if 


you traffick.but ſeldome abroad, tis for fear of ſplitting upon 


Rnavwes, or Fools, MNor is it Pride, but rather a Delicacie 
your Soul, that makes you ſhun the Sordid part of the World, 
the lees and Dregs cf it, while in the noble} Retirement you þ 
enjoy the finer Spirits,and have that ju Greatneſs to be above 


how admirable ſuch a Solitude! Ifyou are fingular in this, 
w2 ought toblame the wild, unthinking, diſſolute Age ; an Ape, | 
whoſe buſineſs is ſenſeleſs Riot, Neronian.Gambols, and rid: 
culous Debauchery.; an Age that can produce few Perſons, be- 
ſide your Loraſhip, who dare be alone, All our hot. hours, 


burnt 
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burn't in Night-Revells, or drown'd in Day-dead-ſleep ; or if 
we wake, 'tis a point of reeling Honour joggs us to the Field, 
where, if we live, or dye, we are not concern'd ; for, the Soul 
was laid out before we went abroad, and our Bodies were after 
afted. by meer Animal Spirits, without Reaſon. When | more 
narrowly Contemplate your Perſon, methinks 1 ſee in your 
Lordſhip two of the moſt famous Charafers, that ever Anci- 
ent, or Modern, Story could produce ; the mighty Scipio, and 
theretir'd Cowley. Tou have certainly the Gravity, Tempe- 
rance, and Judgment, as well as the Courage, of the firſt ; all 
which, in your early attempts of War, gave the nobles dawn 
of Virtue ; and will, when occaſion preſents, anſwer our ex- 
etation, and ſhine forth at full, Then, for the latter, you 
poſſeſs all bis ſweetneſs of humour in peace; all that Halzyon 
Tranquillity of Mind, where your deepthoughts glide, like ſr- 
lent Waters, without a Wrinkle, your bours move with ſofteſt - 
Wings, and rarely any Larum ſtrikes to diſcompoſe you. You 
have the Philoſophy of the fir$t, and which, 1 confeſs, of all 
your qualities, love moſt, the Poetry of the latter. Iwas ne- 
ver more mov'd at Virgil's Dido, than at a ſhort Poem of 
your Lordſhips; where nothing but the ſhortneſs can be dig- 
likd. As our Church-Men wiſh there were more Noble Men 
of their Fundion, ſo wiſh I, in the behalf of depreſt Poetry, 
that there were more Poets of your Lordſhips Excellence, and 
Eminence. If Poetry be a Virtue, ſhe is a ragged one; and 
never, in any Age, went barer than now; It may be objefied, 
ſhe never deſerved leſs. To that I muſt not anſwer ; but lam 
fure, when ſhe merited moſt, [he was alwayes diſſatisfied, or ſhe 
would not have forſaken the moſt ſplendid Courts in the World. 
Virgil,, and Horace, Favourites of the mightieſt Emperour, 
retir'd. 
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»retir'd from him, preferring a Miſireſs, or a white Boy, and 
' two or three cheerful drinking F riends, in a Country Village, 
to all the Magnificence of Rome: Or if ſometimes they were 
 ſnatch'd from their cooler pleaſures to an Emperial Banquet, 
le may ſee by their Verſes in praiſe of the Country Life, 'twas 
against their Inclination ; Witneſs, Horace in his Epod. Be- 
atus ille qui procul, Wc. part of his ſixth Satyr, his Epiſtle 
to Fulcus Ariſtius ;* Virgil's Georgie, O Fortunatos nimi- 
um bona fi, &c. All render'd by Mr. Cowley, ſo Copioufly, 
and Naturally, as no Age gone before, or coming after, ſhall 
equal, though all Head, Join'd together to out-do him. T1 
ſpeak not of his exaGineſs to a Line,but of the whole. This then 
may be j1id, as to the condition of Poets in all times, few ever 
arriv'dtoa middle Fortune, moſt have liv'd at the loweR, 
none ever mounted to the higheſt ; neither by Birth, for none 
was ever born a Prince, as no Prince, to my remembrance, was 
ever born a Poet ; nor by Induſtry, becauſe they were alwayes 
. too much tranſported by their own thoughts from minding the 
grave buſineſs of a World, not of their humour : Whereas, 
even Slaves, the Rubbiſh of the Earth have, by moſt prodigi- 
ous Fortune, gaind a Scepter, and with their vile Heads, ſul. 
ly'd th: glories of a Crown. Praiſe is the greates} encourage- 
ment we Camelionscan pretend to, or rather the Manna that 
keeps Soul and Body together ; we dewour it as if it were An- 
gels Food, and wainly think we grow Immortal, For my own 
part, Tacknowledge, [never receird a better ſatisfaion from 
the atplauſe of an Audience, than I have from your ſingle 
Judoment. Tou gaze at Beauties, and wink, at Blemiſhes ; 
and doboth ſo gracefully, that the firſt diſcovers the acute- 
weſs of your Judgment, the other the excellency of your Na- 

| ture, 
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ture,» And1 can affirm, to your Lordſhip, there is nothing 
tran$ports a Poet, next to Love, like commending in the right 
place, Therefore, my Lord, this Play must be yours ; and 
Alexander, whom 1 have rais d from the dead, comes to you 
with an aſſurance, anſwerable to his Charaer, and your Vir- 
tue. Tou cannot expeft him in his Majeſty of two thouſand 
Tears ago, 1 have only put bis illuStrious Aſhes in an Urne, 
which arenow offer'd, with all obſervance, to your Lordſbip.. 


By, 
My Lord; 


Your Lordſhips moſt humble, obliged, 
and deyoted Seryant, 


NAT. LEE. 
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Dramatis Perſonz. 


ME N, 


Alexander the Great. | 
Clytus, Maſter of his Horſe. 
Lyſimachus, Prince of the Blood. 
Hepheſtion, Alexander's Favourite, 
Caſſander, Son of Antipater. 


Polypercon, Commander of the Phalanx, 


Philip Brother to Caſſanaer. 
Theſſulus, the Median, 


 Peraiccas, 


Eumenes, c great Commanaers, 
Meleaper, 1368 is -9YF, 
Ariſtazaer, a Southlayer. 


Syſigambis, Mother of the Royal Family. 


By 


Mr, Here. 
Mr, Mohug. - 


Mr. Griffen, 
' Mr, Clarke, 


Mr. Kezaſton, I 

Mr. Goodman, : 

Mr. Powell. < Conſþirators, 
Mr, wil:ſbire, /. 

Mr. Lyaall, 

Mr, watſon, 


Mr. Periz, 


Mr, Coyſh, 
By 


Mrs, Corey, 


Statira, Daughter of Darius Married to 
hs Alexander. : Mrs, Boutell, 
' Koxana, Daughter of Cohortanrns, firſt}, 
Wife of j- oven - Ties, Marſpall, 
Pariſatis, Siſter to Statira, in Love with Urs, aber. 
 Lyſimachus, 


Attendants, 
Slaves, 
Ghoſt, 
Dancers, 

* Guards, 


Scene, Babylon. 


PROLOGUE. 


To Mr. Lee, on his Alexander. 


[| T H E Blaſt of common Cenſure cou'll I fear, 
Before your Play my Name ſhou'd not appear ; 
For *twill be thought, and with ſome colour too, 
Ipay the Bribe 1 firſt receiv'd from Tou : 
That mutual Vouchers for our F ame we $tand, 
To play the Game into each others Hand : 
' And as cheap Pen'orths to our ſelves afford 
As Beſſus, and the Brothers of the Sword. 
Such Libels private Men may well endure, 
When States, and Kings themſelves are nit ſecure : 
For ill Men, conſcious of their inward guilt, 
Think the bet Aftions on By-end's are built. 
And yet my ſilence had not ſcap'd their Fþight, 
Then envy bad not ſuffer'd me to write : 
For, fince I cou'd not Ignorance pretend, 
Such worth I muſt or envy or commend. 
So many Candidates there ſland for Wit, 
Aplace in Court is ſcarce ſo hard to get ; 
In vain they croud each other at the Door ; 
For ev'n Rewerſions are all beg'd before : 
Deſert, how known ſo ere, is long delay; 
\ And, then too, Fools and Knaves are better pay'd. 
Tet, as ſome Aftions bear ſo great a Name, 
That Courts themſelves are ju, for fear of ſhame : 
So bas the mighty Merit of your Play 
Extorted praiſe, and forc'd it ſelf a Way, 
Tis bere, as "tis at Sea; who fartheſt goes, 
Or dares the moſt, makes all the reſt his Foes ; 
Es 


p" 


Tet, when ſome Virtue much out-grows the re$, 

It ſhoots too faſt; and bigh, to be oppre# ; 

As his Heroic worth ſiruck, Envy dumb 

Who took the Dutchman, and who cut the Boom : 
Such praiſe is yours, while you the Paſſrons move, 

That 'tis no longer feign'd; 'tis real Love: 

Where Nature Triumphs over wretched Art ; 

We only warm the Head, but you the Heart. 

 Alwayes you warm! and if the riſing Tear, 

As in hot Regious, bring the Sun too near, 

Tis but to make your Fragrant Spices blow, 

Which in our colder Climates will not grow. 

They only think you animate your Theme . © 

With too much Fire, who are themſelves all Phle me : 

Prizes wou'd be for Lags of /lowe$ pace, 

IWere Cripples made the Judges of the Race, 

Deſpiſe thoſe Drones, who praiſe while they accuſe 

The too much vigour of your youthful Muſe : 

That humble Stile which they their Virtue make 

Is in your pow'r ; you need but ſtoop, and take, 

Your beauteous Images muſt be allow'd 

| By all, but ſome wile Poets of the Crowd ; 

But how ſhou'd any Sign-poſt-dawber know 

The worth of Titian, or of Angelo? 

Hard Features every Bungler can command ; 

To draw true Beauty ſhews a MaSters Hand. 
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ALEXANDER: 


Written by Sir Char. Scroop, Baronet. 


Ow hard the Fate ts, of that Scribling Drudge , 


ho writes to all, when yet ſo few can judge ! 
wit, like Religion, once Divine was thought ; | 
And the dull Crowd beliew/a, 5 they were taught : 
Now each Fanatic* Fool preſumes Fexplain 
The Text, and does the ſacred writ prophane : 
For, while you wits each others Fall pur ſue, 
The Fops uſurp the Power belongs to you, 
You think y are challeng'd in each new Play-bill, 
And here you come for tryal of your $kill , . 
where, Fencer- like, you one another hurt, 
while, with jour wounds. you make the Rabble ſport, 
Others there are, that have the bruital will 
To Murder a poor Play, but want the Skill, 
They love to fioht, bit ſeldome have the wit 
To ſpye the Place, vere they may thruſt and bit s 
And therefore, like ſome Bully of the Towns, 
Ne're [land to draw, but knock the Poet down, 
with theſe, like Hogs in Gardens it ſucceeds, 
They root up all, 211 know not Flowers from weeas, 
As for you, Sparis, that hither come each day 
To At your own, 4nd not to mind our Play ; 
Rehearſe your uſual follies to the Pit, 
And with 'oud Non-(enſe drown the Stages Wit : 
Talk of your Cloaths, your laſt Debauches tell, 
And witty Bargains to each other ſell ; 


Gloat-on the: (illy She, who for your ſake 
Cant/anityy 4nd Noiſe, for Love miſtake 5 

*"Ti# the Corquer, ſuns in the next Lampoon, 

Is by her jealous Friends ſent out of Town. 

For, in this Duelling Intriguing ' Age, 

The Love you make ts like the war you wage c 

Yare ſtill prevented ere ypu come tingaze. 

But 'tis ngt to [ſuch trifling Foes as you, 

The Mighty Alexander daigns to ſue: 

You Perſians of the Pit he does deſpiſe, > 

But to the Menvof $ente, for Aid, he flies ; 

On thetr experienc'd Arms he now depends, 

Nor fears he odds, if they but prove his Fries : 

For as he once, a little handful choſe, 

The numerous Armies of the world t oppoſe, 

' Soback'd by you, who under(l and the Rules, a 
He hopes to rout the Mighty Hoſt of Fools, 
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AGT l SCENE |. 


— — 


— 


Enter Hepheſtion, Lyſimachus fighting, Clytus parting them, 


Cly, HAT, are you Mad-men ! ha-- Put up1I ſay 
Then, miſchief in the boloms of ye both. : 
Lyſ. 1 have his Sword. 
Cly. But muſt not have his Life, 
-A Muſt not Old Ch? 
Mad Lyſimachns, you mult not. 
| = of Coward Fleſh! O feeble Arm, 
He dallied with my point, and when I thruft, 
He frown'd, and {mil'd, and foil'd me like a Fencer. 
0 Reverend Clytus | Father of the War , 
Moſt famous Guard of Alexander's Life, 
Take pity on my Youth, and lend a Sword : 
Lyſimachs is brave, and will not ſcorn me z 
Kill me, or let me fight with him again. 
Lyſ. There, take thy Sword ; and ſince thou art reſolv'd . 
For death, thou haſt the nobleſt from my hand, 
Cly, Stay thee Ly/imachus, Hepheſtion, hold 
I bar you both, my Body —_— 
Now 


. TheRival QUEENS, Or 
Now let me ſee which of you dares to ftrike ; 
By Fove ye've ſtirr'd the Old Man, that raſh Arm 
That firſt advances, moves againſt the Gods, 
Againſt the Wrath of C!yrws and the Will 
Of our great King, whoſe Deputy I ſtand. 
Lyf. Well, Iſhall take another time, 
Heph. And 1. 
Cy. 'Tis falle 3 
Another time, what time ? what fooliſh hour ? 
No time ſhall ſee a brave Man do amils. 
And what's the noble Cauſe that makes this madnels ? 
What big Ambition blows this dangerous Fire ? 
A Cupias puff, is it not Woman's breath ? 
By all our triumphs 1n the heat of Youth, | 
When Towns were ſack'd, and Beauties proſtrate lay, 
When my Blood boilF'd, and Nature work'd me high, 
Cljtus nere bow'd his body to ſuch ſhame : 
The brave will ſcorn their Cobweb Arts--The Souls 
Of all that whining, ſmiling, coz'ning Sex 
Weigh not onethought of any Man of War, 
Zyſ. T muſt confels our vengeance was il-tim'd. 
Cly. Death ! I had rather this right Arm were loſt, 
To which Iowe my glory, than our King 
Should know your fault --- what, on.this famous day ! 
Heph, 1 was to blame. 
Cly, This memorable day 
When our hot Maſter, that wou'd tire the World, 
Outride the lab'ring Sun, and tread the Stars 
When he inclin'd to reſt, comes peaceful on, 
Littning to Songs ; while all his Trumpets ſleep, 
And plays with Monarchs whom he us'd to drive ; 
Shall we begin diſorders, m2ke new broils ? 
We that have temper learnt, ſhall. we awake 
Huſh'd Mars, the Lion, that had kr to roar ? 
Lyſ. *Tis true, Old Clyzs 1s an Oracle. 
Put up Hepheſtion,---did not Paſſion blind 
My Reaſon, I on ſuch accaſion too 
Could thus bzve urg'd. 
Heph, Why is it then we love? 
Ciy. Becauſe unmann'd, - 


Why 


Why is not Alexander grown Example ? 
O that a Face ſhould thus bewitch a Soul, 
And ruine all that's right and reaſonable. 
Talk be my bane, yet the Old Man muſt talk, 
Not ſo he lov'd when he at 7 fought , 
And join'd in mighty Duel great Darius, 
Whom from his Chariot flaming all with Gems 
He hur''d to Earth and cruſh'd th' imperial Crown, 
Nor cou'd the Gods defend their Images | 
Which with the gawdy Coach lay overturn'd : 
Twas not the ſhaft of Love that did the feat, 
Cupid had nothing there to do, but now 
Two Wives he takes, two Rival Queens diſturb 
The Court , and while each hand do's beauty hold, 
Where is there room for glory ? 

Heph, In his heart. 

Cly. Well ſaid, 
You are his favourite, and I had forgot 
Who I was talking to, ſee Syſigambzs comes 
Reading a Letter to your Princels , go, 
Now make your claim, while I attend the King, 


Enter Syſigambis, Parilatis, 


Par, Did you not love my Father ? Yes, I ſee 
You did, his very name but mention'd brings 
The Tears howe're unwilling to your Eeys. 
Tlov'd him too, he would not thus have forc'd 
My trembling heart, which your Commands may break, 
But never bend. 

Syſ. Forbear thy loſt complaints, 

Urge not a ſuit which I can never grant. 
Behold the Royal Signet of the King ; 
Therefore reſolve to be Hepheſtion's Wite. 
Par, No, ſince Lyſimachns has won miy heart, 


My body ſhall be Aſhes, e're anothers. 


Sy. For ſixty rowling years who ever ſtood 
The ſhock of State fo unconcern'd as I? | 
This whom 1 thought to Govern being young, 
Heay'n, as a Plague to Power, has render'd ftrong ; 
B 2 


ALEXANDER the Great. 


CEx!H, 


Judge 


4 The R1val QUEENS, Or 


Judge my diſtreſſes, and my temper prize ;. 
Who, though unfortunate, wou'd ſtill be wiſe. 
Lyſ. Toletyou know that miſery do's ſway 
An humbler Fate than yours, ſee at your Feet 
The loſt Zyſimachus : O mighty Queen 
I have but this to beg, impartial ſtand ; 
And ſince Hepheſtion {erves by your permiſſion, 
Diſdain not me who ask your Royal leave 
To caſt a throbbing heart before her feet. 
Heph. A bleſſing like poſſeſſion of the Princels, 
No Services, not Crowns, nor all the Blood 
That circles in our Bodies can deſerve, 
Therefore I take all heJps, much.more the Kings , 
And what your Majeſty vouchſat'd to give, 
Your word is paſt, where all my hopes muſt hang. 


Ly[. There periſh too---all words want ſenſe in Love ; 


But Love, and I bring ſuch a perfect Paſſion 
So nobly pure, 'tis worthy of her Eyes, 
Which without bluſhing ſhe may jultly prize. 
Heph. Such arrogance, ſhould Alexander Wooe; 
Wou'd loſe him all the Conqueſt he has won. 
Lyſ. Let not a Conqueſt once be nam'd by you, 
Who this Diſpute mutt to my mercy own. ad 
Syſ. Rile brave Ly/imachus, Hepheſtion rile, 
'Tis true Hepheſtion hir{t declar'd his love, - 
And 'tis as true I promis'd him my aid ! 
Your glorious King turn'd mighty Advocate, 
How noble therefore were the Victory, 
If we could vanquiſh this diſordered Love ? 
Heph, "Twill never be. 
Lyſ. No, I will yet love on, 
And hear from A/exander's Mouth, in what 
Hepheſtion merits more than I, 
Sy(- Igrieve, 
And tear the boldneſs whichk-your Love inſpires ; 
But leſt her ſight ſhould haſte your Enterprize, 


(Both kneel, 


'Tis juſt I rake the Object from your Eyes. [Exennt Syl, Pas, 


Lyſ. She's gone, and ſee the Day, as if her look 
Had kindled it, 1s loſt now ſhe is vaniſhed. 

Heph. Aſudden gloomunels and horrour.comes. 
About me. 


Lol. 
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ALEXANDER the Great. 
Lyſ. Let's away to meet the King, 
| You know my ſuit. 
WE | Heph. Yonder Caſſander comes, 
| Hemayinformus. hs 
| Lyſ. 'No, I wou'd avoid him, 
There's ſomething in that bufie Face of his 

That ſhocks my Nature. 

Heph, Where and what you. pleaſe, [Exeunt; 


Enter Caſlander. 


Caſſ. The Morning riſes black, the lowring Sun, 

. As ifthe dreadful bulinels he foreknew, 
Drives heavily his fable Chariot on: 

The Face of Day now bluſhes Scarlet deep; 

As if it fear'd the ſtroke which TI intend, 

Like that of Fupiter — Lightning and Thunder : 
| The Lords above are angry, and talk big, 
|  Orrather walk the mighty Cirque like Mourners 
| _Cladin long Clouds the Robes of thickeſt Night, 
And ſeem to groan for Alexander's fall , 
"Tis as Caſſander's Soul cou'd with it were, 
Which whenſoere it flies at lofty miſchief 
Wou'd ſtartle Fate, and make all Heay'n coricern'd, 
A mad Chaldeaz in the dead of Night 
Came to my Bed-fide with a flaming Torch 
| And bellowing ore me like a Spirit damn'd, 
He cry'd, Well had it been for Baby!oz 
It curs'd Caſſander never had beeri born; 


Enter Theſlalus, Philip, with Letters, 


Theſſ. My Lord Caſſander | 
Caſſ. Ha! who's there ? 
| Phil, Your Friends... 
Caſſ, Welcome dear Theſſalus and Brother Philip, 
3 Papers — with what Contents ? 
| Phil, From Macedon, 
A trufty ſlave arriv'd — great Antipater 
Writes that your Mother labour'd with you lopg, 
l, Your 


A The Rival QUEENs, Or 
Your Birth was ſlow, and flow is all your Life. 

Caſſ. He writes, diſpatch the King----Craterns comes, 

Who in my room muſt Govern Macedop , 

Let him not live a:day---he dies to night, 

And thus my Father, but foreltalls my purpoſe 
Why amT ilow then? if I rode on Thunder 

I muſt a moment have to fall from Heaven, 

E're I could blaſt the growth of this Coloſſus, 

Theſſ. The haughty Polyperchox comes this way, 
A Male-content, one whom [ lately wrought, 
That for a {light affront, at S»ſa giv'n, 

Bears Alexander moſt pernicious hate. 

Caſſ. So when I mock'd the Perſians that ador'd him, 
He ſtrook me on the Face, and by the Hair 
' He ſwung me to his Guards to be chaſtis'd ; 

For which, and for my Fathers weighty Caule, 
When I abandon what I have reloly'd, 

May I again be beaten like a Slave, 

But lo,where Po/yperchon comes,now Fire him [Exter Polyperchon, 

With ſuch complaints, that he may ſhoot to ruine, 
. . Pol, Sure I have found thoſe Friends dare ſecond me , 
T hear freſh murmurs, as I pals along, 

Yet rather than par up, Tll do't alone. 

Did not Pauſaztas, a Youth, a Stripling, 

A beardleſs Boy [well'd with 1nglorious wrong, 

For a leſs cauſe his Pather Philip kill ? 
Peace then full heart ! move like a Cloud about, 
And when time rip'ns thee to break, O ſhed 
The ſtock of all thy PoyPn on his head, 

 Caſſ. All Nations bow their heads with homage down 
And kiſs the Feet of this exalted Man 
The Name, the Shout, the Blaſt from'every Mouth 
Is Alexander, Alexander burſts 

Your Cheeks, and with a crack ſo loud 
It drown's the Voice of Heaven, like Dogs ye fawn, 
The Earth's Commanders fawn, and follow him ; 
Mankind ſtarts up to hear his blaſphemy, 
And if this Hunter of the Barbarous World 
But wind himſelf a God, you ecchoe him 
With Univerſal cry, 


Pol, 


#u/, 1 ecchoe him ? 
I fawn, or fall like a fat Eaſtern Slave 
And lick his feet? Boys hoot me from the Palace 
To haunt ſome Cloiſter with my ſenſeleſs walk , 
When thus the noble Soul of Polyperchon 
Lets go the aim of all his ations, Honour, 

Theſſ. The King ſhall fley me, cut me up alive, 
Ply me with Fire and Scourges, rack me worſe 
Than once he did P/1/ot xx, e're Ibow. 


I had rather thou hadit 4r:andey been 
And to my Souls confulion rais'd up Hell 
With all the Furies brooding upon horrours, 
Than brought Ph1i/ot.22's Murder to remembrance, 
Phil, Iſaw himrack'd, a ſight fo diſmal fad 
My Eyes did ne're behold, 
Caſſ. So dilmal ! Peace, 
It is unutterable , let me ſtand 
And think upon the Tragedy you ſaw : 
By Mars it comes, ay now the Rack's ſet forth, 
Bloody Craterus his 1nveterate Foe, 
With pitilels Hepheſtioz ſtanding by : 
Philet 5 like an Angel ſerz'd by Fiends 
Is ftraight dilrob'd, a Napkin ties his Head, 


His Warlike Arms with ſhameful Cords are bound; 


And every Slave can now the valiant wound, 

Pol, Now by the Soul of Royal >/z/ip fled: 
I dare pronounce young Alexander, who 
Wou'd be a God, 1s cruel as a Devil. 

Caſſ. Oh, Polyperchon, Philip, Theſſalus 
Did not your Eyes rain Blood ? your Spirits burit, 
' To lee your noble fellow Souldier burn, 
Yet without trembling, or a tear endure 
Thetorments of the damn'd ? O Barbarians, 
Cou'd you ſtand by, and yet refuſe to ſuffer ? 
Yeſaw him bruis'd, torn, to the Bones made bare ; 


His Veins wide lanced, and the poor quivering Fleſh. 


With Pincers from his manly Boſome ripr, 
Till ye diſcover'd the great Heart lie panting. 


ALEXANDER the Great. 


Ce . Curle on thy Tongue for mentioning Philot.zs, 
r 


Pol, Why kill'd we not the King to ſave Philotas ? 
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Your Birth was ſlow, and ſlow is all your Life. 
Caſſ. He writes, diſpatch the King----Craterus comes, 
Who in my room muſt Govern Maceadoy , 
Let him not live a-day---he dies to night, 
And thus my Father, but foreſtalls my purpoſe ; 
Why amlT {low then? it I rode on Thunder 
I muſt a moment have to fall from Heaven, 
E're I could blaſt the growth of this Coloſſus. 
Theſſ. The haughty Polyperchox comes this way, 
A Male-content, one whom [ lately wrought, 
That for a {light affront, at S»ſa givin, 
Bears Alexander moſt pernicious hate. 
Caſſ. So when I mock'd the Perſians that ador'd him, 
He ſtrook me on the Face, and by the Hair 
He ſwung me to his Guards to be chaſtis'd ; 
For which, and for my Fathers weighty Caule, 
When I abandon what I have reſolv'd, 
May I again be beaten like a Slave, 
But lo,where Po/yperchon.comes,now Fire him [Enter Polyperchon, 
With ſuch complaints, that he may ſhoot to ruine, 
Pol. Sure I have found thoſe Friends dare ſecond me , 
T hear freſh murmurs, as I pals along, 
Yet rather than pur up, Ill do't alone. 
Did not Pauſazias, a Youth, a Stripling, 
A beardleſs Boy {well'd with 1nglorious wrong, 
For a leſs cauſe his Pather Philip kill ? 
Peace then full heart ! move like a Cloud about, 
And when time rip'ns thee to break, O ſhed 
The ſtock of all thy Poyſn on his head, 
Caſſ. All Nations bow their heads with homage down 
And kiſs the Feet of this exalted Man , 
The Name, the Shout, the Blaſt from'every Mouth 
Is Alexander, Alexander burſts 
Your Cheeks, and with a crack ſo loud 
It drown's the Voice of Heaven, like Dogs ye fawn, 
The Earth's Commanders fawn, and follow him ; 
Mankind ſtarts up to hear his blaſphemy, 
And if this Hunter of the Barbarous World 
But wind himſelf a God, you ecchoe him 
With Univerſal cry, 


Pol, 


mw] MF et ml yy, ot 


ALEXANDER the Great. 


#ol, 1 ecchoe him ? 
I fawn, or fall like a fat Eaſtern Slave 
And lick his feet? Boys hoot me from the Palace 
To haunt ſome Cloiſter with my ſenſeleſs walk , 
When thus the noble Soul of Polyperchon 
Lets go the aim of all his ations, Honour. 

Theſſ. The King ſhall fley me, cut me up alive, 
Ply me with Fire and Scourges, rack me worſe 
Than once he did Ph;lot ax, e're Ibow. 

Ce , Curle on thy Tongue for mentioning Philor.zs, 
I had rather thou had(t Ar:fander been , 
And to my Souls confulion rais'd up Hell 
With all the Furies brooding upon horrours, 
Than brought ?Ph:/97.44's Murder to remembrance, 
Phil. ſaw himrack'd, a fight fo dilmal {ad 

My Eyes did ne're behold, 

Caſſ. So dilmal ! Peace, 
It is unutterable , let me ſtand 
And think upon the a. ap: 3 ſaw : 
By Mars it comes, ay now the Rack's ſet forth; 
Bloody Craterns his 1nveterate Foe, 
With pitilels Hepheſtioz: ſtanding by : 
Philot 4s like an Angel ſeiz'd by Fiends 
Is ſtraight dilrob'd, a Napkin ties his Head, 
Ris Warlike Arms with ſhameful Cords are bound; 
And every Slave can now the valiant wound, 

Pol, Now by the Soul of Royal Pz/ip fled- -N 
I dare pronounce young Alexander, who 
Wou'd be a God, is cruel as a Devil. 

Caſſ. Oh, Polyperchon, Philip, Theſſal:ss 
Did not your Eyes rain Blood ? your Spirits burlt; 

' To ee your noble fellow Souldier burn, 

Yet without trembling, or a tear endure 
Thetorments of the damn'd ? O Barbarians, 

Cou'd you ſtand by, and yet refule to ſuffer ? 

Yeſaw him bruis'd, torn, to the Bones made bare ; 
His Veins wide lanced, and the poor quivering Fleſh 
With Pincers from his manly Boſome ripr, 

Till ye diſcover'd the great Heart lie panting. 

Pol, Why kilFd we not” the King to fave Philotas? 


8 The Rival Queens, Or 


Cal]. Aſſes! Fools ! but Aſſes will bray,and Fools be an 


Why ſtood ye then like Statues ? there's the calc, 
The horrour of the ſight had turn'd ye Marble, 
So the pale Trojans from their weeping Walls 
Saw the dear body of the God-like Hector 
Bloody and (oil'd, dragg'd on the famous ground, 
Yet ſenſele(s ſtood, nox with drawn Weapons ran 
To fave the great remains of that prodigious Man, 
Phil. Wretched Philotas | bloody Alexander | 
Theſſ. Soon after him the great Parmenio fell, 
Stabb'd in his Orchard by the Tyrant's doom ; 
But where's the need to mention publick los, 
When each receives particular diſgrace ? 
Pol, Late I remember to a Banquet call'd 
After Alcides Goblet ſwift had gone 
The giddy round, and wine had made ms bold, 
Stirring the Spirits up to talk with Kings 
I ſaw Craterws with Hepheſtion enter 
In Perſian Robes, to Alexander's health 
They largely drank, then turning Eaſtward fell 
Flat on the Pavement and ador'd the Sun, 
Straight to the King they ſacred reverence gave 
With ſolemn words, O Son of Thundring Fove, 


Young Ammon live for ever, then kils'd the ground : 


I laugh'd aloud, and ſcoffing ask'd 'em why 
They kiſs'd no harder ; --- but the King leapt up 
And ſpurn'd me to the Earth with this reply ; 
Do thou, --- whilſt with his Foot he preſt my Neck 
'Till from my Ears, my Noſe, and Mouth the blood 
Guſh'd forth, and I lay foaming on the Earth, 
For which I wiſh this Dagger in his heart, 

Caſſ. There {poke the Spirit of Calli/thenes, 
Remember he's a Man, his Fleſhas ſoft 


And penetrable as a Girls : we have ſeen him wounded, 


A Stone has ſtruck him, yet no Thunderbolt : 
A Pebble felFd this Fupitey along, 


A Sword has cut him, a Javelia pierc'dhim, |: 
Water will drown him, Fire burn him, 
A Surfeit, nay a Fit of Common-lickneſs 


Brings this Immortal to the Gate of Death. 


49/0 
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ALEXANDER the Great. 
pol. Why thou'd we more delay the glorious bulinels, 
Are your hearts firm ? 
phil. Hell cannot be more bent 
To any ruine, than to the Kings. 
Theſſ. And I, | 
Pol. Behold my hand, and if you doubt my truth, 
| Tear up my breaſt and lay my heart upon it. 
Ca[. Join then, O worthy, hearty, noble hauds, 
Fit Inſtruments for ſuch Majeſtick Souls , 
Remember Hermolaus, and be huſh'd. 
Pol, Still, as the Boſome of the defart Night, 
As fatal Planets, or deep plotting Fiends. 
Caſſ. To day he comes from Babylon to Suſa 
With proud Roxana. 
Ha! who's that, --\ look here. 


\ | 
oy nter the Ghoſt of King Philip, ſhaking « Trum 


chion at 'em, walks over the Stage, 


Caſſ. Now by the Gods, or Furies which I ne're 
Believ'd, -- there's one of *em arriv'd to ſhake us. 

What art thou ? glaring thing, ſpeak: what ! the Spirit 
- Of our King Philip, or of Polyphemrs ? 
Nay, hurle thy Trunchion, ſecond it with Thunder, 
We will abide. — Theſſa/»s, ſaw you nothing ? 

Theſſ.. Yes, and am more amaz'd than you can be, 

Phil. *Tis ſaid that many Prodigies were ſeen 
This Morn, but none ſo horrible as this. 

Pol, What can you fear? thoughthe Earth yawn'd fo wide 
That all the labours of the deep were ſeen, 
And Alexander ſtood on thi other (ide, _ 
Id "ns the burning Ditch to give him death, 

my ſelf for ever. Pray to the bulineſs, 

Caſſ. AsI was ſaying, this Roxana whom 
To aggravate my hate to him love, 
' Meeting him as he came Triumphant from 


The /nazes, kept him Revelling at Suſa ; 
But as I found, a deep repentance ſince . 
Turns his affections to the Queen S?4tira, 
Tg whom he {wore, before he cou'd eſpoule her, 
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That he wou'd never Bed Roxana more. 

Pol, How did the Perſia Queens receive the news 
Of his revolt ? | 

Theſſ. With grief incredible: 
Great $y/igambis wept, but the young Queen 
Fell dead amongſt her Maids, 
Nor cou'd their care, 
With richeſt Cordials, for an hour or more, 
Recover Life. 

Caſſ. Knowing how much the loy'd, 
I hop'd to turn her all into Meaea 
For when the firſt guſt of her grief was paſt 
Tenter'd, and with breath prepar'd did blow 
The dying Sparks into a Towring flame, 
Deſcribing the new love he bears Roxana, 
Conceiving not unlikely that the Line: 
Of dead Dari in her Cauſe might rile, 
Is any Panthers, Lionefles rage | 
So furious, any Torrents fall ſo ſwift 
As a wrong'd Womans hate ? Thus far it helps 
To give him troubles which perhaps may end him, 
And ſet the Court in uniyerlal uproar; 
But ſee it rip'ns more than I expected, 
The Scene works up, kill him, or kill thy ſelf ; 
So there be miſchief any way, 'tis well : 
Now change the Vizor, every one diſperſe, 
- And with a face of friendſhip meet the King, 


Enter Syſigambis, Statira, Pariſatis, Attendants, 


. Stat, Give mea Knife, a draught of Poyſon, flames 
Swell heart, break, break thou ſtubborn thing , 
Now, by the ſacred Fire, I'!l not be held. , 
Why do you wiſh me Life yet ſtifle me 
For want of Air? pray give me leaveto-walk. 
Syſ. Is there no reverence to my Perſon due ? 
Darius wou'd have heard me, truſt not rumour, 
Stat. No, he hates, 
Heloaths the Beauties which he has enjoy'd, 
©, he is falle, that great, that glorious Man 


[[.Exennt, 


Is Tyrant midſt of his triumphant ſpoils, 
Is bravely falſe to all the Gods, forſ[worn z. 
Yet, who would think it? no, it cannot be, 
It cannot ---- What that dear proteſting Man ! 
He that has warm'd my Feet with thouſand ſighs, 
Then cool'd 'em with his tears, dy'd on my Knees, 
Outwept the Morning with his dewy Eyes, 
And groan'd, and {wore the wondring Stars away ? 
Sy/. No, 'tis impoſſible z believe thy Mother 
That knows him well, 
Stat, Away, and let me dye, 


O 'tis my fondneſs, and My eafie Nature LY 
That wou'd excuſe him, but I know he's falſe, , :., 
' 'Tis now the common talk, the news o'th* World, 


Falſe to Statira, falſe to her that lov'd him, 
That lov'd him, cruel Victor as he was, 
And took him bath'd all o're in Perſiax Blood 
Kils'd the dear cruel Wounds, and waſh'd 'em o're 
And o're in Tears, -- then bound 'em with my Hair, 
Laid him all Night upon my panting Bolome 
LulFdlike a Child, and huſh'd him with my Songs, 
Par. If this be true, ah, who will ever truſt 
A Man again ? | 
Stat, A Man ! a Man, my Pariſatis 
Thus with thy hand held up, thus let me {wear thee, 
By the eternal Body of the Sun, 
Whoſe Body, O forgive the Blaſphemy, 
I lov'd not half ſo well as the leaſt part 
Of my dear precious faithleſs Alexander ; 
For I will tell thee, and to warn thee of him, 
Not the Springs Mouth, nor Breath of Jeſamin, 
Nor Violets Infant ſweets, nor opening Buds 
Are half ſo'ſweet as Alexander's Breaſt ; 
From every Pore of him a perfume falls, 
He kiſſes ſofter than a Southern Wind ; 
Curles like a Vine, and touches like a God. 
Sy. When will thy Spirits reſt, theſe traniports ceaſe ? 
Stat, Will you not give me leave to wara my Siſter ? 
AsI was ſaying, --- but I told his ſweetneſs, 


| Thenhewlll talk, good Gods how he will talk ! 
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© Even when the joy he ſigh'd for is polleſt, 

He ſpeaks the kindeſt words and looks ſuch things, 
Vows with ſuch Paſſion, ſwears with ſo much grace, 
That *tis a kind of Heaven to be deluded by him. 

Par, But what was it that you would have me fwear ? 

Stat. Alas, I had forgot, let me'walk by | 
And weep a while, and F ſhall ſoon remember. 

Syſ. Have patience Child, and give her liberty , 
Paſſions like Seas will have their Ebbs and Flows : 
Yet while I lee her thus, not all the lofles 
We have receiv'd ſince 4/exander's Conqueſt 
Can touch my hardn'd Soul, her {orrow reigns 
Too fully there. 

Par, But what if ſhe ſhould kill her ſelf? 

Stat. Roxana then enjoys my perjured Love: 
Roxana claſps my Monarch in her Arms; _ 
Doats on my Conquerour, my dear Lord, my King, 
Devours my Lips, eats him with hungry Kiſles : 
She graſps him-all, the, the curſt happy ſhe. 

By Heav'n I cannot bear it, *tis too much , 

Fle dye, or rid me of the burning torture, 

I will have remedy, I will, I will, 

Or go diſtracted; Madneſs may throw off | 
The mighty Load, and drown the flaming Paſſion, 
Madam, draw near, with all that are in preſence, 
And liſt'a to the Yow which here Imake. 

Syſ. Take heed my dear Statira, and conſider 
What deſperate Love enforces you to ſwear. 

Stat. Pardon me, for I have conſidered well , 
And here I bid adieu to all-Mankind. 

Farewel ye Cozners of the eafie Sex, 

Andthou the greateſt, falſeſt Alexander , 
Farewel'thou moſt belov'd, thou faithle(s Dear ; 
If T but mention him, the Tears will fall : 

Sure there 15 nota Letter in his Name, 

But is a Charm, to melt-a Womans Eyes. 

Syſ. Clear up thy griets, thy King, thy 4l/zxanaey 
Comes on to Babylox. 

Stat; Why let him come, 

Joy. of. all Eyes, but the forlorn Statira's.. 


| PIES. | 


[Ri[es, 


a. 


Syſ. Wilt thou not ſeehim? 
Stat, By Heav'n, I never will, 
That is my Vow, my facred Reſolution 
And when I break it. 
Sy/. Ah, do not ruine all, 
Stat, May I again be flatter'd and deluded, 
May ſudden death, and horrid, come inſtead 
Of what I wiſh, and take me unprepar'd, 
Syſ. Still kneel, and with the ſame Breath call agen 
The woful Imprecation thou haſt made. 
Stat, No, I will publiſh it through all the Court, 
Then in the Bowers of great Semiramis 
For ever lock my woes from human view, 
Sy. Yet be perſwaded. , 
Stat, Never urge me more, 
Leſt driv'n to rage I ſhould my Life abhor, 
And in your preſence put an end to all 
The faſt Calamities that round me fall. 
Par. O angry Heav'n, what have the guiltleſs done? 
And where ſhall wretched Pari[atis run? 
Syſ. Captives in War, our Bodies wereſign'd, 
But now made free, Love does our Spirits bind, 
Stat, When to my purpos'd lonenels I retire, : 


Your ſight I through the 'Grates ſhall oft deſire, 
And after Alexander's health enquire: 
And if this Paſſion cannot be remoy'd., 

Ask how my Reſolution he approv'd? 6 
How much he loves, how much he 1s belov'd: 
Then when I hear that all things pleaſe him well, 
Thank the good Gods, and hide me in my Cell, 
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ACT II, SCENE I. 


Noiſe of Trumpets ſounding far off. 


The Scene draws, and diſcovers 4 Battel of Crows, or Ravens, in the Air, 
an Eaple ayd a Dragon meet and fight , the Eagle drops down with all 
the reſt of the Birds, and the Dragon flies away. Souldiers walk off, 
ſhaking their Heads, The Conſpirators come forward, 


Caſſ. © E comes, the fatal glory of the World, 
The headlong Alexander, with a Guard 
Of thronging Crowns comes on to Babyloz, 
Though warn'd, in ſpight of all the Pow'rs above, 
Who by thele Prodigies foretell his ruine, 
Pol. Why all this noiſe, becauſe a King muſt dye? 
_ * = Or do's Heay'nfear becauſe he ſway'd the Earth, 
His Ghoſt will war with the high Thunderer ? 
Curſe on the babling Fates that cannot ſee 
A Great Man tumble, but they muſt be talking. . 
Caſſ. The Spirit of King Philip, in thoſe Arms 
We ſaw him wear, paſs'd groaning through the Court, 
His dreadful Eye-balls rowP'd their horrour upwards ; 
" He wav'd his Arms, and ſhook his wondrous Head. 
P've heard that at the crowing of theCock 
Lions will roar, and Goblings ſteal away , 
But this Majeſtick Air ſtalks ſtedfaſt on .. 
Spight of the Morn that calls him from the Eaſt, 
Nor minds the op'ning of theIv'ry Door. 
' phil, *Tis certain there was never Day like this, 
Caſſ. Late asI muſing walk't behind the Palace 
I met a monſtrous Child, that with his Hands 
Held to his Face, which ſeem'd all over Eyes, 
A Silver Bowle, and wept it full of Blood. 
But having ſpy'd me, like a Cockatrice, 
He glar'd a while z then with a ſhriek (o ſhrill 
As all the Winds had whiſtled from his Mouth, 
Hedath'd me with the Gore he held, and vaniſhed, ; 
Pols 
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Po], That which befell me, though 'rwas horrid, yet 
When Iconſider it appears ridiculous 
For, asI paſs'd through a by vacant _ 
Ys 


- Imet two Women very old and ug 


That wrung their Hands, and howl'd, and beat their Breaſts 
And cry'd out Poyſon : when I askt the cauſe, 

They took me by the Ears , and with ſtrange force 

Held me to Earth, then laugh'd and diſappear'd. 

Caſſ. O how I love deſtruction with a Method 
Which none diſcern, but thoſe that weave the Plot : 
Like Silk-worms we are hid ia our own Wefr, 

But we ſhall burſt at laſt through all the ſtrings , 
And when time calls, come forth in a new Form : 
Not Inſects, to be trod, but Dragons wing'd, | 

Theſſ, The Face of all the Court is ſtrangely alter'd : 


' There's not a Perſian I can meet but ſtares 


Asif he were diſtracted. Oxyarzes 
Statira's Unckle openly Jechimsd 
Againſt the Perjury of Alexander, 

Phil. Others, more fearful, are remov'd to Suſe, 
Dreading Roxax4's rage, who comes 1'th* Rear 
To Babylox. 

Caſſ. It glads my riſing Soul 
That we ſhall ſee him Rack'd before he dies: 

I know he loves Statira more than Life, 

And on a Crowd of Kings in Triumph born: 
Comes, big with expectation, to enjoy her, 

But when > hears the Oaths which the has ta'ne, 


. Herlaſt adicu made publick to the World, 


Her vow'd divorce, how will remorſe conſume him ? 
Prey, like the Bird of Hell, upon his Liver ? 
Pol, To bawk his Longing, and delude his Luſt, 
Is more than Death, *ris Earneſt for Damnation. 
Caſſ. Then comes Roxana, who mult help our Party ; 
Iknow her jealous, bloody,.and ambitious, 
Sure *twas the likeneſs of her Heart to mine, 
And Sympathy of Natures caus'd me loveher: 
Tis fixt, I muſt enjoy her, and no way 
So proper as to make her guilty firſt, 
Pol, To ſee two Rival Queens of different humours, 


Wiuh 


16 — The Rival QuEEtNs, Or | 
With a variety of Tormeats vex him. [Extey Lyſima, Hepheſt, 
C4]. Ot that anon, but ſee Lyſimechus 
And the young Favourite ; tort, ſort your ſelves, 
And like to other Mercenary Souls 
Adore this Mortal God, that loon muſt bleed. 
Lyſ. Here I will wait the King's approach, and ſtand 
His utmoſt anger if he do me wrong, 
Heph, That cannotbe, from Power fo ablolute 
Aad high as his. 
Lyſ. Well, you andI have done. 
Pol. How the Court thickens'! [Trumpets ſound, 
Caſſ. Nothing to what it will, --- Does he not come | 
To hear a thouland thouſand Embaſlies, 
Which, from all Parts, to Babylon are brought, 
As if the Parliament of the whole World 
Had met ; - and he came on a-God, to give 
The infinite Aſſembly glorious audience. 


Exter Clytus, Ariſtander in:his Robes, with a Wand. 


Arift, Haſte Reverend-Cyrus, haſte, and ſtop the King. 
Clyt, He is already.entred : then the Preſs 

Of Princes that attend ſo thick about him 

Keep all that wou'd approach at certain diſtance. 


Arit, Though he were hem'd with Deities T'de ſpeak to him, E 


And turn him back from this Highway to Death, 
Clyr. Here place your ſelf, within his Trumpets ſound. 
Lo, the Caldean Priefts appear, behold 
The facred Fire, Nearchus and Eumenes 
With their white Wands, and dreſt in Eaftern Robes, 
To {ooth the King, who loves the Perſia mode: 
But ſee the Maſter of the World appears. 


Exter Alexander, all kxecl but Clytus, | 


Heph, O Son of Jupiter live for ever. ; 

Alex, Rile all, and chou my ſecond ſelf, my Love , 
Q my H-ph+ſtion, raile thee trom/the Earth | i 
Itp ro my Breaſt, and hide thee in my Heart, | | 
Arcchou growa cold ? why hang thine Arms at diſtance 2 


Hugg 
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Hugg me, or elle by Heaven thou lov'ſt me not. 
Heph. Not Love, my Lord ? break not the Heart you fram'd 
And moulded up to ſuch an Excellence , 
\ © Thenſtamp'don it your own Immortal Image. 
Not love the King ? Such 15 not Womans love, 
So fond a friendſhip, ſuch a ſacred flame, 
AsT muſt doubt to find in Breaſts above, . . 
Alex, Thou doſt, thoy lov'it me, Crown of all my Wars, 
Thou dearer to me than my Groves of Lawrel, 
I know thou lov'it thy Alexander more 
Than Clyt5 does the King : no Tears Hepheſtior, 
I read thy Paſſion in thy Manly Eyes , 
And glory in thoſe Planets of my Lite 
Above the Rival Lights that ſhine in Heaven, 
Lyſ. 1 ſee that Death muſt wait me, yet Ile on; 
Alex, The tell thee Friend, and mark it all ye Princes, 
Though never mortal Man arriv'd to ſuch 
A height as I, yet I wou'd forfeit all , 
Caſt all my Purples, and my conquer'd Crowns, 
And dye to fave this Darling of my Soul, 
Give me thy Hand, ſhare all my Scepters while 
Tlive, and when my hour of Fate 1s come, 
[leave thee, what thou meriteft more than I, the World, 
Ly{. Dread Sir, I caſt meat your Royal Feet. 
| Alex, What, my Lyſimachus, whole Veins are rich 
With our illuſtrious Blood ? my Kinſman, riſe , 
Is not that Clyrms ? | 
Clyt. Your old faithful Souldier. 
Alex, Come to my hands, thus double Arm the King ; 
And now methinks I ſtand like the dread God, 
Who while his Prieſts and Iquaft'd facred Blood, 
Acknowledg'd me his Son. My Lightning thou ; 
And thou my mighty Thunder, --I have feen 
Thy glittering Sword out-fly Celeſtial Fire : 
And when I cry'd Be gone, and execute , 
Tve ſeen him run {wifter than ſtarting Hinds, 
Nor bent the tender Graſs beneath his Feet : 
Witter than Shadows fleeting o're the Fields, 
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Nay, even the Winds, with all their ſtock of Wings, 
Have puff'd behind, as wanting Breath to reach him. 
Lyſ. But if your Majeſty, — | 
C/yt, Who would not loſe 
The laſt dear drop of Blood, for ſuch a King ? 
Alex, Witnels my elder Brothers -of the Skie , 
How: much TI love a Souldier. — O my Clyts, 
Was it not when we paſs'd the Granicus 
Thou did(t preſerve me from unequal force ? 
It was when Spithridates, and Rheſaces, 
Fell both upon me, with two dreadful ſtroaks, 
And clove my temper'd Helmet quite in ſunder ; 
Then I remember, then thou didit me ſervice : 
I think my Thunder ſplit him to the Navel. 
Clyt, To your great ſelf you owe that Vidtory, 
And fure your Arms did never gain a nobler, 


Alex, By Heaven they never did, for well thou knowelt, 


And I am prouder to have pals'd that Stream, 

Than that I drove a Million o're the Plain, 

Can none remember ? Yes, I know all muſt, 

When glory, like the dazling Eagle, ſtood | 
Perclfd on my Bever in the Granick Flood. , 
When Fortun's {elf my Standard trembling bore, 

And the pale Fates ſtood frighted on the Shore, 

When the Immortals on the Billows rode, 

AndI my ſelf appear'd theleading God. 

Ariſt, But all the honours which your Youth has wor 
Are loſt, unleſs you fly from Babylon: 

Haſte with your Chiets, to -S{# take your way, 
Fly for your life, deſtructive is your ſtay. 

This Morning having view'd the angry Skie, 
And mark'd the Prodigies that threatn'd high, 
To our bright God I did for ſuccour fly ; 

But, Oh. 

A/ex. What fears thy Reverend Boſlome ſhake ? 
Or doſt thou from ſome Dream of horrour wake ? 
If ſo, come graip me with thy ſhaking Hand; 

Or fall behznd while I the danger ſtand, 


Ariſt, 
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- Ariſf, To Oroſmades Cave I did repair 
Where I atton'd the dreadful God with Prayer : 
But as I pray'd I heard long groans within, 


And ſhrieks, as of the damn'd that howl for Sin : 


I knew the Omen, and 1 fear'd to ſtay, 

But proſtrate on the trembling Pavement lay ; 
When he bodes happinels, he anſ{wers mild, 
*Twas ſo of old, and the great Image ſmil'd , 
But now in abrupt Thunder he reply'd 

Lowd as rent Rocks, or roaring Seas, he cry'd, 
All Empires Crown, Glory of Babylon, 


Whoſe Head ſtands wrapt in Clouds, muſt tumble down. 


Alex, If Babylon muſt fall, what is't to me ? 
Or can I help immutable Decree ? | 
Down then vaſt Frame with all thy lofty Towers, 
Since *tis ſo order'd by Almighty Powers ; 
Prels'd by the Fates, unlooſe your golden Bars, 
'Tis great to fall the envy of the Stars. 


Enter Perdiccas, Meleager, 


Mele, O horrrour ! 
Perd, Dire Portents ! 
Alex, Out with *em then, 
What are you Ghoſts, ye empty ſhapes of Men ? 
If fo, the Myſteries of Hell unfold, 
Beall the Scrowls of Deſtiny unrowl'd ? 
Opea the brazen Leaves, and let it come ; 
Point with a Thunder-bolt your Monarchs doom: 
Perd, As Meleager, ns my felt in Field, 
Your Perſiaz Horſe about the Army wheel'd : 
We heard a noiſe, as of a ruſhing Wind, 
And a thick Storm the Eye of Day did blind : 
A croaking noiſe reſounded through the Air, 
Welook'd, and ſaw big Ravens battling there : 
Exch Bird of Night appear'd himſelf a Cloud, 


They met, and fought,and their Wounds rain'd black Blood, 
Mele, Al), as for honour, did their Lives expole , 
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Their Talons claſh'd, and Beaks gave mighty blows, 

Whilſt dreadful ſounds did our {car'd ſente aflail, 

As of (mall Thunder, or huge Scythian Hail, 

Perd, Our Augurs ſhook, when with a horrid groan, 
We thought that all the Clouds had tumbl'd down. 

- Souldiers, and Chiets, whocan the wonder tell, 

Strook to the ground, promiſcuoully fell , 

While the dark Birds, each pond ous as a Shield, 

For fifty Furlongs hid the fatal Field, | 

Alex. Be witneſs for me, all ye Powers Divine, 

If ye be angry, 'tis no fault of mune 

Therefore let Furies face me, with a Band 

From Hell, my Virtue ſhall not make aſtand ; 

Though all the Curtains of the Skie be drawn, 

And the Stars wink, young Ammon thall go on : 

While my Statira ſhines, I cannot ſtray, 

Love lifts his Torch to light me on my way, 6 

And her bright Eyes create another Day. 

Ly{. E're you remove be pleas'd, dread Sir, to hear 
A Prince ally'd to you by Blood, 

Alex. Speak quickly. 

Lyſ. For all that I have done for you in War, 

I beg, the Princeſs Pariſatis, 

.. +. i; 
Is not my word already paſt ? phe, 
Tknow he hates thee, but he ſhall not have her ; 

We heard of this before. -— Zyſmachus, 

I here command, you nouriſh no delign, 

To prejudice my Perlon in the Man 

Ilove, and will preferr to all the World. 

Lyſ. I never fail'd to obey your Majeſty, 
Whilſt you commanded what was in my power, 
Nor cou'd Hepheſtion fly more {witt to {erve, 
When you commanded us to ſtorm a Town, 

Or fetch a Standard from the Enemy : 

But when you charge me not to love the Princeſs, 

I muſt confeſs, I dilobey you, 'as 


I woud 
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I wou'd the Gods themlelves, ſhould they command. 
Ales, You ſhou'd, brave Sir, hear me, and then be dumb, 
When by my order, curſt Cal:/theres, 
' Was as 4 Traitor doom'd to live in torments: 
Your pity ſped him in deſpight of me, 
Think not I have forgot your inſolence 
Nc, chough I pardon'd it, yet if again 
Thou dar'it to croſs me with another Crime, 
The Bolts of Fury ſhall be doubled on thee. 
In the mean time think notof Pariſatis ; 
For if thou doſt, by Fupiter Ammon, 
By my own Head, andby King Philip's Soul, 
Tie not reſpect that Blood of mine thou ſhar'ſt, 
But uſe thee as the vileſt Macedonian, 
Lyſ. 1 doubted not at firſt but Tſhou'd meet 
Your indignation, yet my Soub's refolv'd, 
And I ſhall never quit ſo brave a Prize, 
While I can draw a Bow. or lift a Sword. 
Alex, Againſt my Lite, ha? was it ſo? how now ? 
Tis ſaid that I am raſh, of haſty humour , 
But I appeal to the Immortal Gods, 
If ever petty _ Provincial Lord 
Had temper like to mine ? My Slave, whom I 
Cou'd tread to Clay, dares utter bloody threats. 
Clyt. Contain your ſelf, dread Sir, the noble Prince, 
I ſee it inhis Countenance, would dye, 
Tojuſtifie his truth, but love makes many faults, 
Lyſ. Imeant his Minion there ſhould feel my Arm, 
Love asks his blood, nor ſhall he live to laugh 
At my deſtruction, 
Alex, Now be thy own Judge, 
I pardon thee for my old C!y: 2's ſake ; 
But if once more thou mention thy-raſh Love, 
Ordar'ſt attempt Hephe/? /ox's precious Life, 
Tlepour ſuch ſtorms of indignation on thee, 
Philot u rack, Caliſthenes dilgrace, 
Shall be delight to what thou ſhalt endure. 
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Enter Syſigambis, Parilatis, 


Heph, My Lord, the Queen comes to congratulate 
Your ſafe arriyal, 
Alex, O thou beſt of Women, 
Source of my joy, bleſt Parent of my Love. 
Syſ; Permit me kneel, and give thoſe adorations 
Which from the Perſian Family are due : 
Have you not rais'd us from our ruines high, 
And when no Hand cou'd help, nor any Eyc 
Behold us with a Tear, your's pittied me, + 
You, like a God, ſnatch'd us from ſorrow's Gulph, 
Fixt us in Thrones above our former ſtate. 
Par, Which, when a Soul _— advanc't lo.nobly, 
May it be drown'd in deeper milery, 
Alex, To meet me thus, was generouſly done ; 
But ſtill there wants to crown my happineſs 
Life of my Empire, Treaſure of my Soul ! 
My dear $:atira! O that Heavenly Beam, 
Warmth of my Brain, and Firer of my Heart ; 
Had ſhe but ſhot to ſeeme, had ſhe met me, 
By this time I had been amongſt the Gods ; 
If any Ecſtaſie can make a height, 
Or any Rapture hurle us to the Heavens, 
Clyt, Now, who ſhall dare to tell him the Queens Vow ? 
Alex, How fares my Love? ha,— neither anſwer me ! 
Ye raiſe my wonder, Darknels overwhelm me 
If Royal Syſigambis does not weep. 
Trembling, and horrour, pierce me cold as Ice. 
Is ſhe not well ? what, none, none an{wer me ? 
Or1s it worſe ? Keep down ye rifing Sighs, 
And murmur in the hollow of my Breaſt : 
Run to my Heart, and gather more {ad Wind; 
- That when the voice of Fate ſhall call you forth, 
Ye may, at one ruſh, from the Seat of Lite, 
Blow the Blood out, and burſt me like a Bladder, 
Heph, 1 wou'd relate it, but my courage fails me, 


Alex, 
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Alex, If ſhe be dead, — That it's impoſſible , 

And let none here affirm it for his Soul : 

For he that dares but think ſo damn'd a Lye, 
Tle have his body ſtraight empal'd before me 
And glut my Eyes upon his bleeding Entrails, 

Caſſ. How will this Engine of unruly Paſſion 
Roar, when we have ram'd him to the Mouth with Poyſon? 

Alex. Why ſtand you all, as you were rooted here , 
Like ſenſeleſs Trees, while to the ſtupid Grove 
I, like a wounded Lion, groan my griets, 

And none will an{wer, --- what, not my Hephe tion ? 
If thou haſt any love for A4/exanaer, 

If ever I oblig'd thee by my care 

When my quick ſight has watch'd theein the War ; 
Or if to ſee thee bleedT (ent forth cryes, 

And, like a Mother, waſh'd thee with my tears, 

If this be true, if I deſerve thy Love, 

Eaxſe me, and tell the cauſe of my diſaſter; 

Heph. Your mourning Queen, (which I had told before, 
Had you been calm,) has no Diſeale but Sorrow ; 
Which was occaſion'd firſt by jealous Pangs : 

She heard, (for what-can ſcape a watchful Lover? ) 
That you at S#{a, breaking all your Vows, 
Relaps'd, and conquer'd by R9xan2's Charms, 

| Gave up your ſelf devoted to her Arms, 

Alex, Tknow that ſubtle Creature in my Riot, 

My Reaſon gone, {educ'd me to her Bed ; 

But when I wak'd, I ſhook the C:rce.off, 

Though that Enchantrels held me by the Arm, 
And wept, and gaz'd with all the force of Love 
Nor grievdT lels for that which I had done, 
Than when at Tha (uit, enrag'd with Wine, 
ſet the fam'd Perſepolis on Fire. 

Heph, Your Queen Statira took it fo to heart, 
That, in the Agony of Love, the {wore 
Never to ſee your Majeſty again ; 

With dreadful Tmprecations ſhe confirm'd 
Her Oath, and I much fear that ſhe will keep it, 
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Ales, Ha ! did the ſwear? did that (weet Creature ſwear ? 
Tle not believe it, "ng, ſhe is all ſottnels, 
All melting, mild, and calm as a rock'd Infant, 
' Nor can you wake her into cryes ; by Heaven, 
She is the Child of Love, and ſhe was born in (miles. 
Par, 1, and my weeping Mother, heard her ſwear, 
Sy. And with ſuch fiercenels ſhe did aggravate 
The foulneſs of your fault, that I cou'd with 
Your Majeſty wou'd blot her from your breaſt. 
Alex, Blot her? forget her? hurle her from my boſome 
For ever, loſe the Star that guilds my Life, 
Guide of my Days, and Goddels of my Nights ! 
No, the ſhall ſtay with me 1n ſpight of Vows, 
My ſoul, and body both are twiſted with her : 
The God of Love empties his golden Quiver, 
Shoots every Grain of her into my heart , 
She is all mine, by Heaven I teel her here 
Panting, and warm, the dearelt, O Stairs ! 
Syſ. Have patience, Son, and truſt to Heaven and me; 
If my Authority, or the remembrance 
Of dead Darizs, or her Mothers Soul 
Can work upon her, the again is yours, 
Alex, O, Mother help me, help your wounded Son, 
And move the Soul of my offended Dear 
But fly, haſte, &'rethe ſad Procefſion's made, 
Spend not a thought in a reply.—Be gone, 
It you wou'd have me live— and Pariſatzs, 
Hang thou about her Knees, waſh *em with Tears : 
Nay haſte, the breath of Gods, and eloquence 


Lyſ. Now let your Majeſty, who feel the Torments, 
And ſharpeſt Pangs of Love, encourage mine. 

Alex, Ha. 

C/yt. Are you a Mad-man? is this a time ? 

Lyſ. Yes, for ſee he cannot be unjuſt to me, 
Leſt ſomething worle befall himſelf, 

A'ex, Why doſt thou tempt me thus, to thy undoing ? 
Death thou ſhould'ſ have, were it not courted.-lo : 


But 


Of Angels go along with you —O my heart} [Exeunt Sy. and Par, 
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But know, to thy confuſion, that my word, * - 
Like deſtiny, admits not a reverſe ; = 
Therefore, in Chains, thou ſhalt behold the Nuptials 

Of my Hepheſtion,—Guards take him Priſoner, 

* Ly{. 1hall nor cafily refign-my Sword, 
Till I have dy'd it in my Rivals blood, 

Alex. Icharge you, kill him not, take him alive, 

The dignity of Kings is now concern'd, 

AndI will find a way to tame this Beaſt, 
clyt. Kneel, forl ſee the Lightning in his Eyes, 
Lyſ. Tneither hope, nor ask a pard'n of him ; 

But if he ſhou'd reſtore my Sword, I wou'd, 

With a new violence, run againſt my Rival. 

Alex. Sure we, at laſt, ſhall conquer this fierce Lion : 
Hence from my ſight, and bear him to a Dungeon : 
Perdiccas give this Lion to a Lion, 

None ſpeak for him, fly, ſtop his Mouth, away. 

Chr. The King's extremely mov'd, 

Eum, I dare not ſpeak, 


Ct. This comes of Love, and Women, 'tis all madnes , 


Yet were I heated now with Wine I ſhou'd 
Bepreaching to the King for this raſh Fool, 

Alex, Come hither Clyz#s, and my dear Hepheſtioz 
Lend me your Arms, help, for I'm ſick o'th* ſudden : 
Lfear betwixt Szatira's cruel Love, 

And fond Roxara's Arts, your King will fall. 

Chr. Better the Perſiaz Race were all undone, 


Heph, Look up, my Lord, and bend not thus your Head, 


As you wou'd leave the Empire of the World 
Which you with toil have won. 

Alex, Wou'd I had not, 
There's no true joy in ſuch unweildy Fortune, 
Eternal gazers lafting troubles make, 
All find my ſpots, but few my brightneſs take. 
Stand off, and give me air, — 
Why was I born a Prince, proclaim'd a God? 
Yet have no liberty to look abroad ? - 
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pleas'd, and free, wou'd o're the Cottage fly; c 
O're flow'ry Lands to the gay diſtant Skie, 
Farewel then Empire, and the Racks of Love , 
By all the Gods, 1 will to wilds remove, 
| Stretch'd like a Sylvan God on Graſs lye down, 
And quite forget that &'reI wore a Crown. 
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AGTH. 


' Enter Eumenes, Philip, Theſſalus, Perdiccas, 
Lyſimachus, Gzerds. 


Exm. PArewell, brave Spirit, when you come above, 
[+ Commend us tg Philotas, and the reſt 
.Of our great Friends. ; 
Theſ. Perdiccas, you are grown 
In truſt, be thankfull for your noble Office. 
Perd. As noble as you ſentence me, I'd give 


* This Arm that Theſalus were fo imploy'd. 


Lyf. Ceaſe theſe untimely jarrs, farewell to all, 
Fight for the King as I have done, and then | 
You may be worthy of a death like mine. — Lead on. 


Enter Pariſatis. 
Par. Ah my Zyfimachas, where are you going ? 


Whither ? to be devour'd ? O barbarous Prince! 
Cou'd you expole your life to the King's rage, - 


| Andyet remember mine was tyd to yours? 


Lyſ. The Gods preſerve you ever from the ills 
That threaten me; live, Madam, to enjoy 
A nobler fortune, and forget this wretch : 
I ne're had worth, nor is it poſſible | 
That all the bloud which I ſhall loſe this day, 
Shou'd merit this rich ſorrow from your eyes. 

Par. The King, I know, is bent to thy deſtruction 3 
Now by command they forc'd me from his knees : 


- But take this ſatisfation in thy. death, 


No Power, Command, my Mothers, Siſters tears, 
Shall cauſe me to ſurvive thy cruel loſs. 

Ly. Live, Princeſs, live ; howe're the King diſdains me, 
Perhaps unarm'd, and fighting for your ſake, 
I may perform what ſhall amaze the World, 
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And force him yet te give you to my arms. 

Away Perdiccas ; =— dear Enmenes, take 

The Princeſs to your charge. FExennt Perd, Lyſ. Guards, 
Eum. O cruelty! | 
Par. Lead me, Eumenes, lead me from the light, 

Where I may wait till I his ruine hear, 

Then free my Sout to meer him in the Air. © ZExemm,, 
Phil. See where the jealous proud Roxana comes, 

A haughty vengeance gathers up her brow. 
Thef. Peace, they have rais'd her to their ends; obſerve. 


NIP: 
Enter Roxana, Caſlander, Polipercon, . 


Rox. O you have ruin'd me, I ſhall be mad; . 
Sajd you ſo paſlignate, is't pathble ? 
So kind to her, and ſo unkind to me? - 
Caſ- Motethen your utmoſtfancy can invent; . 
He ſwouned thrice at hearing of her Vow, 
And when our care-as oft had brought back life, 
He drew his Sword, and offer'd at his breaſt, 
Pol. Then rail'd on-you with ſuch unheard of curſes. , 
Rox. Away, be gone, and give a whirlwind room, 
Or I will blow you vp like duſt; avaunt: 
Madneſs but meanly repreſents my toyl. 
Roxana, and Statire, they are names 
That muſt for ever jarr; eternal diſcord, 
Fury, revenge, diſdain, and indignation | 
Tear my (woln breaſt, make way for fire and tempeſt. - 
My brain is burſt, debate and reafon quench'd, | 
The ſtorm is up, and my hot bleeding heart 
Splits with the rack, while paſſions like the winds _ 
Riſe up to Heav'n and put out all the Stars. 
What ſaving hand, O'what Almighty arm 
Can raiſe meſinking > 1» | 
Caf. Let your own arm fave you, | 
is in your power, your beauty is Almighty : 
Let all the Stars go.out, your Eyes can light 'em: 
Wake then, bright Planet that ſhou'd rule the world, 
Wake like the Moon, 'from-your too lorg Ecliple, 
And we with all the Inftruments of War, 
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'Trumpets and Drutins, will help your Glorious Labour. 
 Pgl. Putusto aft, and with a violence, 
| That fits the Spirit of a moſt wrong'd woman: 
Let not Medea's dreadfull vengeance ſtand 
A pattern more, but draw your own ſo fierce, 
It may for ever be Original. 
Caſ. Touch not, but daſh, with ſtroaks ſo bravely bold, 
Till you have form'd a face of ſomuch horrour, 
That gaping Furies may run frighted back z 
That Envy may devour her (elf for madneſs, 
And ſad Medsſa's head be turn'd to Stone. 
Rox. Yes, we will have revenge, my Inſtruments : 
For there is nothing you have ſaid of me, | 
But comes far ſhort, wanting of what I am. 
When in my nonage I at Zogdia livd, 
Among(t my She-companions I wou'd reign ; 
- Drew 'em from idleneſs, and little arts 
Of coining looks, and laying ſnares for Lovers 3 
Broke all their Glaſles, and their Tires tore : 
8 Taught 'em, hike Az2azoxs, to ride and chace 
0 Wild Beaſts in Defarts, and to Maſter men. 
| Caſ. Her looks, her words, her ev'ry motion fires me. 
Rox. But when [I heard of Alexander's Conqueſts, 
How with a handfull he had Millions ſlain, 
Spoil'd all the Eaſt, their Queens his Captives made, 
Yet with what Chaſtity, and God-like temper 
He ſaw their Beauties, and with pity bow'd ; 
Methought I hung upon my Father's lips, 
And wilh'd him tell the wondrous tale again : 
Left all my ſports, the Woman now return'd, * 
And ſighs uncall'd wou'd from my boſom fly ; 
And all the night, as my Adraſte told me, 
In (ſumbers groan'd and murmur'd, Alexander. 
Caſ. Curſe on the name! but I will ſoon remove 
That bar of my Ambition and my Love. 
Rox. At laſt to Zogdia this Triumpher came, 
And cover'd o're with Laurels forc'd our City: 
At night I by my Father's order ſtood, 
nfs With fifty Virgins, waiting at a Banquet. 
k But oh how glad was [ to hear his Court, 
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- To feel the preflure of his glowing hand, 
And taſt the dear, the falfe-protelting lips. 


Caſ. Wormwood,anJ Hemlack henceforth grow about 'em: 


Rox. Gods! that a man'ſhould be ſo great and baſe ! 
What ſaid he not when in the Bridal Bed - 
He claſpd my yielding body in. his arms : 
When with his fiery lips devouring mine, } 
And moulding with his hand my throbbing breaſt, 
He ſwore the Globes of Heav'n and Earth were vile 
To thoſe rich Worlds; and taJk'd, and kiſs'd, and lov'd, - 
And made me ſhame the morning with my bluſhes. 
Caf. Yet after this prove falſe ! 
Pol. Horrid perjury ! . | 


Caſc Not to be match'd. - ES | 


Pol. O you muſt figd revenge. 
Caſ. A perſon of your Spirit be thus (lighted! - 
For whoſe deſire all Earth ſhould be too little. 
Rox. And ſhall the Daughter of Darizs hold him? 
That puny Girl, that Ape of my ambition? 
That cry'd for milk, when I was nurs'd in bloud! 
Shall ſhe, made up of watry Element, . 
A Cloyd, ſhall ſhe embrace my proper God? 
While I am.caſt like Lightning from his hand ! 
Ivo, I muſt ſcorn to prey on common things ; 
Though hurl'd to Earth by-this diſdainfull Jove, 
I will rebound to my own Orb of fire, 
And with the wrack of all the Heav'ns expire. 
Caf. Now you appear your ſelf;.. 
'Tis noble anger. 
Rox. May the llluſtrious bloud that fills my womb, 
And ripens to be perfe& Godhead born, 
Come forth a Fury, may Barſina's Baſtard 
Tread it to Hell, and rule as Soveraign Lord, 
WhenT permit Statira to enjoy | 
Roxana's right, and ſtrive not to. deſtroy. 


Enter Syligambis, Statira, in mourning. 


Caſ. Behold her going to fulfill her Vow; 
Old Sſpgambis whom the King engag'd, 
| Reliſts and awes hex with Authority. 


Rox: 
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Rox. Twas raſhly vow'd indeed, and I ſhou'd pity her. 
"if. O my Statira, how has paſſion chang'd thee! 
Think if you drive the King to ſuch extremes, 
What in his fury may he not denounce - 
Againſt the-poor remains of loſt Darius. 
' Stat. I know, I know he will be kind to: you, 
And to my mourning Siſter, for my ſake ; 
And tell him, how with my departing breath 
I rail'd not, but ſpoke kindly of his-perſon, - 
Nay wept-to think of our divided Loves, 
And ſobbing ſent a laſt forgiveneſs to him. 
Rox. Grant, Heav'n, ſome eaſe to this diſtrated wretch ! 
Let her not linger out a life in torments,. 
Be theſe her Iaſt words, and at once diſpatch her. 
' #&ffſ. No, by the Everlaſting fire I (wear, 
By my Darixs Soul, I never more :: 
Will dare to look on Alexander's face, 
If you refuſe to ſee him. | 
Rox. Curſe on that cunning tongue, I fear her now. 
Caſ. No, ſhe's refolv'd.- 
Stat. I caſt me at your feet, 
To bath em with my tears; or if you pleaſe, 
Ile let out Jife, and waſh 'em with my bloud ; 
But ſtill conjure you not to rack my Soul; 
Nor hurry my wild thoughts to perfe& madneſs. 
Shou'd now Darius awfull Ghoſt appear, 
And my pale Mother ſtand beſeeching by, 
I wou'd perfiſt to death, and keep my Vow. 
' Rox. She ſhews a certain bravery of Soul, 
Which T ſhou'd praiſe in any but my Rival. 
Jyſ. Dye then, rebellious wretch, thou art notnow 
That (oft belay'd, nor doſt thou ſhare my bloud, 
Go hide thy baſeneſs in thy lovely Grot, 
Ruine thy Mother, and thy Royal Houſe, 
Pernicious Creature! ſhed the-innocent 
Blaud, and Sacrifice to the King's:wrath 
The lives of all thy-people 3 fly, be gone, - 
And hide thee where brighr. Virtue-never (ſhone :. 
The day will ſhua thee; naythe Stars that view 
Mifchiefs and Murders, deeds to thee not new, 
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But thy no thought I muſt, I-will deeree; 
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Will ſtart at this 3 =» Go, go, thy crimes deplore, 


Apd never think of Syſgembis niore. Exit. 


ox. Madam, I hope you will a Queen forgive, 
Roxana weeps to ſee Statira grieve : 
How noble is the brave reſolve you make, 
To quit the world for Alexzder's lake ? 
Valt is-your mind, you dare thus greatly dye, 
And yield the King to one ſo mean as I: 
'Tis a revenge will make the Vitor ſmart, 
And much I fear your death will break his heart. 
Jtat. You counterfeit a fear, and know too well 


- How much your Eyes all Beauties elſe excell: 


Roxane, who though not a Princeſs born, 
In Chains cou'd make the mighty Vitor mourn. 
Forgetting pow'r, when Wine had made him warm, 
And ſenſeleſs, yet even then you knew to charm: 
Preferve him by thoſe arts that cannot fail, 
\Vhile I the loſs of what I lov'd bewail. 

Rax. I hope your Majeſty will give me leave 


To wait you to the Grove, where you wou'd grieve; 


Where like the Turtle, you the loſs will moan 
Of that dear Mate, and murmur all alone. 
Stat. No, proud Triumpher o're my falling ſtate, 


'Thou ſhalt not ſtay to fill thee with my Fate: 


Go to the Conqueſt which your wiles may boaſt, 
And tell the world you left Statira loſt. 

Go ſeize my faithle(s Alexander's hand, 

Both hand and heart were once at my command : 
Graſp his lov'd neck, dye on his fragrant breaſt, 
Love him like me, which cannot be exprelſt, c 
He muſt be happy, and you more then bleſt. 


That with my mind I may his form ſurvey, 
And think fo long, till I think life away. 
Rox. No, ſickly Virtue, no, 


. While I in darkneſs hide me from the day, C 


"Thou ſhalt not think, nor thy Loves loſs bemoan, 


Nor ſhall paſt pleaſures through thy fancy run ; 
That were to make thee bleſt as I can be, 
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As thus Ile torture thee til] thou art mad, 
And then no thought to purpoſe can be had. 
Stat, How frail, how cowardly is woman's mind ? 


Ti 


We ſhriek at Thunder, dread the ruſtling wind, 
And glitt'ring Swords the brighteſt eyes will blind. 
Yet when ſtrong Jealouſie enflames the Soul, 
The weak will roar, and Calms to Tempeſts roul. 
Rival, take heed, and tempt me not too far ; 
My bloud may boy], and bluſhes ſhew a War. 
Rox. When you retire to your Romantick Cell, 
Tle make thy ſolitary Manfion Hell z 
Thou ſhalt not reſt by day, nor ſleep by night, 
But ſtill Roxana ſhall thy Spirit fright : 
Wanton, in Dreams, if thou dar'ft dream of bliſs, 
Thy roving Ghoſt may think to ſteal a kiſs; 
But when to his ſought Bed, thy wandring air 
Shall for the happineſs it wiſh'd repair, 
How will it groan to find thy Rival there ? 
How ghaſtly wilt thou look, when thou ſhalt (ce, 
Through the drawn Curtains, that Great man and me, 
Wearied with laughing joys, ſhot to the Soul, 
While thou ſhalt grinning ſtand,and gnaſh thy teeth, and houl. .. 
Stat. O barb'rous rage | my tears I cannot keep, 
But my full Eyes in ſpight of me will weep. 
Rox. The King and I in various Pictures drawn, .. 
Claſping each other, ſhaded o're with Lawn, 
Shall be the daily Preſents I will ſend, 
To-help thy ſorrow to her Journeys end. 
And when we hear at laſt thy hour draws nigh, 
My Alexander, my dear Love and I, © 
Will come and haften on thy ling'ring Fates, 
And ſmile, and kiſs thy Soul out, through the Grates., - 
Stat. 'Tis well, I thank'thee ; thou haft wak'd a rage, .. 
Whoſe boiling now no/temper can-allwage: ? 
I meet thy tides of Jealoufie with:more, 
Dare thee to dwell, and daſh thee o're and o're. 
Rox. What wou'd youdare? 
Stat. Whatever you dare do, 
My warring thoughts the bloudief? tracts perſue, - 
I am by Love a Fury made, like you: 
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Kill, or be kill'd, thus ated by deſpair. 
Rox. Sure the diſdain'd Statira does not dare, 
Stat. Yes, tow'ring proud Roxana, but I dare. 
Rox. I tow't indeed o're thee ; 

Likea fair Wood, the ſhade of Kings I ſtand, 
While thou, ſick Weed, doſt but infe& the Land. 
Stat. No, like an Ivy I will curl thee round, 

Thy fapleſs Trunk of all its pride confound, C 

Then dry, and wither'd; bend thee to the ground. 
What Jyfigambis threats, objected fears, 

My Siſters tighs, and Alexander's tears, 

Cou'd not effec, thy Rival rage has done 3 

My Soul, whoſe ſtart at breach of oaths begun, C 

Shall to thy ruine violated run. 

Tle ſee the King 1n ſpight of all I ſwore, 

Though curſt that thou'mayſt never ſee him more. 


Enter Perdiccas, Alexander, Syſigambis, Attendants, 6 


Perd. Madam, your Royal Mother, and the King. 

Alex. O my Jtatira !. O my angry dear |! 
Turn thine Eyes on me, I wou'd talk to them : 
What ſhall I ſay to work upon thy Soul ? 
Where (ball I throw me ?- whither ſhall I fall ? 

Stat. For me you ſhall not fall. 

Alex. For thee I will: 

Before thy feet I'le have a Grave dug up, 
And periſh quick, be buried ſtraight alive : 
Give but as the Earth grows heavy on me, 
A tender look, 51d a relenting word; 
Say but, 'twas pity that ſo great Great a man, 
Who had ten thouſand deaths in Battels ſcap'd, 
For one poor fault ſo early ſhou'd remove, 
And fall a Martyr ta the God of Love. 

Rox. Is then:Rgxana's love and life ſo poor, 
That for another you can-chuſe to dye, 
Rather then live for:her 2? what have I done ? 
How am I alter'd fince at S#ſ7 laſt 
You ſwore, and ſeal'd it with a thouſand kiſles, 
Rather then loſe Roxana ſmalleſt charm, 

You wou'd forgo the Conquelt of the world ? 


Alex. 


aL 
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Alex. Madam, you beſt can tell what Magick drew 
Me to your charms, but let it not be tofd 
For your own ſake; take, take that Conquer'd World, 
Diſpoſe of Crowns and Scepters as you pleaſe, 
Let me but have the freedom for an hour, 
To make account with this wrong'd Innocence. 
Stat. You know, my Lord, you did commit a faule, 
Task but this, repeat your crime no more. 
Alex. O never, never. 
Rox. Am l rejected then ? 
Alex. Exhauſt my Treaſures, 
Take all the Spoils of the far conquer'd Indies ; 
But for the eaſe of my afflicted Soul, 
Go where I never may behold thee more. 
Rox. Yes, I will go, ungratefull as thou art ! 
Bane to my life! thou torment. of my days ! 
Thou murd'rer of the world! for as thy Sword 
Has cut the lives of thouſand thouſand men, 
So will thy tongue undo all woman-kind. 
But Ile be gone ; this laſt diſdain has cur'd me, 
And1am now grown ſo indifferent, 
I could behold you kils without a pang, + 
Nay take a Torch, and lght you to your Bed: 
But do not truſt me, no, for If you do, ; 
By all the Furies, and the flames of Love, 
By Love, which is the hotteſt burning Hell, 
Ile ſet you both on fire to blaze for ever. Fxit. 
Stat. O Alexander, is it poſtible? Good Gods, 
That guilt can ſhew fo lovely ! — yet I pardon, 
Forgive thee all, by thy dear life I do. 
Alex. Ha! Pardon! ſaidſt thou, Pardon me ? 
Sſ. Now all thy Mothers bleſſings fall about thee, 
My beſt, my moſt belov'd, my own Statira. 
Alex. Ts it then true that thou haſt pardon'd me? 
And is it giv'n me thus'to touch thy hand, 
And fold thy body in my longing arms? 
To gaze upon thy Eyes, my happier Stars? 
To taſt thy lip, and thy dear balmy breath, 
While ev'ry ſigh comes forth ſo fraught with ſweets, 
Tis.incenſe to be offer'd to aGod, 
| F 


Stat © 


34 The Rival Queens, or the- 

Stat. Yes, dear Impoſtor, 'tis moſt true that I 
Have pardon'd thee; and 'tis as true that while 
I ſtand in view of thee, thy eyes will wound, 
Thy tongue will make me wanton as thy wiſhes ; 
And while I feel thy hand, my body glows : 
Therefore be quick, and take your laſt adieu, 
Theſe your laſt ſighs, and theſe your parting tears ; 
Farewell, farewell, a long and laſt farewell. 

Alex. O my Fepheition, bear me or fink. 


Itat. Nay, you may take, — Heav'n how my heart throbs, | 


You may, you may, if yet you.think me worthy, 
Take from theſe trembling lips a parting kiſs. 

Alex. No, let me ſtarve firſt z — why, Statira, why? 

What js the meaning of all this? —- O Gods! 
I know the cauſe, my working brain divines : 
You! ſay you pardon'd but with this reſerve, 
Never to make me bleſt, as I have been, 

To ſlumber by the fide of that falſe mar, 
Nor givea Heav'n of beauty to a Devil. 
Think you not thus? ſpeak Madam. | 

Syſ. She is not worthy, Son, of ſo much ſorrow: _. 
Speak comfort to hiny, ſpeak, my dear Statira, 

[ ask thee by thoſe tears; Ah canſt thou e're 
Pretend to Love, yet with dry eyes behold him! 

Alex. Silence more dreadfull then ſevereſt ſounds : 
Wou'd ſhe but ſpeak, though Death, eternal Exile 
Hungat her lips, yet while her tongue pronounces, 
There muſt be Muſick even.in my undoing. 

Stat. Still my lov'd Lord, I cannat ſee you thus ;. 
Nor can I ever yield to ſhare your Bed: 

'Ol (hall find Roxana in your arms, 
And taſt her kifles left upon your lips : 
Her curs'd embraces have defil'd your body. 
Nor ſhall I find' the-wonted ſweetneſs there, 
But artificial ſmells, :and aking odours. 
Alex. Yes, obſtinate, I wilt; Madam, you ſhall, 
You ſhall, in ſpight of this reſiſtleſs paſſion, 
Be-ſerv'd;z but you muſt give me leave to think 
You never loy'd : = Ocou'd { ſec you thus! 
Hell has not half the tortures that, you raiſe. . 
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Clyt. Never did paſſions combat thus before. 
Alex. O I ſball burſt, 
Unleſs you give me leave to rave a while. 
Syſc Yet ere deſtruction ſweeps us both away, 
Relent, and break through all to pity him. 
Alex. Yes, I will ſhake this Cypid from my arms, 
If all the rages of the Earth can fright him ; 
Drown him in the deep bowl of Hercules ; 
Make the World drunk, and then like #olw, 
When he gave paſlage to the ſtruggling winds, 
Ile ſtrike my Spear into the reeling Globe 
Tolet it bloud ; ſet Babylon in a blaze, 
And drive this God of flames with more conſuming fire. 
Stat. My preſence will but force him to extremes 
Beſides, 'tis death to me to ſee his pains : 
Yet ſtand reſolv'd never to yield again, 
Permit me to remove. 
Alex. I charge ye ſtay her; 
For if ſhe paſs, by all the Hells I feel, 
Your Souls, your naked Ghoſts ſhall wait upon her. 
O turn thee ! Turn! thou barb'rous brightnels, turn ! 
Hear my laſt words, and ſee my utmoſt pang : 
But firſt kneel with me, all my Souldiers, kneel, | AU kneel. 
Yet lower, — proſtrate to the Earth : — Ah Mother, what 
Will you kneel too ? Then let the Sun ſtand (till 
To ſee himſelf out-worſhip'd ; not a face 
Pe ſhewn that is not waſh'd all o're in tears, 
But weep as if you here beheld me lain. 
$3. Haſt thou a heart ? or art thou Savage turn'd ? 
But if this poſture cannot move your mercy, 
I never will ſpeak more. 
Alex. O my Jtatira / 
I ſwear, my Queen, Ile not out-live thy hate, 
My Soul is ſtill as death : — But one thing more, 
Pardon my laſt extremities, — the tranſports 
Of a deep wounded breaſt, and all is well. 
Stat. Riſe, and may Heav nn forgive you all, like me. 
Alex. You are too gracious ; — Cljtzs, bear me hence, 
When I am laid in Earth, yield her the world. 
There's ſomething here heaves, and is cold as Ice, 
F 2 That 
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That fjops my breath z— Farewell, O Gods! for ever. 
Stat. Hold off, and let me run into his arms, 
My deareſt, my all Love, my Lord, my King 3 
You ſhall not dye, if that the ſoul and body 
Ot thy Statira can reſtore thy life : 
Give me thy wonted kindneſs, bend me, break me 
With thy embraces. EE--2 N 
Alex. O the killing joy! 
O extaſic ! my heart will burſt my breaſt, 
Toleap into thy boſom; but by Heav'n 
This night I will revenge me of thy beauties, 
For the dear rack I have this day endur'd : 
For all the ſighs and tears that T'have ſpent, 
Te have ſo many thouſand burning Loves 3 
So (well thy lips, ſo fill me with thy ſweetneſs, 
Thou fhalt not ſleep, nor cloſe thy wandring Eyes : 
The ſmiling hours ſhall all be lov'd away, 
We'l ſurfeit all the night, and languiſh all the day. 
Stat. Nor ſhall Roxana 
Alex. Let her not be nam'd. —— 
4O Mother ! how ſhall I requite your goodneſs ? 
And you, my fellow Warriours, that cou'd weep 
For your loſt King : — But I invite you all, - 
- My equals in the Throne as inthe Grave, 
Without diſtintion to the Riot come, 
To the Kings Banquet. ——— 
Clyt. T beg your Majeſty 
Would leave me out. 
Alex. None, none ſhall-be excus'd ; 
All Revel out the day, tis my command ; : 


Gay as the Perſian God our ſelf will ſtand, 

With a Crown'd Goblet in our lifted hand. 

Young Ammon and Statira ſhall go round, 

While antick Meaſures beat the Purden'd etoma 

And to.the vaulted Skies our Clangors ſound: | 
Exeunt. 
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AcT IV. 


Enter Clytus in his Macedonian habit; Hepheſtion, 
Eumenes, Meleager, @*c. iz Perſian Robes. 


Clit. A Way, I will not wear theſe Perſian Robes 3 
"A. Nor ought the King be angry for the reverence 
I owe my Country, ſacred are her Cuſtoms, 
Which honeſt Clyz44 ſhall preſerve to death. 
O kt me rot in Macedonian rags, 
Rather then ſhine in faſhions of the Eaſt. 
Then for the Adorations he requires, 
Roſt my old body in eternal flames, 
Or let him Cage me, like Caliſtheres. - 
Eum. Near Clytzs, be perſwaded. 
Feph. You know the King 
Is God-like, full of all the richeſt Virtues 
That ever Royal heart poſſeſs'd; yet you 
Perverſe, but to one humour will oppoſe him. 
Clyt. Call you it humour! *tis a pregnant one, 
By Mers there's venom in it, burning pride ; 
And though my life ſhou'd follow, rather then 
Bear ſuch a hot ambition in my bowels, 
1d rip em up to. give the poyſon vent. 
Mel. Was not that Jupiter whom we adore 
Aman? but for his more then human adts, 
Advane'd to Heavn, and worſhipt for. its Lord ! ' 
Fleph, By all his Thunder, and his Sov'raign Power, .. 
Ie not believe the Earth yet ever felt 
An armlike Alexanders; not that God 
You nam'd, though riding in a Car of fire, 
And drawn by flying Horſes wing'd with Lightning, 
Cou'd in a ſpace more ſhort do greater deeds, 
Drive all the Nations, and lay waſt the World. 
Clzt.. There's not a man of War amongſt you all 
That loves the King like me ; yet Ile not flatter, 
Nor ſooth his vanity, 'tis blamable, | 


And-when-the wine works, Clytus thoughts will out, 
40S 
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Fleph. Then go not to the Banquet. 
Clyt. 1 was call'd, 
My Minion, was I not, as well as you? 
Tle go, my Friends, in this old Habit thus, 
And laugh, and drink the King's health heartily; 
And while you bluſhing bow your heads to-carth, 
And hide'em in the duſt, I'le ſtand upright, 
Strait as a Spear, the Pillar of my Country, 
And be by ſo much nearer to the Gods. — 
But ſee, the King. and all the Court appear. 


Enter Alexander, Syſigambis, Statira, Pariſatis, ec. 


Par. Spare him, O ſpare Zyſimachus his lite ; 
I know you will, Kings ſhou'd delight in mercy. 
Alex. Shield me, S$tatira, ſhield me from her ſorrow. 
Par. O fave him, ſave him, e're it be too late ; 
Speak the kind word before the gaping Lyon 
Swallow him up let not your Souldier periſh, 
But for one raſhneſs which deſpair did caule. 
Ile follow thus. for ever on my knees, 
And make your way ſo \lippery with tears, 
You ſhall not paſs. — Siſter, do you conjure him. 
Alex, O Mother, take her, take her from me, ( kyeely 
Her watry eyes aſſault my very Soul, 
They ſhake my beſt reſolve. «— 
Stat. Did not I break | 
Through all for you? nay now my Lord you muſt, 
Syſ. Nor:-wou'd I make my Son (o bold a prayer, 
Had Inot firſt conſulted for his Honour, 
Alex. Honour! what Honour! has not Statira ſaid it? 
' Were the King of the blue Firmament, 
And the bold Titans ſhou'd again make War, 
Though my reſiſtleſs Arrows were made ready, 
By all the Gods ſhe ſhou'd arreſt my hand. 
Fly then, ev'n thou his Rival ſo belov'd, 
Fly with old Clytzs, ſnatch him from the jaws 
Of the devouring Beaſt, bring him adorn'd 
To the Kings Banquet, fit for loads of Honour. 


Exeunt Heph. Eum. Par. 
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Stat. O my lov'd Lord! let me embrace y6ur knees, 
lam not worthy of this mighty paſſion : 
Youare too good for Goddeſſes themſelves ; 
No woman, not the Sex, is worth a grain 
Of this 1]]uſtrious life of my dear Maſter. 
Why are you ſo Divine to cauſe fach fondneſs? 
That my heart leaps, and beats, and fain wou'd out, 
To make a dance of Joy about your feet. 

Alex. Excellent woman! no, 'tis impoſſible 
To-ſay how much I love thee: — Ha! again! 
Such Extaſies life cannot carry long ; 
The day comes on (d faſt, and beamy joy 
Darts with ſuch fierceneſs on me, night will follow. 
A pale Crown'd head flew lately glaring by me, 
With two dead hands, which threw a Chryſtal Globe - 
From high, that ſhatter'd in-a thouſand pieces. 
But. I will loſe theſe boding Dreams in wine; 
Then warm and bluſhing for my Queens embraces, 
Bear me with all my heat to thy lov'd boſom. 


Stat... Go, my beſt Love, and chear your drooping Spirits z: 


Laugh with-yourFriends, and talk your grief away, 

While in the Bow' of great Semiramis, 

I dreſs your Bed with all the {weets of Nature, 

And crown it as the Altar of my Love ; 

Where I will lay me down and ſoftly mourn, 

But never cloſe my eyes till your return. Ex. Stat. Sylig. 
Alex. Is (he not more then mortal man can wiſh! | 

Diana's Soul, caft in the fleſh of Venus / 

By Jove 'tis ominous, our parting is4 - | 

Her face look'd pale too, as ſhe turn'd away : 

And when I wrung her by the Roſie fingers, 

Methought the ſtrings of my great heart did crack. 

What ſhould it mean? —— Forward, L aomedon. 


Roxana weets bir, with-Caſland. Polip. Phil. ad Thell. 


' Why Madam gaze you thus? | 


' Rox. For alaſt look, ( be holds bis band. 
And that the memory of Roxana's wrongs 


May be for ever printed jn your mind. 
; Alex. 
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Alex, O Matlam, you mult let me paſs, 
Rox. I wills 
But I have ſworn that you ſhall hear me ſpeak, 
And mark me well, for Fate is in my breath: 
Love on the Miſtreſs you adore to death : 
Still hope; but I fruition will deſtroy : 
Languiſh for pleaſures, you ſhall ne're enjoy. 
Still may Statira's Image draw your fight, X 
Like thoſe deluding Fires that walk at night ; Wi 
Lead you through fragrant Grots, and flowrie Groves, B, 
And charm you through deep Grals with ſleeping Loves ; B 
That when your fancy toits _— does riſe, D 
The light you lov'd may vaniſh from your eyes, | A 
Darkneſs, Deſpair, and Death your wandring Soul ſurprize, 
Alex. Away ; lead, Meleager, to the Banquet. Fx. cum ſais, 


Rox, So unconcern'd!. O I cou'd tear my fleſh, 
Or him, or you, nay all the world to pieces. 

Caf. Still keep this Spirit up, preſerve it ſtil], & 
Loſe not a grain, for ſuch Majeſtick Atomes W 
Firſt made the world, and muſt preſerveits greatneſs. | Of 

Rox. I knowT am whatever thou canſt ſay; N 
My Soul is-pent, and has not elbow room; 6 ; 
'Tis (well'd with this laft flight, beyond all bounds : Ty 
O that it had a ſpact might anſwer to | A 
Its infinite deſire, where I might ſtand - 
And hurl the Sphears about like ſportive Balls. W 

Caſ. We are your Slaves, admirers of your fury ; Yo 


Command Caſſander to obey your pleaſure, 


And I will on, (wift as my nimble Eye = 
| Feales Heav'in when I am angry with the Fates. "be 
No Age, nor Sex, nor dignity of bloud, Th 
No tyes of Law or Nature, not the lite T 
Imperial, though guarded with the Gods, p 
Shall bar Caſſander's vengeance, he (hall dye. To 
Rox. Ha! ſhall he dye? ſhall I conſent to kill him? _ Lo 
To ſce him claſp'd in the cold arms of death, ; 
Whom I with ſuch an eagerneſs have loy'd? Or 
Do I not bear his Image in my womb? Wh 
Which while I meditate, and roul revenge, To 
Starts in my body like a fatal pulle, 


Fm, 


nd 
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And ſtrikes compaſſion through my bleeding bowek. 
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Pol, Theſe ſcruples which your Love wou'd raiſe might paſs, 


Were not the Empire of the world confider'd : 
How will the glorious Infant 1n your womb; 


When time ſhall teach his tongue, be bound to curſe you, 


If now you ſtrike not for his Coronation ! 

Caf. It Alexander lives, you cannot reign, 
Nor ſhall your Child 3 old Sy/ſgambis head 
Will not be idle : — fure deſtruction waits 
Both you and yours ; let not your anger cool, 
But give the word, ſay Alexander bleeds, 

Draw dry the veins of all the Perſiax Race, 
And hur] a ruine o're the Eaſt, 'tis done. 

Pol. Behold the Inſtruments of this great work. 

Phil. Behold your forward Slave. 

Theſ. Tle execute, 

Rox. And when this ruine 1s accompliſh'd, where 
Shall curſt Roxana fly with this dear load ? 
Where ſhall ſhe find a refuge from the arms 
Of all the Succeflors of this great man? 

No barb'rous Nation will receive a guilt 

So much tranſcending theirs, but drive me out: 
The wildeſt Beaſts will hunt me from their Dens, 
And Birds of prey moleſt me in the Grave, 

Caf. No, you ſhall live, parilon the inſolence 
Which this Almighty Love enforces from me, 
You ſhall live ſafer, nobler then before, 


In your Caſſander's arms. 


Rox. Diſgrac'd Roxana, whither wilt thou fall! 


' Ine'rewas truly wretched till this moment ; 


There's-not one mark of former Majeſty, 
To awe my Slave that offers at my Honour. 

Caſ- Madam, I hope youl not impute my paſſion 
To want of that reſpe& which I muſt bear you ; 
Long I have Lov'd — - 

Rox. Peace, moſt audacious Villain! 

Orl will ſtab this paſſion in thy throat. 

What, ſhall I leave the boſom of a Deity 

Toclaſpa clod, a moving piece of Earth, 

Which a Mole heaves? (6 far art thou beneath m2. 
G 


(of 


42> The Rival Qneens, or the 


Caſ. Your Majeſty ſhall hear no more my folly. R 
Rox. Nor dare to meet my Eyes; for if thou doſt, T 
With a Love-glance thy plots are all unravell'd, \| 
And your kind thoughts of Alexander told ; 0 
Whole life, in (pight of all bis wrongs to me, K 
Shall be for ever ſacred and untouch'd. T 


Caf. I know, dread Madam, that Caſſander's life 

Is in your hands (ocalt to do y ou fervice. N 
Rox. You thought, perhaps, becauſe I practisd charms. 5 

Tl 


To gain the King, that I had loofe defires : 

No, 'tis my pride that gives me height of pleaſure, 
To (ee the man by. all the world admird, T 
Bow'd to my boſom, and my Captive there : 

Then my veins (well, and my arms graſp the Poles, 


My breaſts grow bigger with the vaſt delight, MW 

*Tis length of Rapture, and an age of Fury. T1 
Caſ. By your own life, the greateſt oath I wear, Ti 

Caſſander's paſion' from this time is dumb. A 
Rox. No, if I were a wanton, I wou'd make T 

Princes the Victims of my raging fires ; At 

I, like the changing Moon, wou'd have the Stars LL 

My followers, 'and mantled Kings by night '” H 

Shou'd wait my cal]; fine Slaves to quench my flame, He 

Who leſt in Dreams they ſhould reveal the deed, 

Still as they came, ſucceſſively (hou'd bleed. Be 
Caſ. To make attonement for the higheſt crime, W 

I beg your Majeſty will take the life 

. Of Queen Fatira as a Sacrifice. Ne 

Rox. Riſe, thou haſt made'me ample expiation : 

Yes, yes, Jtatira, Rival thon mult dye, 

I know this night is deſtin'd for my ruine, I 

And Alexander from the glorious Revels SD 

Flys to thy arms. (E 
Phil. The Bowers of Semiramjs are made o 

The Scene this night of their new. kindled Loves. 


Rox. MethinksI ſee her yonder, © the torment! 
 Buſie for bliſs, and full of expectation: 
She adorns her head, and her eyes give new luſtre ; 
Languiſhes in her Glaſs, trys all her looks | Tt 
3tcps to the door and liſtens for his.coming.. 
Runs 
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Runs to the Bed, and kneels, and weeps, and wiſhes, 
Then lays the Pillow eaſte for his head, 
\Varms it with ſighs, and moulds it with her kiſſes. 
O [ am loſt, torn with imagination! 
Kill me, Caſſarder, kill me inſtantly, _ 
That Imay haunt her with a thouſand Devils. 
Caſs Why d'ye ſtop to end her while you may ? 
No time fo proper, as the preſent now : 
While Alexander teaſts with all his Court, 
Give me your Eunuchs, half your Zogdian Slaves, 
Ile do the deed ; nor ſhall a waiter '(cape, 
That ſerves your Rival, to relate the news. 
Pol. She was committed to Eumenes charge: 
Rox. Eumenes dyes, and all that are about her : 
Nor ſhall I need your aid, you Love again; 
Ie head the Slaves my ſelf, with this drawn Dagger, 
To carry death that's worthy of a Queen. 
A common Fate ne're ruſhes from. my hands 
'Tis more then lite to dye by my command. 
And when (he ſees 
That to my arm her ruine ſhe muſt owe, 
Her thankfull head will ſtraight be bended low, C 
Her heart ſhall leap balf way to meet the blow. Y Fx. Rox. 
Caſ. Go thy ways, Sexele ; - ſhe ſcorns to (in 
Beneath a God : —— we mult be {wift, the ruine 
We intend, who knows, ſhe may diſcover. 
Pol. It muſt be afted ſuddenly, to night 
Now at the Banquet Ph/jp holds his Cup. 
Phil. And dares to execute, — propole his Fate. 
Caf. Obſerve in this ſmall Viol certain deat!; ; 
[t holds a poyſon of ſuch deadly force, 
Shou'd Fſeulapizs drink it, in five hours 
(For then it works ) the God himſelf were mortal. 
I drew it from Nozarris horrid Spring, 
A drop infus'd in Wine, will ſeal his death, 
And ſend him howling to the loweſt ſhades. 
Phil. Wou'd it were done. 
Caſ. O we ſhall have him tear 
(Ere yet the Moon has half her Journey rode }) 
The world to Atoms for it ſcatters pains 
G 2 All 
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All ſorts, and through all nerves, veins, arteries, 
Even with extremity of froſt it burns : 
Drives the diſtracted Soul about her houſe, 
Which runs to all the pores, the doors of life, 
Till ſhe is forc'd for air to leave her dwelling. 
Pol. By Pluto's (elf the work is wondrous brave. 
Caſ. Now ſeparate, Philip and Theſſalus 
Haſt to the Banquet 3 at his ſecond call, 
Give him the fatal draught that crowns the night, 
While Polipercon.and my (elf retire. . 


[ Exennt omnes preter Caſſand.]- 


Yes, Alexander, now thou payſt me well, 
Bloud for a blow is Intereſt indeed : 

Methinks T am grown taller with the Murder, 
And ſtanding ftraight on this Majeſtick pile, 

I hit the Clouds, and ſee the world below me. 
O tis the worſt of racks to a brave Spirit 

To be born baſe, a Vaſlal, a curſt Slave:. 

| Now by the project Jab'ring in my brain, , 

'Tis nobler far to be, the. King of Hell, 

To head Infernal Legions, Chiefs below, 

To ct 'em looſe for earth, to call 'em in 

And take account of what dark deeds are done, 
Then be a $ubje&t-God in Heav'n, unbleſt, 

And without miſchief have Eternal reſt. Exit.. 


The Scene draws, Alexander is ſeen ſtanding on a Throne 
with all bis Commanders about him, holding 
Goblets in, their hands. 


Alex. To our Immortal health, and our fair Queens ;. 
All drink.it deep, and while it flys about, 
Mars and Bellona joyn to make us Muſick, 
A hundred Bulls be ofter'd to the Sun, 
White as his beams. — Speak the big. voice of War, 
Beat all our Drums, and blow our Silver Trumpets, 
.Till we provoke the Gods to act our pleaſure _ Sound whik 
* In bowls of NeZay, and replying Thunder. 3 they drink 


Enter 
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Ezter Hepheſtion, Clytus, leading iz Lyſimachus 7x his - 
Shirt bloudy, Perdiccas, Guard. 


Clzt. Long live the King, and Conqueſt crown his Arms 


With Laurels ever green ; Fortune's his Slave, 
And kifles all that fight upon his ſide. | 
Alex. Did L not give command you ſhou'd preſerve 
_—_— 2 
Jeph. You did. 
Alex. What:then portend thoſe bloudy'marks? 
Feph. Your mercy flew too late; Perdiccas had, 
According to the dreadfull charge you gave, 
Already plac'd the Prince in a lone Court, 
Unarm'd, all but his-hands, on which: he wore 
A pair of Gauntlets ; ſuch was his deſire, 
To ſhew in death the difference betwixt 
The bloud of-the Zacides, and common men. 
Clzt. At laſt the door of an old Lyons den 
Being drawn up, the horrid Beaſt appear'd : 
The flames which from his eyes ſhot gloomy red, 
Made the Sun ſtart, as the ſpeQators thought, 
And round 'em caſt a day of bloud and death. 
__ When we arriv'd, juſt as the valiant Prince -: 
Cry'd out, O Pariſatis take my life, 
'Tis for thy ſake I go undaunted thus 
To be devour'd by this moſt dreadful} creature. 
Clyt. Then walking forward, the large Beaſt diſtry'd.. 
Hig prey, and with-a roar that made us pale, 
Flew fiercely on him ; but the active Prince 
Starting aſide, avoided his firſt ſhock; .. 
With a flight hurt, and as the Lyon turn'd, 
Thruſt Gauntlet, arm and all, into his throat,.:: 
And. with Hercalean force tore forth by: th.roots-- 
The foaming bloudy tongue; and while the Savage; 
Faint with that loſs, ſiakto the bluſhing Earth - 


To plough it with his teeth, your conqu'ring Souldier: : 


Leap'd on his back, and daſh'd his-skull to pieces. 
Alex. By all my Laurels twas.a God-like att, - . 
Ang 'tis my Glory, as it.ſhall be thine, 


'That zi 


». 
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That Alexander cou'd not pardon thee. 
O my brave Souldier! think not all the prayers 
Of the lamenting Queens cou'd move my Soul, 


Like what thou haſt perform'd ; grow to my breaſt. (embrace; 


T yſ. However Love did hurry my wild arm, him, 
When I was cool my fev'riſh bloud did bate, 
And as I went to death, T bleſt the King. 
Alex. Zyſimachus, we both have been tranſported, 
But from this hour be certain of my heart : 
A Lyon be the Impreſs of thy Shield, 
And that Gold Armour we from Porcus won 
The King preſents thee ; but retire to Bed, 
Thy toils ask reſt. | 
[ yſ. T bave no wounds to hinder 
Of any moment 3 or if I had, though mortal, 
I'd ſtand to Alexander's health, till all 
My veins were dry, and fill 'em up again 
With that rich bloud which makes the Gods Immortal. 
Alex. Hepheſtion, thy hand, embrace him cloſe; 
Though next my heart you hang the Jewel there, 
For ſcarce ] know whether my Queen be dearer, 
Thou ſhalt not rob me of my Glory, Youth, 
That muſt to Ages flouriſh. —- Pariſatis 
Shall now be his that ſerves me beſt in War. 
Neither reply; but mark the charge I give, 
And live as Friends. — Sound, Sound my Armies Honour, 
Health to their bodies, and eternal Fame 
Wait on their memory, when thoſe are aſhes; 


Live all you mult, *tis a God gives you lite. ( Sound, | 


[ Lyſimachus offers Clytus a Perſian Robe, ard he refuſes it,] 


Clyt. O vanity ! iz 
Alex. Ha! what ſays Clytus ? 
Who am [I? 
Clzt. The Son of good King Philip. 
Alex. No, 'tis falſe, 
By all my Kindred in the Skies 


7ove made my Mother pregnant. 


Clyt. T ha' done. 
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Pere follows an. Entertainment of Indian Singers and 
Dancers : The Muſick, flonriſhes. 


Akx. Hold, hold, Clytxs, take the Robe. 
Clyt, Sir, the Wine, 
The weather's hot 3 beſides you know my humour. 
Alex. O tis not well, I'd burn rather then be 
So fingular and froward. 
Cylt. So wou'd I 


- Burn, hang, or drown; but in a better cauſe 


Ile drink, or fight, for Sacred Majeſty, 
With any here. — Fill me another Bowl; 
Will you excuſe me ? 
Alex. You will be excus'd; 
But let bim have his humour, he is old. 
Clyt. So was your Father, Sir, — This to his memory. . 
Sound all the Trumpets there. 
Alex. They ſhall not found 
Till the King drinks ; — by Mars 1 cannot taſt 
A moments reſt for all my years of bloud, 
But one or other will oppoſe my pleaſure. 
Sure I was form'd for War, eternal War 
All, all are Alexander's Enemies; 
Which I cou'd tame; — yes, the Rebellious world - 
Shou'd feel my wrath : = But let the ſports goon. 


The Indians Dance. 


[ yſ. Nay Clytzs, you that cou'd adviſe —— 
Alex. Forbear ; 

Let him perſiſt, be poſitive, and proud, 

Sullen, and dazl'd, amongſt the Nobler Souls, 

Like an Infernal Spirit that had ſtole 

From Hell, and mingled with the laughing Gods. -. 
Clyt. When Gods grow hot, wheres the difference-. 


Twixt them and Devils? — fill me Greek wine, yet fuller, . 


For I want Spirits. 
Alex. Ha! let me hear a Song.-- 


Clt. Muſick for Boys: =— Clytus wonu'd hear the grooms. 
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_ Of dying perſons, and the Horſes neighings ; 


Or if Imuſt be tortur'd with ſhrill voices, 
Give me the crys of Matrons in fack'd Towns. 


Feph. Lyſimachus, the King looks (ad, let us awake him: 


Health to the Son of Jupiter Ammon ; 
Ev'ry man take his Goblet in his hand, 
Kneel all, and kiſs the Earth with adoration. 
Alex. Sound, ſound, that all the Univerſe may hear, 
That I cou ſpeak like Joe, to tell abroad 
The kindneſs of my people. — Riſe, O riſe, 
My hands, my arms, my heart is ever yours. 


[ Comes from his Throne, all kiſs his hand. | 


Chzt. 1did not kiſs the Earth, nor muſt your hand, 
I am unworthy, Sir. | 
Alex. I know thou art, 
Thou.envieſt my great Honour : — Sit, my Friends, 
Nay I muſt have a room: — Now letus talk 
Of War, for what more fits a Souldiers mouth ? 
And (peak, ſpeak freely, or ye do not love me, 
Who think you was the braveſt General 
That ever led an Army to the Field ? | 
Peph. I think the Sun himſelf ne're ſaw a Chief 
So truly great, fo fortunately brave, 
As Alexander; not the fam'd Alcides, 
Nor fierce Achilles, who did twice deſtroy, 
With their all-conqu'ring Arms, the famous Troy. 
I yſ. Such was not Cyrus.: 
Alex. O you flatter me. 
Clyt. They do indeed, and yet you love 'em for it, 
But hate old Clytzs, for his hardy Virtue. 
"Come, ſhall I ſpeak a man more brave then you, 
A better General, and more expert Souldier ? 
Alex. Tſhou'd be glad to learn, inſtru me, Sir. 
Clyt. Your Father Philip, — I have ſeen him March, 
And fought beneath his dreadful Banner, where 
The ſtouteſt at this Table would ha' trembl'd. 
Nay frown not,Sir, you cannot look me dead. 
When Greeks joyn'd Greeks, then was the tug of War, 
The labour'd Battle ſweat, and Conquelt bled. 
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Why ſhou'd I fear to ſpeak a truth more noble, 
Then e're your Father Jxpiter Ammon told you 5 
Philip fought men, but Alexander women. 


Alex. Spite! by the Gods, proud ſpite! and burning envy ! 


Is then my Glory come to this at laſt, 
To vanquiſh women? Nay he ſaid, the ſtouteſt here 
Wou'd tremble at the dangers he has ſeen. 
In all the fickneſſes and wounds I bore, 
When from my reins the Javelins head was cur, 
Lyſimachus, Hepheſtion, (peak, Perdiccas, 
Did I tremble? O the curſed Lyar ! 
Did I once fhake or groan ? or bear my (ef 
Beneath my Majeſty, my dauntleſs courage ? 
Eeph. Wine has tranſported him. 
Alex. No, 'tis plain, meer malice : - 
[ was a woman too at Oxydrace, 


-When planting at the walls a Scaling-Ladder, 


I mounted ſpite of ſhowrs of Stones, Bars, Arrows, 
And all the lumber which they thunder'd down, 
When you beneath cry'd out, and ſpread your arms, 
That I ſhou'd leap amongſt you; did I ſo ? 
Zyſ. Turn the diſcourſe, my Lord, the old man rav'd. 
Alex. Was I a woman, when hke Mercury 
| teft the walls to fly amongſt my Foes ? 
Andlike a baited Lion, dy'd my (elf 
All over with the bloud of thoſe bold Hunters : 
Till ſpent with toil, I battel'd on my knees, 
Pluck'd forth the Darts that made my Shield a Forreſf, 
And hurl'4 'em back with moſt unconquer'd fury. 
Clyt, 'T'was all Bravado, for before you leapt, 
You ſaw that I had burſt the Gates in ſunder. 
Akx. Did I then turn me like a Coward round 
To ſeek-for ſuccour? Age cannot be ſobaſez © 
That thou wert young again, I wou'd put off 
My Majeſty to be more terrible, ; 
That like an Eagle I might ſtrike this Hare 
Trembling to Earth : ſhake thee to duſt, and tear 
Thy heart for this bold Lye, thou feeble dotard, 


Clyt. What do you pelt me like a Boy with Apples > He toſſes Fruit at 
hine as they riſe: 


Kill me, and bury the diſgrace I feel. | 
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I know the realun that you ule me ſo, 
Becauſe | (ay'd your lite at Gramnicexs, 
And when your back was turn'd, oppos'd my breaſt 
To bold Rheſaces Sword ; you hate me for't, 
You do, proud Prince. 
Alex. Away, your breath's too hot. (flings him from him. 
Clyt. You hate the BencfaCtor, though you took 
[The Guift, your life, from this diſhonour'd Clytss, 
Which is the blackeſt, worſt ingratitude. _ 
Alex, Go, leave the Banquet ; thus far I forgive thee. 
Clyt. Forgive your {cit for all your Blafphemnes, 
The riots of a moſt debauch'd, and blotted life, 
Fhilotas murder 
Alex. Ha! what ſaid the Traytor ? 
Lyſ Fumenes, let us force him hence. 
Clyt. Away. 
Fleph. You ſhall not tarry ; 
Drag him to the door. 
Clyt. No, let him ſend me, if [ muſt be gone, 
To Philip, Attalas, Caliſthenes, 
To great Parmenis, and his ſlaughter'd Sons : 
Parmenio, who did many brave exploits 
Without the King, — the King without him nothing. 
Alex. Give me a Javelin. ( takes one from the Guards. 
Heph. Hold, Sir. - 
Alex. Off, Sirrah, leſt 
At once I ſtrike it through his heart and thine. 
Tyſ. O facred Sir, have but a moments patience. 
Alex. Preach patience to another Lion ; what, 
Hold my arms? I ſhall be murder'd here, 
Like poor Darins, by my own barb'rous Subjedts. . 
Perdiccas,lound my Trumpets to the Camp, 
Call all my Souldiers tothe Court ; nay haſt, 
For there is Treaſon. plotting 'gainſt my life, 
And TI ſhall periſh e're they come to reſcue. 


ok 2 Let usall dye, re think ſodamn'd a deed.. (kiteel.' 
Alex. Where isthe Traytor? 


Clyt: - Sute thete's. none about you ; 
\ But here ſtands honeſt. C//zu5;, whom tlic Kirg 


Invited: 


Im. 
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Invited to his Banquet. 
Alex. Be gone, and ſup with Philip ſtrikes hin 
Parmenio, Attalus, Califthenes, - © through. 
And let bold Subjects learn by thy ſad Fate, 
To tempt the patience of a man above 'em. 
Clyt. The rage of wine is drown'd in guſhing bloud ; 
O Alexander, I have been too blame, 
Hate me not after death, for I repent 
That ſo I urg'd your nobleſt, ſweeteſt nature. 
Alex. What's this I hear? ſay on, my dying Souldier. 
(lt. 1 ſhou'd ha kill'd my (elf, hadI but liv'd 
To be once ſober : — Now I fall with honour, 
My own hand wou'd ha' brought foul death ; O pardon.(dies. 
Alex. Then I am loſt, what has my vengeance done ? 
Whois it thou haſt (lain? Clytzs; what was he ? 
Thy faithful Subject, worthieſt Counſellor, 
Who for the ſaving of thy life has now 
A noble recompence; for one raſh word, 
For a forgetfulneſs which wine did work, 
The poor, the honeſt C Hyts thou haſt (lain! 
Are theſe the Laws of Hoſpitality ? 
Thy Friends will ſhun thee now, and ſtand at diſtance, 
Nor dare to ſpeak their minds, nor eat with thee, 
Nor erink. leſt by thy madneſs they dye too. 
Feph. Guards, take the body hence. 
Alex. None dare to touch him, 
For we muſt never part z cruel Fepheſtion, 
And you, / y/.-2: bus, that had the power, 
Yet word noc hvi-1 me. 
Ty. Dear Sir, we did. 
Alex. | know it; + 
Ye held me lik: a Beait, to let me go 
With greater violence : — O you have undone me! 
Excuſe it not, you that cou'd top a Lion, 
Cou'd not turn me 3 you ſhou'd have drawn your Swords, 
And barr'd my r:ge with their advancing points 3 
Made Reaſon glitter in my dazI'd eyes, 
Till I had ſeen what ruine did attend me. 
That had been nob'e, that had ſhew'd a Friend, 
Clytus wou'd (6 have done to ſave your lives. 


H 2 
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No, you have let me ſtain my riſing virtue, 
| Which. elſe had ended brighter then the Sun. 
Death, Hell, and Furies! you have ſunk my Glory : 
O I am all a blot; which Seas of tears, 
And my hearts bloud, can never waſh away ; 
Yet 'tis but juſt 1 try, and on the point, 
Still reaking hurl my black polluted breaſt; 
Feph. O ſacred'Sir, this mult not be.. 
Fum. Forgive my pious hands. 
Lyſ. And mine, that dare diſarm my Maſter. 
Alex. Yes, cruel men, you now can ſhew your ſtrength, 
Here's not a Slave but dares oppoſe my Juſtice ; 
Yet I will render all endeavours vain 
That tend to ſave my life : — here I will lye (fall 
Cloſe to his bleeding fide, thus kiffing him, 
Theſe pale dead lips that have fo oft advis'd me, 
Thus bathing o're his Reverend face in tears, 
Thus claſping his cold'body in my arms, 
Till death, like him, has made me ſtiff and horrid. 
Peph. What (hall we.do? 
I yf 1 know not, my wounds bleed afreſh 


With ſtriving with him; Perdiccas, lenls your arm. ſ Zx.Per; 


:eph. Call Ariftander-hither, Lyſ: 
Or Meleager, let's force him from the body. 


Cries without, Arm, Arm, Treaſon, Treaſon, 
Enter Perdiccas blowdy. 


Ferd. Haſt, all take Arms; FepheStion, where's the King 2: 


Feph. There, by old Clytus fide, whom he. has ſlain. 
Perd. Then miſery on miſery will fall, 
Like rouling billows to advance the ſtorm. 
Riſe, ſacred Sir, and haſt to aid the Queen, 
Roxana fill'd with furious Jealonlie, 
Came with aGuard-of:Zogdean Slaves unmark'd,, 
And bruke upon me with (uch-(udden rage, 
That all are periſh'd who reſtftance made: 
Tonly with theſe wonnds through claſhing Spears , 
Haye forc d my way, togiye yau timely notice... 
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Alex. What ſays Perdiccas 2 is the Queen in danger ? 
Perd. She dyes unleſs you turn her Fate, and quickly ; 
Your diſtance from the Palace asks more.ſpeed, 
And the aſcent to th' flying Grove is high. 
Akx. Thus from the Grave I riſe to ſave my Love, 
All draw your Swords, with wings of Lightning move 3 
When I ruſh on, ſure none will dare to ſtay, 
'Tis Beauty calls, and Glory ſhews the way. Exeunt. 


AcrTtV. 


Statira js diſcover'd ſleeping in the Bower of Semiramis. The 
Spirits of Queen Statira her Mother, and Darms, appear 
ſtanding on each- fide of her, with Daggers threatning her: 


They Sing. 


Dar. ['S, Innocence ſo void of cares, 
That it can undiſturbed ſleep, 
AmidSt the noiſe of horrid Wars, 
That make Immortal Spirits weep £ 
Stat. No boding Crows, nor Ravens come, 
To warn her of approaching doom ? ohh 
Dar. She walks, as ſſie dreams, in a Garden of Howers,' 
And her hands are employ'd in the beautifull Bowers 
She dreams of the 1a that is far from the Grove, 
And all her ſoft Fancy ſtill runs on her L ove. | 
Stat. She nods o're the Brooks that run purling alone, . 
And the Nightingales Iull her more fait with a Song. 
Dar. But ſee the ſad end which the Gods-have decreed. 
Stat. This Poniard's thy Fate. | . 
Dar. My Daughter muSt bleed. 
Chor. Awake ther, Statira, awake, for alas you muſt dye : 
Ere an hour be pat, you mut breath out your laſt, 
Dar. And be ſuch another as 1, 
Stat. As I, 
Chor. And be ſuch another as T. - - 
; Statira- 
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Statira ſola. 


Stat. Bleſs re ye Pow'rs above, and guard my Virtue! 
I ſaw, nor was't a Dream, 1 ſaw and heard 
My Royal Parents, there 1 ſaw 'em ſtand 
My eyes beneld their precious [mages : 
I heard their Heav'nly voices ; where, O where 
Fled you ſo faſt, Dear ſhades, from my embraces ? 
You told me this, = This hour ſhould be my laſt, 
AndI muſt bleed ; Away, 'tis all Deluſion ! 
Do not I wait for Alexander's coming ? 
None but my loving Lo1d can enter here; 
And will he kill me ? — hence, phantaſtick ſhadows! 
And yet methinks he ſhould not ſtay thus long ! 
Why dol tremble thus? if I but ſtir, 
The motion of my.Robes makes my heart leap. 
When will the dear man come, that all my doubts 
May vaniſh in his breaſt ? that I may hold him 
Faſt as my fears can make me, hug him cloſe 
As my fond Soul can wiſh, give all my breath 
In ſighs, and kiſſes; ſwoun, dye away with Rapture! 
But hark; I hear him: -—— | ( 10iſe within, 
Fain I would hide my bluſhes, 
I hear his tread, but dare not go to meet him. 


Enter R oxana with Slaves, and a Dagger. 


Rox. At length we have conquer'd this ſtupendious height, 
Theſe flying Gloves, whoſe wonderfull aſcent 
Leads to the Clouds. 

Stat. Then all he Viſion's true, (retires. 
AndI muit dye, loce my dear Lord for ever : 

That, that's the mu rder. 
Rox. Shut the Braze n Gate, 
And make it faſt with all the maſſie Bars: 
I know the King will fly to her relief, 
But we have time enough : — where is my Rival? 
Appear Jtatira, now no more a Queen, 
Roxana calls, where is your Majeſty ? 


Stat: 


th. 
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Stat. And what is ſhe who with ſuch Tow 'ring pride, 
Wou'd awe a Princeſs that is born above her ? 
Rox. Ilike the Port Imperial Beauty bears, 
It ſhews thou haſt a Spirit fit to fall * 
A Sacrifice to fierce Roxana's wrongs. 
Be ſudden then, put forth theſe Royal Breaſts, 
Where our falſe Maſter has (o often languiſh'd, 
That I may change their miſkie Innocence 
Tobloud, and die me in a deep Revenge. 

$t1t. No, barb'rous woman! though I durſt meet death 
As boldly as our Lord, with a reſolve 
At which thy Coward heart wou'd tremble: 
Yet I diſdain to ſtand the Fate you offer, 
And therefore fearleſs of thy dreadful threats, 
Walk thus regardleſs by thee. 

Rox. Ha! fo ſtately ! 
This ſure will fink you. 

Stat. No, Roxana, no 3 
The bloiv you give will {trike me to the Stars, 
But (ſink ny murdreſs in Eternal ruine. 

Rox. Who told: you this ? 

Stat. A thouſand Spirits tell me: 
There's not a God but whiſpers in my ear, 


This death will crown: me with Immortal Glory; : 


To dye fo fair, ſo innocent, fo young, 
Will make me company for Queens above. 
Rox. Preach on, 
Stat. While you the burden of the Earth, 
Fall to the Deep ſo heavy with thy Guilt, 
That Hell it ſeJf muſt groan at thy reception 3 
While fouleſt Fiends ſhun thy ſociety, 
And thou ſhalt watk alone, forſaken Fury. 
Rox. Heav'n witneſs for me, I would ſpare thy life, - 
If any thing but Alexander's Love 
Wetein-debate ; come give me back his heart, - 
And thou ſhalt live, live Empreſs of the world.” 
Stat. The world is leſs then Alexander's Love, 
Fet cou'd I give it, 'tis not in my power : 
This F dare promiſe, if you ſpare my-life, 
Which:-I diſdain to beg, he ſhall fpeak'kindly.” . * p 
| HY ts 
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. Rox. Speak! is that all? | 
Strat. Perhaps at my requeſt, 
- Andfor a gift ſo.noble as my life, 
Beſtow a kits. 
Rox. A kils! no more? 
Stat. O Gads! 
What ſhall I (ay to work her to my end? 
Fain F would lee him: — yes, a little more, 
Embrace you, and for ever be your Friend. 
Rox. Oh the provoking word ! Your Friend! Thou dy'ſt: 
Your Friend ! what muſt 1 bring you then together ? 
Adorn your Bed, and ſee you ſoftly laid ? 
= all my pangs, and labours of my Love, 
Fhis has thrown,off all that was (weet aud gentle ; 
Therefore ———- 
Stat: Yet hold thy hand advanc'd in air; 
I ſee my death is written in thy eyes, 
Therefore wreak all thy luſt of Vengeance on me, 
Waſh in my bloug, and ſteep thee in my gore; 
Feed like a Vulture, tear my, bleeding heart. 
But O Roxena / that there may appear 
A glimpſe of Juſtice for thy Cruelty, 
A grain of Goodnets, for a maſs of Evil, 
Give me my Death m Alexarder's preſence. 


Rox. Not tor the Rule of Heav'n: — are you lo cunning? | 


What you wou'd have him mourn you as you fall ? 
Take your farewell, and taſte ſuch healing killes, 

As might call back your Soul? No, thou ſhalt fall 
Now, and. when Death has {ciz'd thy beauteous limbs, 
Tie have thy body thrown into a Well, 

Buried beneath a heap of Stones for ever. 


. Enter a Slave. 


Jlav. Madam, the King-with all his Captains and his Guards 
Are forcing ope' the doors, he threatens thouſand deaths 
To all that ſtop hjs entrance, and I believe 
Your Eunuchs will obey him. ws; 

Rox, Then I muſt haſte. ( ſtabs her. 
Jtat... What is the King ſo near ? 
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And ſhall I dye fo tamely, thus defencelel; 2 | 
O ye good Gods| will you not help my weakneſs ? 


Rox. They are far oft, ( ftabbiug hey, 
. Otat. Alas! they are indeed, 


Enter Alexander, Caſlander, Palipercan, - 
Cuards and Attendants, 


Alex. Oh Harpy ! thou ſhalt reign the Queen of Devils. 
Rox. Do, ſtrike, behold my boſom ſwells to meet thee ; 


*Tis full of thine, of yeins that run ambition, 


And I can brave whatever Fate you bring. 
Alex. Call our Phyſicians, haſt, I'le give an Empire 
To ſave her : — Oh my Soul, alas Statira / | 
Theſe wounds, — Oh Gods, are theſe my promis'd joys! 
Stat. My cruel Love, my weeping Alexander, C Enter 
Wou'd I had dy'd before you enter'd here, Phyſicians. 
For now I ask my heart a hundred queſtions , 
What muſt I loſe my hfe, my Lord, for ever ? | 
Alex. Ha ! Villains, are they mortal > — what, retire! 
Raiſe your daſh'd Spirits from the Earth, and ſay, 


. Say ſhe (hall live, and I will make you Kings. 
Give me this ane, this poor, this only life, 


And I will pardon. you for all the wounds 

Which your Arts widen, all Diſeaſes, Deaths, 

Which your damn'd Drugsthrow through the lingring world. 
Rox. Rend not your temper, ſee a general lilence 


Confirms the bloudy pleaſure which I ſought 3 


She d \£=P mennens tl | | 
Alex. And dar'ſt thou, Monſter, think to ſcape ? 
' Stat. My life is on: the wing, my Love, my Lord, 
Come to my arms, and take the laſt adieu : 
Here let me lie; and languiſh out my Soul. | 
Alex. Anſwer me, Father, wilt, thou take her from me? 
What is the black, ſad hour at laſt arriv'd, : 
That I muſt never claſp. her body more? 
Never more bask in her Eyes-ſhine again, 
Nor view the Loves that play'd in thoſe dear beams, 
And ſhot me with a.thouſand thouſand ſmiles. 


Stat. Farewell, my dear, my life, my moſt lov'd Lord, 
I 
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I fwear by Oroſmades 'tis more pleaſure, 
More ſatisfaGtion that I thus dye yours, . 
Then to have liv'd anothers: — Grant me one things . 
Alex. All, all ; — but ſpeak, that F may execute - 
Before I follow thee. | 
Stat. Leave not the Earth” ; 
Before Heav'n calls you : ſpare Roxan's life, 
'Twas Love of you that caus'd her give me death. 
And, O fometimes amidſt your Revels think 
Ot your poor Queen, and e're the chearful Bowl ' 
Salute your lips, crown it with one rich tear, 
AndI am happy. ( dyes. - 
Alex. Chote not thy eyes 5 - 
Things of Import I have to ſpeak: before: - 


' Thou tak ſt thy Journey : — tell-the Gods, I'm coming - 


To give'em an account of life and death,” 

And many other hundred thouſand policies, 

That much'concern the Government of Heav'n. — - 

O-ſhe 1s gone ! the talking Soul is mute ! ES 

She's hufh'd,no voice, no Muſick.now is-heard' - 

The Bower oof Beauty is more ſtill then Death; . 

The Roles fade, and the melodious-Bird 

That wak'd their ſweets, has left *em now for ever. + 
Rox. Tis certain now you never ſhall enjoy her; - 

Therefore Rexqng may.have leave to-hope - 

You will.at faſt be kind for all my ſufterings,- 

My torments, ricks; for this laſt dreadful nurder;- 

Which furiousLove of thee did bring npon-me: 


Alsx.. O than vile.creature ! bear thee from my ſight, - 


' And thank St2tire that thou art alive: - 

Elſe thou hadſ{t periſh'd 3 yes,-1 wou'd ha' rent-- 
With my juſt hands that Rock; that Marble heart ;-- 

I wou'd haye., djiv'd — Seas of bloud tv find it; - 
To tear thecruel Qyarry from its'Center, - IP 


Rox... O take me to your arms, and hide my blaflies; — 


I Love you, fpight of all Four cruettes; | - 
There is ſo nach Divinity abgut-you, + : 
I txemble to approach; yet here's my-hotd;, > 
Nor pill [leave the Satred'Robe-for'ftrehy #:. 

Ek; gv'ty.thing that rongheseltat blefBUgy-2.c-- 
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| Death of Alexander the Great. 
The kiſs it as the Relique of a God, 
And Love ſhall graſp it with theſe dying hands. 
Alex. O that thou wert a man, that I might drive 
\ Thee round the world, and ſcatter thy Contagion, 
As Gods hurl mortal Plagues when they are angry. 
Rox. Do, drive me, hew-me into ſmalleſt pieces, 
My duſt ſhall be inſpir'd with a new fondneſs; 
Still the Love-motes (hall play before your eyes, 
Where e're you go, however you deſpile. 
Alex.. Away, there's not a glance that flies from thee, 
But like a Baſilisk comes wing 'd with death. 
Rox. O fpeak not fuch harſh words, my Royal Maſter, (4veels; 
Look not ſo dreadful on your kneeling Servant ; 
But take, dear Sir, O take me into Grace, 
By the dear Babe, the burden of my womb, 
That weighs me down, when I wou'd follow faſter. 
My knees are weary, and my force is ſpent: 
O do not frown, but clear that angry brow ! 
Your eyes will blaſt me, and your words are bolts 
That ſtrike me dead ; the little wretch I bear, 
Leaps frighted at your wrath, and dyes within me. 
Alex. O thou haſt touch'd my' Soul fo tenderly, 
That I will raiſe thee, though thy hands are ruine, 
Riſe, cruel woman, rife, and have a care, 
O do not hurt that unborn Innocence, 
For whoſe dear ſake I now forgive thee all. 
But haſt, be gone, fly, fly from theſe ſad eyes, 
Fly with thy pardon, Jeſt I call it back 3 
Though I forgive thee, I muſt hate thee ever. 
Rox. 1 go, I fly, for ever from thy light. 
My mortal Injuries have turn'd my mind, 
And I cou'd curſe my (elf for being kind. 
It there be any Majeſty above, 
That has Revenge in ſtore for perjur'd Love, 
Send Heav'n the (wifteſt ruine on his head, 
Strike the Deſtroyer, lay the Victor dead 
Kill the Triumpher, and avenge my wrong 
In _ of Pomp, while he is warm and young, 
Bolted- with Thunder let him-ruſh- along. 
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And when in the laft | pangs of ite he lyes, 

Grant I may ſtand to dart him with my eyes; 
Nay after death 

Perſue his fpotted Ghoſt, and fhoot him as he flies. 


Alex. O my fair Star! I ſhall be ſhortly with «4 


ForI already feel the ſad effects-. 
Of thoſe moſt fatal Imprecations. 
What means this deadly dew upon my forehead? : 
My heart too heaves. - 
Caf” Tt will anon be (ti]] ann ( afide 
The poyſon works... 
© Pol. Vie ſte the wiſhd effect ( afide. 
E're I remove;;and garge me with Revenge. 


Emter an 4nd Lylimachus. 


Perd. I beg your Majeſty will pardon me, 
A fatal Meſlenger4 
Great Jyſigambzs hearing Statira's death, 
Is now no more. ' 
Her laſt words gave the Princeſs to the brave 
I yſimachus 3 but that which moſt will (ſtrike you, 
Your dear Hepheition, having drank too largely 
At your laſt Feaſt, is of a furfeit dead. 

Alex. How, dead! Fepheſtion dead ! alas the dear. 
Unhappy-Youth! — But he (leeps happy, 
I'mult wake for.ever : — This object, this, 

This face of fatal Beauty, 
Will ſtretch my:lids with vaſt, Eternal tears. —.. 
Who had the care of poor Hepheſtion $-life ? 

L.yſ. Philarda, the Arabian Artiſt. 

Alex. Fly, Meleager, hang'him on a Croſs: 
That for HepheStion. —— 

But here lies my.Fate'; Hepheſtion, Clytus, 
All my Victories far-ever folded up: 

In this dear body my Banners loſt, 

My Standards Triumphs gone | 

O when ſhall Þbemad?.-—'Give orderto }. 


The Army cher they break their Shields,Swor 4s Spears ; 
* Pound their 


right Armour into duſt awa Y- 
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[5 there not cauſe to put the World in mourning ? 

Tear all your Robes : — he dies that is not naked 

Down to the waſt, all like the Sons of ſorrow. 

Burn all the Spires that ſeem to kiſs the Skie ; 

Beat down the Battlements of every City : 

And for the Monument of this lov'd Creature, 

Root up thoſe Bowers, and pave 'em all with Gold : 

Draw dry the Ganges, make the Indies poor 3 

' To build her Tomb, no Shrines nor Altars ſpare, 

But ſtrip the ſhining Gods to make it rare. Exit.” 
Caſ. Ha! whither now ? follow him, Polipercon. Ex. Pol. -- 

find Caſſander's Plot grows full of Death ; 

Murder is playing her great Maſter-piece, 

And the fad Siſters ſweat, ſo faſt I urge 'em. 

Ohow I hug my ſelf for this Revenge ! 

My fancy's great in miſchief ; for methinks 

The night grows darker, and the lab'ring Ghoſts, 

For fear that I ſhould find new Tortures out, 

Run o're the old with moſt prodigious ſwiftneſs. - 

I ſee the fatal Fruit betwixt the Teeth, 

The Sieve brim-full, and the ſwift Stone ſtand {ttt]; . 


Enter Polipercon. 


What, does it work ? 
Pol. Speak ſoftly. 
Caſ. Well. 
Pol It does ; 
I follow'd him, and ſaw him ſwiftly walk 
Toward the Palace ; oft times looking back, - 
With watry eyes, and calling out, Statire- 
Heſtutmbi'd at the Gate, and fell along 3 
Nor was he rais'd with eaſe by his Attendants, 
but ſeem'd a greater load then ordinary, 
Asmuch more as the Dead out-weigh the Living.” : 
Caſ. Said he nothing ? 
Pol. When they took him up, | 
He (igh'd, and enter'd with a ſtrange wild look, 
Embrae'd the Princes round, and faid he muſt 
Diſpatch the buline(5of the world in haſt. 
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Enter Philip aud Thialus. 


Phil. Back, back, all ſcatter : — with a dreadful ſhout 
* T heard him cry, I am but a dead man. 
Theſ. The poylon tears him.with that height of horrour 
That I could pity him. . wo 
Pol. Peace ; — .where ſhall we.meet ? 
Caſ: In Saturn's Field. 
Methinks I ſee the frighted Deities, 
Ramming more bolts. in their big-belly'd Clouds, 
And firing all the Heav'ns to drown his noile. 
Now we {hould laugh. — But go, diſperſe your ſelves, 
While each Soul here, that fills his noble Veſle], 
Swells with the murder, works with ruine ore: 
And from the dreadfull deed this Glory draws, 
We kill'd the, greateſt man that ever was. 


' The Scene draws, Enter Alexander and all his Attendants. 


Alex. Search there,nay probe me,ſearch my wounded reins; 
Pull, draw it out. 
T.yſ. We have ſearch'd, but find no hurt. 
Alex. O I am ſhot, a forked burning Arrow 
«Sticks croſs my ſhoulders, the ſad Venom flies 
{Like Lightning through my fle(h, my bloud, my marrow. 
Z yſ. This muſt be Treaſon. | 
Perd. Wou'd I could but guels. 
Alex. Aa! what a change of Torments I endure ? 
' A bolt of Ice runs hizzing through my bowels. 
'*'Tis ſure the arm of Death, give me a Chair; 
Cover me, for I freeze, my teeth chatter, , 
And my knees knock together. 
| Perd. Heav'n bleſs the King! 
Alex. Ha! who talks of Heavn? 
I am all Hell, I burn, I burn again. 
The War grows wondrous hot, hey for the Tygris 
Bear me, | arr amongſt the Billows': : 
O 'tis'a noble beaſt! I would not change him 
For the beſt Horſe the,Sun has in his Stable : 
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For they are hot, their Mangers full of coals, 


EN 


Their Mains are flakes of Lightning, curls of Fire, 
And their red: Tails hke Meteors whisk about. 
If: Help all, Fxmences, help, I cannot hold him.” 
Alex. Ha, ha, ha, I ſhall dye with laughter. 
Parmenio, Clytzs, doltthou: ſee yon fellow? * 
That fagged Souldier, thar poor tatter'd Greek? 
See how he puts to flight the gaudy Perſians, 
With nothing but a ruſty Helmet on, through which 
The grizly briſtles of his puſhing Beard 
Drive *em like Pikes. — Ha, ha, ha. - 
Perd. How wild he talks?*-- 


Lf Yet warring in his'wildne(s. (come: | 


Alex. Sound, ſound, keep your Ranks cloſe, ay now they }. 


'Ouhe brave dinn, the noble clank of Arms! 


Charge; Charge apace, and let the Phalanx move. 
Darizs comes, — ha |! Jet me'in, none'dare +2 
Tocrots my fury ;-—Philotas is untiors'd; Ay, tis Darias;" 
I ſee, I know him bythe ſparkling Plumes, ' 
And his Gold Chariot drawn by ten white Horſes : ' 
But like a Tempeſt thus pour upon him. @— 
He bleeds, with that laſt blow I brought him down ; 
Hetumbles, take him, ſnatch the Imperial-Crown.. 
They fly, they fly, — follow, follow, — Vi&oria, ViForia, 
Viforia, -— O let me \leep. - ' 
Perd. Let's raiſe himſoftly, and bear him tb+his Bed. 
Alex. Hold, the leaſt motion gives me-ſudden death ; - 
My. vital Spirits are quite perch burnt ap, 
And all my ſmoaky Entrails turn'd to aſhes. + - 
{yſ. When you the brighteſt Star that ever fhone-: - 
Shall ſet, it muſt be night with us for ever. 
Alex. Let me embrace you all before I dye: 
Weep not, my dear Companions, the good Gods -- 
Shall ſend you in my ſtead a nobler Prince, - 
One that ſhall Jead you forth with matchleſs condu&. ©- 
Lyf. Break not our hearts with fach unkind exprefli6ns; + 
Perd. We will not part with you;'nor change toi:Mers- * 
Alex. Perdiccas, take this Ring;. .. 
And-ſce me laid in the Temple of + 
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Zyſ. To whom does your dread Majeſty bequeath 
: The Empire of the World ? 
Alex. To him that is moſt worthy, 
Perd. When will you, ſacred Sir, that we ſhould give 
To your great memory thoſe Divine Honours, 
Which ſuch exalted Virtue docs deſerve ? 
Alex. When you are all moſt happy, and in peace. 
Your hands, — O Father, if I have diſcharg'd ( riſes, 
The duty of a man to Empire born 
If by unwearied toil I have deſerv'd 
The vaſt renown of thy adopted Son, 
Accept this Soul, which thou didft firſt inſpire, 
And with this ſigh, thus gives thee, back again. ( dyes. 
Lyſ. Enmenes, cover the faln Majeſty, 
If there be Treaſon let us find it out : 
Lyſimachus ſtands forth to lead you on, 
And ſwears by thoſe moſt honour'd dear Remains, 
He will-not taſt the joys which Beauty brings, 
Till we revenge the greateſt, beſt of Kings. 
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EPILOGUE to Alexander the Great. 


KK] HAT &re they mean, yet ought they to be curſt, 


Who this Cenſorious Age did poliſh firſt : 
who the beſt Play, for one poor Errour blame, 
As Prieſts againſt our Ladies Arts declaim, c 
And for one Patch, both Soul and Body damn. 
But what does more provoke the Aﬀtoys rage , 
(Por we muſt ſhow the grievance of the Stave) 
Is, that our women who adorn each Play 
Bred at our coſt, become at length your Prey: 
while green, and ſour, likes Trees we bear 'em all, 
But when they're mellow ſtraight to you they fall : 
You watch 'em bare and ſquab, and let 'em reſt ; 
But with the firſt young down, you ſnatch the Net. 


Pray leave theſe poaching tricks, if you are wiſe, 


F're we take out our Letters of Reprize, 

For we have vow'd to find a ſort of Toys 

Known to black Fryars, a Tribe of choopping Boys : 
If once they come, theyl quickly ſpoil your ſport ; 
There's, not one Lady will receive your Court : 

But for the Youth in Petticoats run wild, 

with oh the archeſt wagg, the ſweeteſt Chila. 
The panting Breaſts, white Hands and little Feet 
No more ſhall your palPd thoughts with pleaſure meet, 
The woman in Boys Cloaths, all Boy ſhall be, 

And never raiſe your thoughts above the Knee, 
well, if our Wwomep knew how falſe you are, 

They wow'd ſtay here, and this new trouble ſpare: 
Poor Souls, they think all Goſpel you relate, 
Charm'd with the noiſe of ſettling an Eſtate : 

But when, at laſt, your Appetites are full, 

And the tir'd Cupid grows, with ation, dull , 
Tout find ſome trick to cut off the Entail, 

And ſend 'em back to 145, all worn and ſtale. 


Ll, 


yo they! fond our Stages while they have rang 4 
To ſome wile cantin Kirin Wc Os _ / 
where: for. the-xhyrbreynls Yeſorts there - $1 S\/-. 
with their curl a wigs that arcs all the Air, C 
They ſee grave Blockheads with ſbort greaſie Hair, 

Green- Aprons, eeple; Hats, and Collay-Bands, 

Dull ſniv ling Roowes that wring, not clap, their Hints : 
. Where, for gay Punks that drew the ſhining Crowd, 

And Miles that, i in Vizard, Jang ht aloud x 

\ They'l hear youn x ters fig ſee Matrons old 

To their chop t Cheeks theis R led Kerchers hold . 

whoſe Zeal too, might perſwade, in ſpight to you, 

\Our flying Angels, to augment their Crew: 

while Farringdon their Hero ſtruts about * om, 

And nere.a gemuing Crifies Baton: to 0 flow” em, 


+4 King of Pontus, 


TRAGEDY 


Acted at the 


| Theatre Royal, 
* By their Majcſtie's Servants. 


Written by CAT. LEE. 


Hi motus animorum atque hec certamina tanta, 
Pulveris exigui jattu compreſſa quieſcent. 
Virgil. Georg. I. 4. 


2H ; Licenſed arch 28 1678. 
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To the Right Honourable 


CHARLES. 


Earl of DORSET & MIDDLESEX, 


| One of theGentlemen of His 


MAIJESTIES 
BED-C Sy Os LOC. 


Hen 1 call. to mind what 1 haye obſery'd of © 

VV your Wit. and Judgment, the trueſt and * 

molt impartial I ever knew, / my thoughts 

of writing after my looſe manner to. your 

Lordfhip area little daſh'd;, and the meaneſt of \'em has 

the ſenſe to tell me, 1 ought,to. be as curious; and corre 

in a Dedication to one Man, as inthatiof a Play\to 2 

whole Nation. There is no doubt a Tranſport-inv 'ry 

Port who writes an Epiſtle, but for the moſt part wy = 
A2 Z 


T be Dedication. 
dazl'd withthe Eminence of their Patrons, and at beſt we 

can but call it an Awful Delight. Burt I profeſs, what | 
thole to whom I am diſagreeable, will impute 'ty'$ ; 
want of Modeſty, 1 make this Tragedy an Off ring ws Þ | 
your Lordſhip with-as much freedom, pleaſure, and per. F 
te& ſarisſaQtion., as ever Mitbridates receivd when he | | 
found himſelf in the Arms of his Faireſt Miſtreſs, You || 
ſtand Equal with the Greateſt, and your Quality ſhou'd Þ 
cauſe a Dread inthe hardieſt Writers : -But on the other | 
hand, there is ſuch an innate ſweetneſs of temper , ſuch a F' 
moſt remarkable goodneſs in all your A&tions , a Chara, Þ 
Eer peculiar to you more than any man alive, that the 'Þ. 
meaneſt , modelteſt of Poets may approach you, Mg- 'Þ 
thinks feel.a {@rt of chearful ſpringing” Pride; whiew | 

ſee your Lordſhip ſtand forth to this laſt Birth, which | 
ſure if J had ever any lovely, is much the Faireſt Child, } 
Happy Fortune muſt attend it , and Heav'n and Earth be } 
pleas'd. where you approve. [ accolt you, my Lord, 
without Formality, and wou'd appear before the ſevereſt þ 
Judge in'the plaineſt'Garb , or 'rather nakedneſs of F 
thought ; as ſome, and thoſe not of the leaſt courage, go 
tothe moſt bloody Teſt of valour, all unarm'd. An 0- 
ver-care in' things of this nature does often turn to af- 
feQtation; arid what was*meant a Guard*;"proves an En- 
cumbrance:'We may Riff*n our imaginations with making 
'em too quaint! and poliſh, till we are nething elſe but 
gloſs :: / am infinitely pleas'd, to be as plain as 7 can, 
nor care 7 how'it' pleaſes: 6thers, tho / am ſure ir does, 
that'7 have laid 'this Play at your Lordſhips feet, All 
my Acquaintance that wiſh me well applaud my _ 
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nay 'fafely affirm bros tho Jadgrnbet xl the Town; 

jc being onfur' for a Dawber,-there's nota: man 

n Mn Alawen love but. you, "you are> beheld in; all-che- 
pany you Honour, as if you werethe:Genius:of-thar: 


& = who was call'd ths Delight of Mankind, and are 


I dor 'd with all thenJove and:admiration which: cre the 
b M ble Titus foundiin: Rome. \ "Zipbares .1s -an\ympertedt 
ure of your ſelf; 7 caft him in your Mould, and fa. 

| Hhnondhim as: well. as .my :weak Fancy coud,; to: that 
feftion the Court {o- univerſally allows you:t| When / 
n&to.draw him for the Ladies, endearing, ſoft, and. 


& | | & paſſin loving,: I thought on. you; and found:the way 
Y Þ to/Charw cm,» And 'tis moſt certain; he who: abliges: 


thoſe Fair :Criticks ito be. of hisoParty.y' has! the- faſt 
Cards thar Ser Poct plaitl; . / cannot: but: dwn-the Ho- 
nonisthey: have done me, and entreat :your' Loid(hip to: 
feeure'enrmy:; Friends, ' There-1s yet:a greater Honoyr || 
voud:beg of your Lordſhip, and fo:important ,-{-can-' 
not naine it without apprehenfion.: Mithcidftes being) 
in your hands, defires to be-laid. at» the; Fett! of: the) 
Queen;-. 'Her . Majeſty , who is. ther/Sublimieſt Goodneſs, 
and moſt merciful Vertue that ever bleſt a Lanit:;; has been 
pleas'd to grace him with her Preſence ,;and promi9'd it a- 
gain with ſuch particular praiſes','the effects of her pure 
Bounty, that ſhou'd he not:expreſs his; Gratitude almoſt 
to/adoration;, he: wou'd deſerve another Fate, when: he. is 
next repreſented, than what he has hitherco receiv'd. 

T have endeayour'd in this Tragedy to mix Shakefpear 
vith Fletcher ; the thoughts of the former, , for Majeſty 


and! true Roman Cuban andthe ſoftneſs 'and paſſionate 
oe exprel. 


Tha\Dadicatitr. 
cxprefſions of thelatter:;; which makes 4p half the Beaus, 
ties,” are never to be match'd:: How have I then endea. 
vour'd to be like *em ? O faint Reſemblance! As Pigarn 
ſays of the Mexicans, 


—— And tboſe who:now remain, 


Appear but as the Shadows of tbe Slain. 


It may bewbje&ed, / broke the Scenes in the beginning 
of the Third 'and Fifth As; thoſe who are fo nicely 
curiousto be'oftended at this over-fight, may for their 
ſatisfaQtion leave 'em ont, and the Play will be entire, [ 
apply my felf to your Lordſhip, as Montaign does to his 
Reader in/ his:/Chapter of Books; 1will, ſays he, love 
the Man that ſhall trace me! For { hav@tmany times 
found fault with-an Expreſſion, as [ pretended was in a 
Play of my own, and had:it dam'diby no- indifferent 
Criticks, tho'the immortal Shakefpear 'will not bluſh to 
own-it, But / am confident your Lordſhip will find me 
out, and 7 defiretobe ſo found a Refiner on thoſe admira- 
ble Writers ; the Groundis theirs , and/all that ſerves to 
make a'rich Embroidery ! / hope the 'World will do-ms 
the Juſticero think, 1 have diſguiz'd it into another fa- 
ſhion more ſuitableto the Age we live in ; for if 7 cou'd 
perſizade my ſelf there were nothing of mine extraordi- 


nary/inthe Play , - wou'd not have dedicated' ir ro-the 


beſt of Men,” 
— — Megiocribns efſe Poets, 


- % 
”- 
(] 
- 


SITS 4 Here 


..Non-tii non honines tion coocefſere columne. . + 


} 


{4 


| The\Dedithton. 
Here: you; mulh.give. me leavers. tellthe Werld.y that 


Nan ——— td'be raid tor; ;Fau+c: Lond 
p; ikthe greatefp Genius of-Roktoy defarveaien:: Your, 


rt in ſome ſele& Poems I have ſeen, are rick /and 


new, as rhe Golden American World, your Expreſſions 
juſtly ſtrong, your worgs \Empharical , as choſen men 
for an Enterprize of*GlbtyC* As ic was obſerved of the 
Army of Alexander the lb every Souldier look'd 
like a Commander, and,every Commanger like an Alex- 
ander ; {6 in your adrfrabte Pftughits, all things are ſo 
excellent, now pot, where to fix; we ſtand on Hills 
of {6 Vaſt a Bradt, thar the Valleys are not ſeen; it 
looks like Heaven all about us, and Fancy 1s loſt in the 
Infinite "ar 4 of the Proſpe& ; Your Writing dazles 


d. Majeſty; you draw, like Holbir, 
het pray Ne 


——Qui Genus humanum ingenio ſuperavit G& omnes 
Preſtrinxit ftellas, exortus uti Atherius Sol. 


Your Images are fo great, we look like Dwarfs be. 
neath you ; and then fo lively repreſented, tho of dead, 
low Objetts, animated by your Genius, 


—— Creda ſi mulocrs moveri 
Ferrea, cognatoque viros ſpirare metallo. 


What e're you ſtamp is -Royal, other Pretenders to 
Satyr but file and waſh , they live by the Clippings of 


your Wir, and dip their Silver in your Bath, to make it 


pals 


Fo 


The Dedication. 


paſs for Gold, Belf-preſeryation bids me ſay no more of 
your Lordſhips Poetry, leſtI dam my'own,' who-aim at 
nothing ſo-much as the Honour of being thought by your 
Lordſhip, - | 


Your mot Humble, Obediene, 
: and Devoted Seve 


"NAT LES. 


DA—_ 
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In the "Fe draught, 'twas meant the Ladies Play, 


PROLOGUE. 


Ot careful Leaders, when the Trumpets call 
Their Martial Squadrons on, to ſtand or th 


cel, try all writers Wit. 
e Renown'd, our Authors. "uf aid 
m, for aj inſt Fate allow : ; 
[Mſuch 4%. me) 2110 161 24H 
> pa who will nat let *em Plead, o higgh 
cayn be heard, cry, i rem Phd Ow E = bl v4 
Fab that both Arms aud Wits deba 7; RES 

d Poems, with their Spleen; oy DEMDOIEIIS 
P ranribars both ſhow'd have in Ch 
Theſe oy who nobleſt Fi hee deſpiſnc,l\. | Q 03 2% a I za 


Tet 4p rut Ss, the: fa n.. "26 

Ns anfecr Pe 2 ins 2213001 ominadh 
rai and live ow $ uid, kan IEC 

Fer whiflers, of the juſteſt pw th wr fit _-— Jo 

To be the Powder- Monkeys of true Wit : » ——— 

Mimics, like Apes, what's ill, from heads they drain; 

And live upon the Vermin of 4 brain, 

Negleting theſe, and rrofing fo your aid, 

To Beauty our laſt Vows, like yours, are made : 

Beauty, which ſtill adorns the op ning Liſt 

which Czſar's Heart vouchſafe's Fs. ro TY - 

To that alone devoted is this day ; ; 


7% oO 
1 % - 
SEL, * ta#.h & 


For, by the Poet, I was bid to ſay, 


Perſons Reprod ; 6 


Mithridates, King of. Pontu._ 


Z 
> } his Sons, Fe. 


Archelaus, oP under Zpber 
| as, 
2.29 Jtwo 


Aquilins, a S's 
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Monima, Contrated. to.Xbt 
Semandra, dad to 
Prieſts, and 
Attendants, 
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MITHRIDATES. 
King of Pontus. 


ACTI, SCENE Tt. 


The outer-part of the Temple of the Sun. 


A noiſe of Muſick and tuning Voices is heard, 


———_— 


Enter Pharnaces, Pelopidas. 


?har,” FO Night, to Night, this fatal Moment, now 
Our dreadful Father's Nuptialy are preparing, 
And I muſt loſe bright 240zima for ever.” * 
Ambition too'is barr'd, Scepters and Crowns, 
Andall the golden Quarries now are loſt. 
Zphares, O Ziphares;} happy Brother, 
ou haſt diſlodg'd me by thy late Exploits, 
And now uſurp'it my Father's Breſt alone. 
Curs'd be the Pow'r that bleſs'd thee on thy way 
To overthrow Triarias ; curs'd the Stars 
That glitter'd round thy Head, when by thy Arm 
So many Tribunes and Centurions fell, 
As made Rowe groan, and broke Lucullus heart. 
Pelop, Hear me, my Lord. 
Phay, This Morning, on a Mountain 


Above the Clouds, his Triumph was perform'd 
.- AndIafliſted at the Sacrifice, 

Why gave I not this Body'to the Flames, 

To be devour'd among the tortur'd Slaves, 
Rather than liv'd to ſee his Cooquel Crown'd? 


Ifaw 


« 


2 MIT HRIDATES, 
I ſaw it z O, Pelopidas, theſe Eyes 

Saw Mithridates, with a Torch, give Fire 

To the vaſt Pile, which like a Pyramid 

Stood high upon the Hill, as that on Earth, 

Pelop. Will you but give me leave ? 

Phar. 1 (aw the blaze 
Of his immortal Honour, heard the ſhout 
Of all the Court, which did torment the Air 
To that degree, that Birds fell round us dead , 
And that thin Region, where we ſcarcecou'd live 
When firſt we did aſcend, became (vo fat 
With the rich Steanrof-Blood and boyling Gold 
And flowing Gums, that we were forc'd remove: 
Nay, Ibelieve, the glutted Gods themſelves 
Were almoſt choak'd, with the prodigious Odors, 

Pelop. Yet have you done? ' 

_ Phar, Tothe _”—_ Neptune then, 
Becauſe at Sea old Archelars had 
Been Conqueror with my Brother, in their Names 
An Offring was decreed , a Chariot all 
With Emeralds fer, and fild with Coral Tridents, 
Was with a hundred HS, wild as Wind, 
From off the top of that'moſt diſmal place 
Plung'd to the bottom of the ſlimy Deep. 

Pelop. Let me intreat you call your Reaſon home, 
And liſten co your faithful Servant's Counſel : - 
You cannot hate your Brother tore to Death, ' 
Than I his Friend, the General A4rthelanm.  - 
*Has got the ſtart of -mein the King's favour 
And tho, without being vain, 1thiok my (elf 
The better Souldier, he by Pohties ' 

Has puſh'd me from the Dignities I bore: 
The Lion's outed by theFox._—_— : 

Phar, But with full | 

Let us unkennel him, rather rebel, 
Than bear it thus: "tis mine, rs thy concern : 
\ , Norketthe Nameof King, or Father,awe us. 

A Miſtreſs, and a Throne4. moſt fptcious Tiles. 
The God of Battel rages wx myBreaft, 
And as at De/phos, when the glorious Fury 


M3 


Ring of  PONTUS. 

Kindles the Blood of the Prophetick Maid, 

The bounded Deity does ſhoot her out, 

Draws every Nerve thin as a Spider's Thred, 

And beats the skin out like expanded Gold : 

$0, with the meditation of the Work 

Which my Soul bears, 1 ſwell almoſt to burſting, 
Pelop, In all the many changes of \my Lite 

I have not known one equal yet to yours ; 

At other times ſo moderate, ſo true 

A Soveraign o're your ſelf, you ſeem'd to want 

Thoſe Paſſions for your Slaves who Lord it now. 


Phar, T'me huſh'd if thou haſt ought of comfort, ſpeak. 


Pelop, This Night your Father has decreed to Marry 
The Daughter of Palemor. 
Phar, What can hinder ? 
Pelop. Nothing ; yet mark : my Brother Tryphoz is 
High-Prieſt o'th* Sun, whom all the reſt obey : 
Him have I wrought, that when the Nuptial Rites 
Begin, ſome ſtrange preſages ſhall fall out, 
Diſorders unexpected, to foreſhow 
The Gods are much offended at the Marriage. 
How this may work with one of mighty Faith 
In holy Fables, one of various humor, - 
Whom every day new Beauties ſet on Fire, 
Be you the Judge. | 
Phar, Methinks it has a Face 
But yet there's wanting what I cou'd have with'd: 
Had it been Fanws-like, back'd with another: 
When Mithridates frighted from his Queen, 
Warn'd by falſe Oracles, ſhou'd have retir'd 
Perplex'd, yet ſtrugling with the pangs of. Love , 
Then to have laid a Beauty to his longing, 
Some fair unknown, proud of her gaudy Bloom, 
T' have quench'd his thirſty wiſhes, that had been 
A Maſterpiece ! But let him Marry her, 
Sure Death (hall wait upon his laughing Hyme ; 
And when the God has given her to his Arms, 
Fatewith unerring force ſhall part 'em ever. 
Pelop, Yet raging ? 'Tis as you have (aid, and more! 
More than excelling Miſchief cou'd invent, 
"Tx: B 2 


That 


MIT HRID ATES. 
That is not beſt, We have already rais'd him ; 
Andravar, my Lieutenant General, 
Scorn'd by your Brother, whom he therefore hates, 
Firſt form'd the Plot: Old Archelaws's Daughter, 
The fair Semandra, Miſtreſs to Ziphares, 
Is deſtin'd to be made your Father's Prey, 

Phar,. Excellent Engine! ' now thou work'| indeed ; 
Thou haſt hit the Vein, the Life-blood of his Heart : 
I cannot ſee ought 1n the extent of Art, 
Or Nature, that can mend it. O Z#phares, 
Still Conquer, riſe with Triumphs, high as Heav'n, 
So ſuch a Bolt as this be ſure to wait thee. 


Enter Andravar; 


But ſee the brave Lieutenant ! come to my Arms, 
And tell me, ſhall Semmanara be the King's ? 
Anar, Ithink, my Lord; that I may ſafely ſwear it, 
Phar, Thy bluntneſs merits praiſe, and ſays, thou'rt fir 
To ſerve my beſt revenge, Love, or Ambition. 
Andr. Great Mithridates, whom well have ſtudy'd, 
Tho he has weather'd forty Winter Fields, 
Yetriſes in his vigor, ventures more, ' | / / 
Nor feels decay of ſtrength nohe Learn'd'as he 
In Nature's Garden ; whence to his Conſtitution 
Moſt excellent, he adds ſuch helps by Art, 
That by his looks he might be thought Immortal. 
The World, too, knows he is as'Amorous now 
As whea the firſt Sighs heav*d'his youthful Breſt, 
And his firit Tears bedew'd-the Shrines of Loye. 
Phar. The Conſequence ? 
Andy, He often has been pleas'd 
To make me honour'd with his private thoughts ; 
Whereon my General and I agreed, 
Knowing your love to Monihna, 
And hatred to your Brother, with one blow 
To drive the buſineſs that ſhou'd Crown your wiſhes, 
Therefore I daily filld your Father's Efrs 
With praiſes of Semanara, rais'd his wonder, 
Deſcrib'd her drels, and each particular grace ; 


K ing. of PONTUS. 
Her Eyes, her Hands, her Lips, with all their beauties z 
' And have fo fir'd him, that there only wants 
Aview to perfett all, -and that will be 
 ToNight. 
 Phar, How know thou that ? 

Anar, 1 learnt it all 
From a She-{lave that waits upon Semandra, 
Whotold me that Ziphares, with conlent 
Of Archelaus, wou'd beg her of the King, | 
When he this Night ſhou'd 4402ima Eſpoule. [Soft Muſick, 
Nor doubt, but when he once has ſeen Semanara, | 
The Charms of his new Queen will vaniſh. Hark, _ 
The ſacred Muſick founds ! —The King and Queen are coming. 


Enter Archilaus, Ziphares, Semandra, 


Fee, your Brother, $Sexzazare and her Father, 
Phar, O my lab'ring Breſt ! how hopes and fears 
Toſs my wrack'd Heart, like a poor Bark, about ! 
But ſoon the Calm will come, or I muſt periſh in the Tempeſt, 
| Exeunt Phar, Pelop. and Andr, 
Ziph, By Heav'n, my Love, thou doſt diſtra&t my Soul , 
There's not a Tear that falls from thoſe dear Eyes 
But makes my Heart weep Blood O my Father ! 
All is not well : I found her in the Morning, 
Not like a Bride, with all her Maids about her, 
Half-ſmiling, now half-ſerious with -her thoughts, 
Of what muſt come , nor warm, nor bright, nor bluſhing ; 
But, Oh the Gods! I found her on the Floor, 
In all the ſtorm of grief, yet beautiful, 
Sighing ſuch breath of ſorrow, that her Lips 
Which late appear'd like buds, were now o'reblown, 
Pouring forth tears at ſuch a ſlaviſh rate, 
That, were the World on Fire, they might have drown'd 
The wrath of Heav*n, and quench'd the mighty ruine. 
Arch, Nothing, my Lord — 'tis all but Virgin's fear : 
Marriage to Maids is like a War to Men, 
The Battel cauſes fear , but the ſweet hopes 
Of winning at the laſt ſtill draws *em on, 
Sem, Alas, my Lord ! [ weeping; 
Ziph, 
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G 
Ziph, What, but alas? no more? when by the Hand 
I led her to the Temple, rhus ſhe ſigh?d, 
And hung upon me. If thou truly lov'ſt me, 
If I may credit my Semanara's tears, 
Think 'em not drops of Chance like other Womens, 
The Weather of their Souls, The Chriſtal brtbbles 
Which they can make at will ; Oh ſatisfie 
The longings of my braeſt, and tell thy ſorrows. 
Sem. That do love you, Oh all you Hoſt of Heay'a, 
Be Witneſs? that you are dear to me, 
Dearer than Day to one whom ſight muſt leave, 
Dearer than Life to one that fears to dye , 
O thou bright Pow'r be Judge whom we adore, 
Be Witneſs of my Truth, be Witneſs of my Love ! 
But yet I fear : 
Ziph, That fear, give me that fear, Semandra , 
Produce it inthe uglieſt form it has, 
If ought that is deform'd can come from thee. 
Sem. Iſhall,my Lord ſince you are pleas'd to hear me, 
Uunfold my doubts, the cauſe of all my Tears, 
Firlt then, I muſt complain of my hard Stars, 
That did not dart kind Luſtre on my Birth 
For tho at preſent, while your young Blood boyls, 
Your Reaſon cannot get the Rein of Paſſion, 
Yet it will come, when long poſſeſſion cloyes you, 
Then you will think what Queens you might have had, 
With Kingdoms for their Dower z perhaps you may 
Prove lo unkind, to tell me of it too; 
Or, if you ſhou'd not, yet your Eyes wou'd ſpeak —— [eeping. 
Enough to break the heart of poor Semanara, 
Ziph., Why doſt thou ſtab me with the tenderneſs 
Of thy falſe fears, and melt meinro mourning ? 
'Tis moſt unſeaſonable on our Wedding-day 
To be ſeen thus : I know thou canſt not doubt me. 
No, thou moſt lovely of the fairer kind, 
Think not a Crown can ever change my Virtue. 
Ah, who wou'd leave the warmth of this lov'd Bolome 
For the cold cares which black Ambition brings ? 
Sem, Spight of il|-boding Dreams,unlucky Omens, 
- You muft, you ſhall, you ought to be believ'd. 


And, 


And, if I weep again, it 1s for joy | 
That I this Night ſhall be your happy Bride. 
Ziph, Oh Mithridates, mighty as thou art, 
Before whoſe Throne Princes ſtand dumb as Death, 
With folded Arms, and their Eyes fix'd to Earth ; 
Diſhonour brand me, if I wou'd not chuſe 
A private Lite with her whom my Soul loves, 
Rather than live like thee, with all thy Titles, 
The King of Kings, without her, 
Arch, Pray, my Lord, 
Defer till Mid-night theſe ſtrong Extaſies, 
Fate yet may put a bar betwixt our hopes, 
And then the loſs wilt be more hardly born. 


The Scene draws, diſcovering the inner part of the Temple, 
Mithridates ho/ding Monima by the Hand ; his Queens, Con- 
cubines, Sons and Daughters attending. Three Roman 
Captains, L, Caſſius, Q. Oppius, «xd Manius Aquilius 
bound in Gold Chains, with many other Slaves ſtanding at 
diſtance, 


Mith, Not yet, O Rome, great Tyrant of the World, 
Haſt thou ſubdu'd the 4ſia» Emperor. 
In thy deſpight I hold my glory ſtill, 
Still tread upon the Necks of conquer'd Kings, 
Still make thy Conſuls tremble at my Name ; 
And, in one mightieft Word to ſum up all, 
A Word which, like a Charm, might raiſe the Ghoſts 
Of Prrhus, and the experienc'd Hannibal 
Toenvy, and be dazled at my deeds, 
A Word, a Name, that comprehends all Honors, 
All Titles, Riches, Power, all Majetty, 
I ſpight of Rome, I'm Mithridates (till, 
Aquil, The Nations muſt confeſs, that 4/exazder 
Cou'd not more dreadful tothe Eaft appear, 
Than you: ev'n Rowe wou'd buy her peace with joy, 
Cou'd you at reaſonable rates] afford 
Your Royal Friend(hip, tho by your command, 
Moſt dreadful to 1tal:4» Memory, 
lone dark Day, daman'd in the Book of Fate, 
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A hundred thouſand murder'd Romans fell, 

Mith, Dareſt thou, fomenter of theſe Wars,to talk ? 
Thou, purple Source of all theſe bloody ſtreams, 
Which have for more than thirty years o'reflow'd 
The 4/izn Banks, and dy'd Eaphrates red ? 
Dareſt thou, Commiſſioner in chief, to put 
The Earth in Arms, and ſet the World on flame, 
Once think of Peace ? Now, by the Fire-rob'd God, 
Thou ſhalt have puniſhment that fits 'thy Crimes. 

Aquil, The braveſt muſt ſubmit when Fortune frowns, 
Mith, Deſire of Wealth, the Luſt of ſhining Dirt, 

And Palace Plunder, caus'd thee with Arm'd Legions + 
T' invade a King, whole Father was Rome's Friend, 
But, by the aſſerted Juſtice of my Cauſe, | 
The help of Heav*n, and of my own Right-hand, 
I conquer'd thee, and thou art now my Slave. 
Guards, ſtrait convey him to the Market-place, 
Take off his wealthy Chains, and melt *em down 4 
Then, for a terrible Example to 

All fordid Wretches, Souls made up of Avarice, 

Pour down his Throat the rich diſſolved Maſs, 

And gorge his Entrails with the:-burning Gold. 
Mon, Not, my dear Lord, upon your Nuptial Day. 
Mith. On any Day, my Queen, to do a. Juſtice 

Which all the Gods, and all good Men mutt like, 

For Lucius Caſſius, and for Quintus Oppiuns, 

A milder Deſtiny's 1n ſtore. ;; Away with him. 

And now proceed we to the ſacred Rites. 

Aquil, Yet, e're you join, hear me, proud Emperour, 

Hear what the Fates have put into my breft : 

I ſeemy Death, by Roman Arms, reveng'd ; 

And what Zucullus had ſo well begun, 

Pompey ſhall end z Pompey, thy glory's ruine. 

This hour that gives me Death, ſhall be the laſt 


-Of all thy quiet: ſwift domeſtick jars 9 


Shall overtake thee; thou ſhalt add more blood 
To that already ſhed from thy own Bowels : 
And when at laft ſubdu'd-in all thy Wars, 
Spoil'd of thy Queens, thy Sons and Daughters ſlain, 
Thou ſeek'ſt ſome corner of thy conquer'd Empire 
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To hide thy abandon'd Head in, then the load” 
Of all thy woes ſhall come; one whomethou leaſt 
* Shall fear, long nourifh'din thy — breaſt, 
Shall tab thee to the heart, and end thy days. 
That this, all this, and more may light upon thee, 
Ipray the Gods , and (o the Furies ſerze thee; 
Mith. Away, to Death with the Propherick Fool. 
oo 1/1 | Ex, Guards with Aquilius, 
Tryphon, begin, and let the Altar ſmoak * © 
With ſuch rich Vi&ims, to the well-pleas'd Gods, 
That they may ſmile from Heay*n, and give us joy. 


Here follows the Entertainment :'\ after which, the King and 
Queen return from'the Altar to ſit in ſlate. An. Image of 
Vittory deſcends with two Crowns in her hands ; but on 4 
ſudden the Engines break, and caſt the Image forward on the 
Stage with ſuch vidlence that they daſh inpieces, Mithri- 
dates farting up. | 


Mith, Ha | whence? how fell this out? Now, by my Arms, 
Our As. ons are not pleaſing to the Gods , 
Tis for ſome fault of mine, O aMonima, 
That Heav'n denies thy beauries'to my boſome : 
Thus, when wedid approach the hallow'd Vault, 
A Prophelying Prieſt, with ſtart-up Hair, 
With rolling Eyes, and Noftrils wide as Mouths, 
Stopt us I'th way, and faid we were no Match. 
As well the nobleſt Salvage of the Field 
Might tamely couple with a fearful Ewe,  _ 
Tygersingender with the timorous Deer, 
Wud muddy Bores defile the cleanly Ermin, 
Or Vultures ſort with Doves, as with thee. 
Tis a croſs thought, and much difturbs me here. 
. 4x, Command me dye, e're give your Majeſty 
Cauſe of the Teaſt diſturbance, O, my Lord ! 
Think you that I wou'd lye within your Arms 
To hear you ſigh, and give me Tears for Love ? 
Orthink you, *tis to Empire I aſpire? 
Rather diſmiſs me from your Breaſt, the Haven : 
here I had hoaxded all my happi neſs, ” 
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And caſt-me out to a wide Sea of. weep 
Mith. How ere the-Pow'rs avoye ond dey with me; 
Racking my. heart with what F have ſet, dawn, The 
Thou art our Queens /z,/ - 
Mon. O, *tisan empty, Name; 
A ſenſeleſs ſound, exgept lam yourLove :; 
I find, I find that LamJoſt for cyer.. | 
Thave Þut flept,.charm'd with a golden Dream,. 
And now am wak'd to beggery-again. 
Why did you take me fron my Fathers Wing?” 1 
Who, tho a petty Prigce, was yet a World 
Of warmth to me z-why did you tempt me forth 
With dag Sas, ve, and:the bright Comet Power ? 
CCIY falſe ſuſpicions; 
Twill be inn But give me leave. _ 
A little to To ſerious thoughts, 
Theangerof the Heav/ns.——— Andrauare... 
Anar, My Lord? i 4:2. J 
Phar, They whiſper, General. [To Pelop, 
Ziph, coming formard. Starsg by dre ns: 
Il Omens may the guilty tremble ac,. .'!-,/, 
Make every accident a Predigys, /.. 
And Monſters frame ban eo RES ay þ2viling 
May the ſear'd Conſiance ſtart halting Meteors. | 
And call the ſchreme of every hooting'Owl, | 
Or croaking Raven, Fate's moſt draggful Youce: 
For me, I laugh at 'ern.3-ſhow'dnow the Heav' n.. | | 
Flame with a thouſand Fires, re ſeen-befoxe,. ref 
And Thunder beat the Wiadsftora every OFRaTs'. " 
Not = the wy of all axpetr-eay AR | 
Wou'd Iput off. m a Motneat 
Stand back,. my. Fire yer I = fon "63 9 
A minute makes.us tel; or:wihenhed ever... ic 


|| [imei Yorke. middlenf the "_ aps bn, 


Mit, Is there :ralbthe ſpace of our x vide Empire. 
Ought of that moſt ineftimable value value 
To make Ziphares kneel ? © 

Ziph, There is, my-Lord;/. 


Ib panoon pou... Vie bot=nod  ::t lad 


lop. 


+ Whoſou 


And brought their Eagles drooping from the Field ! - 
| C2 Demand, 


Kavg of PONIES. 
Mith, ©, Celeſtial Powers} iv 210th 51 #15 
Mark me your Subje& out for aldmisforrunes; 

The Curls of the Roman. Manjus fall - 

Heavy upon me z Fortune's giddy Wheel,- - 


% 8 
i &4 #{ 3; 


Which we have fix'd with our Majeftick weighty” - -' - = 
Turn round with me,wtienT denyhim ought | 205) 0 7 


That he can-ask with Honour : Riſe, mip $6n, /* 9177! © 


a* 


Ziph, riſing. Since on the great Requelt which 1ſhill mal 


The peace or trouble of my Life depends, | | 
The torment or the pleaſure of my Soul} i | 19 « 77 4 


Eternal griefs, or everlaſting jops,7! 7 37 (08 7 1h 


I wou'd recall to yourremembrance, Sir, F: N 
The toils and hardſhips which my early Valour - 
Has undergone, the many Fields Phave fought, 
And-Conquer'd too.; and as of old the-Rdamers + 

| 


the:Cayfulb;p, made bare theid breaſts} -- | 


Lacd with long Scars, and ſtudded o'rewith Thrufts, 7 © | 


The Noble Wardrobe of the Scarlet Wars © © 7 - 
I wou'd, with bolder mention of my deeds; 

Diſplay my Wounds to move-your Royal:Fayour, - 
And offer, to the blood whichThavethed,' - by D 


All my heart holds for ſealing of tyour' A, © 
Mith, ©, had'ſt thou near ns ba thou ſpeak't 
ich lye green 


Thy Attions, all the Laurelsw 

Upon thee, ſtrait wou'd wither, and'be duſt, 

To mention but thy laſt, thy laſt of Wars, - 

Which ev'n the breath of Majefty makes vile, 

So much below thy Valour is all ape — 
Ziph, The glory of that-Batrelis your own, 


Mith, To thee we owe the day, our life and E pire;; 


When ſix Centurions bore me from my Saddle, - 

And laid me groveling, for the'vioknt' Horſe | * '* 
Totread my Soul our' ; -how did:thy brave Ziphazes - 
Break through their walls of Steel;leap ore theRamparts 
Of the dead bodies thathad fen&'d mein, 

On his own Courſer monnting meto life. - 

Pious even in the mouth' df Shughter,' while 

On foot himſelf, he with his Battel-axe' ' ** 


Bore downtheLegions;drove whole Troops before him; 


Iz 
Demand, Lay, 
I will belavi 
And Crown thy withes like a giving God.: | 

Ziph. ln thankfulneſs Lbend me to the Earth, - 
Once more fall proſtrate co. your Majeſty,: 


And pray the 


Come forth, come fo 


Appeay, and 


Mith, A wonder !' Ha T 


Ziph. She 1 


The ovely Chance-work, , Maſter-pi vs Nature;. / 


Who bluſd 


As if, miſtaking; 
Had caſt Tick i ing3Form | - hore 
Sem. Theſe praiſesghreath' an but: 
_ jb, ap ol ma Eg yours, 
e me fin 


Wou'd 


But as they come from you, from thatloy'd Mouth, 
Thetender Off riggs of; your fond Delures,. 


 Ftake'em all, 


To the driven Air 
Each word; eacttſillable youſpoke is mine z; 


Yes, Iam fair, a 


That my dea 


Mith. She talks——— _ - 
Ziph. And with [op good A Grace;: . 
| Thar nothin _ AE Wit can Charm beyon&'it its. 


Late in the 


And ſure had dy Y ry Sp fot this hay Phyſician y. 
Who in the midſt of ll.m 
When Art was at 2 gue my is Ly I- Jay galping, 


Wou'd quite hegyile 
Her welcom-Pity 
Now, laying 
To mine, ſhe 


Now, with warm fi ighskiadle my fading. ſpirits, 

And when Ifainted with a Kiſs recal me. 

By Heav'n, the weeps, and1-con'd drink the Dew! 
takes we Poylan, faſt as Lcou'd with. | 


AMith, 
vo. He 


MIT{WRID ATE. 


ask me moſt Royall 
to th  abaog, 


Gods to give you length df: "kh | 

a, my Faitelt ; -break; my Day ,. 
Chatm, dazle the whole Aſſembly. 
[Semand ra comes forward, 


is, my Lord, the Boakt,. 


to ſee whar hor own hands had made. ; 
Moulds, the unzwares 


with ſhame, ovſoorn the Flatterer 


a,.the found*:-:. * 
Soul is faſtetid;;- ', 


and die uf 


ueea,a Goddeſs, any thing- 


rLord is Hear haynme be.. 


loguiſh'd with a Fever, 


pains,. 


uffrings with her $0 
Ms Endearments _ 
Fs : Check, cold withher Tears, 
wou'd abatethe raging fire; 


Fel 
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© Pehp, And Prince Ziphares forces her upon him, 
Arch. Hold, you have gone too tar , ſpeak to the purpoſe, 
Ziph. Ambition therefore was not my Requeſt , 


In Colchis or in Boſphorus to Reign : 
Leave to my Brothers all your Empire ; and 
To me, this only Beauty:for Reward, 


Mith, Reward !'Wert thouon. Mithridates Throne, 


Poſſeſs'd of all his Kingdoms, were thine eye 


Like his who guides the day, and thoy-cou'dſt call 


In all thy Journeys what thou ſaw'ſt thy own 


Her eyes wou'd match thy luſtre: all thy glories 
Wou'd be but ſhadows, when this Face appear'd, 


Ziph, They wou'd; my Lord, 
Mith., They wou'd, my Lord ! Yet more.z 
* By all my Royalties, a God might wed her, 
And be a gainer by the beauteous Bride, 

Ziph. Such as ſhe1s —- 

Mith.- Not Heav'n it ſelf can mend her. 
Had I as many Tongues as Fhave Languages, 
Skill'd in all Speeches of the babling World, .. 
And cou'd at once ſpeak to. as many Nations, 
With ſuch a grace as might make 4+hexs bluſh. 
By Mercury, and by the Father of 
The Maſes, I ſhou'd never ſpeak Semanara, 

Mon, O, he is gone ! his vow'd fidelity 
Is gaz'd =_ 

Mith. Tell me her Birth, Ziphares :. 

She muſt be more than Royal, 
Ziph,- Fate, thy worſt: 
Let me be dumb tor ever from this moment. 
Arch, In me your Majeſty may pleaſe to read 
Her Father : nf go I wantin Dignity, 
Be pleas'd to fill up with my Services. 
Mith, Thy Daughter ! 
Arch, Yes, my gracious Lord,-my Daughter. 
Mith, O pity that ſo fair a Star thou'd be 


The Child of Night , that ſuch-a ſtream of Cryſtal 


Shou'd have her Spring ſo muddy ! 
Thou dy'ſ, thou ſaucy old ambitious Dotard, 


Who dar'ſt to match thy Lees of blood with ours; 


* 
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Anddaub the Throne of the Immortal cyras, | 
Ziph, Hold, hold, moſt awtul, give Ziphares death, 
Impale me, burn me, bury mealive, 
But do not wrong this innocent old man 
Theſe hairs, which were made Silver-in your fervice, 
O the good Gods ! whom fear cou'd never ſhake, 
Your bitter words have caus'd to tremble : ee, 
With the diſgrace, he weeps z his Springs of life 
Which had been dry for titty years, this laft 
Afﬀront has water'd: 
Oh my poor Father |! ; 
Mith, Ha! that Name again, 
'Thou art no more my Son, For thee, Semanadra, 
Thou ſhalt attend our Queen z to Court, my Fair, 
Where I muſt learn you to forget Z:phares, 
And match you equal to yourbirth, 
Sem, My Lord —Ziphares——Father, 
Aith, Look not back. 
Condut the Queen, Pharnaces. O, Semandrar! 
*Tis toyqur Tears I ſacrifice my Juſtice 
Tothem, your Fathers life I'll not deny, 
Who, for Ambition; did deſerve:ro die. 
Exeunt all but Ziphayes and Archelans, 
Arch, Dotard.! and ſaucy { nay, the Lees of blood ! 
Now, by the Gods, *tis ſprighely as his own : 
O, 'tis too much to bear. Forgive me, Prince z 
It breaks the very neck of Loyalty : 
Perhaps, he Whores my.Daughter too. But firſt, 
Rather than ſee him wear my glories Spoils, 
Thou, my good Sword, that has {> oftbeen drawn, 
And dy'd thy ſelf in Reman bowels, to 
The very Guard, for this ungrateful King, 
Be faithful to me, as thou ſtilkhafſtbeen, 
And pierce the heart of thy diſhonour'd Maſter. 
Ziph. Oh, Archelews? "Oh, ty kinder Father: ! 
If you are ſtir'd thus at n-angry word, 
What ſhou'd Ihe, whoumioſtindeed, - 
I who am ſtunn'd, I who ſuſtaia'd theftroke 
Of allthe anger of the'Fates at onoe'? 
Semanara, O my Love! 


Arch, 
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Arch, Reſtrain your grief, 
As I my rage, and letys ehink-apace, - } : 
Tho for my Daughters Virtue I wou'd ſtake 
My Immortal part, my Fame fo dearly bought. 
Yet force, which he may ule, will have its way : 
Conſider that. | 
Ziph, Conſider | . how ſhou'd I 
Conftder, who grow mad with crouding thoughts , 
Where every oneendeav'ring to be foremoſt 
Stops up the paſſage, and will choak my Reaſon? - 
Arch, Once more ſpeak humbly to him, 
Perhaps, *tis but a ſudden ſhort-liv'd fir, 
A ouſt of Paſſion that may ſoon blow over : 
But if you find it rooted in his heart, 
Eat your way through him, go your happinels ; - 
Or periſh, like your Brother 24itþriaates. 
=_ By Heav'n, I think it greateſt happinels - 
Never to have been born-z and next to that, 
Todie : for who that wears hus fleſh can bear / 
The curſe of Accidents,.a Change like mine ? . 


I who, ſome-moments paſt, wou'd-not have chang'd- 


Condition, with the bleſſed-Gads themſelves - 
Now, in all probability, amlaſt, ... 
And ftand upon the very brink of ruiae. 

Arch, Your Deltiny's uncertain 5 Fate, as yet, - 
Holds the Scale doubtful:- les us haſte to Court, 
Where we ſhall learn whick, way the Ballance falls. 

Ziph, Not half an hour ago, methought ſecures. 
I hug'd my ſelf, and almoſt cou'd have wept 
In meer compaſſion to th' hard-fated World, 


Thinking how much my ſtate was happier 


Arch, Yet all the while you did not ipy the danger z 


Which crept inviſible, and undermin'd you. 
Ziph, Alas, I did not 5 without fear Iftogd :- 

Like one who, on the Beach, diſcries from far - 

Alabouring Bark, with which the Billows war 3 

Pities its ſtate, withing the Tempeſt gon, ' 

But views not:the near Sea come rolling on c- : 

Sodid with me my unſeen Fortune play, 

.Tllthe Waves came, and-wathd-me quite away. 
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Enter Pharnaces, ard Pelopidas, 


Phar, Y''LL hear no more , get me a hundred Horſe 
'& Tobe our Guard; I'll bear her hence to night, 
And Raviſh her, by all the fire that ats 
This fearleſs frame, I will, Declare the diff rence? 
Is not the Blood of Queens and Princeſſes 
Like other Womens? Souls alike infus'd ; | 
Their Banquets richer, and the Drinks they taſte 
The very Spirits of the Purple Vine? _ 
Yet we muſt think 'em cold as candid Ice, 
Not a thought ſtarting, free from warm deſires, 
As the bleak Girl upon the Mountains top, | 
Cover'd with Snow, beat'n with conſtant Winds, % 
That feeds on Herbs and Roots, and drinks the Dew. 
Pelop, What,wou'd you have her fall like mellow Fruit 
Whom yet no Sun has ſhone upon, no warmth 
To ripen? 'bate a little of this fire, _ 
Phar, Pelopidas, I oft have told you, that- 
She knew my love, before ſhe (aw my Father ; 
For in the Plunder I firſt lighted on her : 
Tho afterwards he took my beauteous ſpoil, 
As now he does my Brother's, Laledg', | 
As late I led her weeping to her Chamber, 
yo conſtant paſſion, and his breach of faith, 
that a love moſt violent cod 
Into a Lover's mouth, like mine , but ſhe unmoy'd, 
Inſenfible reply'd, the King, 'twas poflible, 
Atlaſt mighekill her with his cruelty , 
Yet to the utmoſt moment of her lite 
She wou'd adore him with ſuch ſpotleſs love, 
Such moſt Romantick faith, and'fuch a deal 
Of whining grief, that in a rage 1 flung 
Away, and left her talking to her ſelf. - 
Pelop. And do you think this haughtineſs will carry'c? 
He that will win a moſt exalted Beauty, » 
' Muſt bend his Soul low,as he bows his Body, wad 
PIE at 
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Watch every Glance, obey her e're ſhe ſpeaks, 
Caſt up his eyes at each affected word, 
And ſwear —Beſides her Honour, Sir, herHonour, 
Obliges her to ſtand a while at diſtance. 
Phar, Tis almoſt empty 3 Honour, Courtſhip, all 
But gaudy Nonſenſe, O, Pelopsdas, 
Rather than buy my Pleaſure with ſuch baſenels, 
I'de be a Brute: Now, by my Life, methinks, 
The happier Creature, caſt before thy eyes ; 
The generous Horſe, looſe in a Flow'ry Lawn, 
VVith choice of Paſture, and of Chryſtal Brooks, 
And all his chearful Miſtreſles about him, 
The white, the brown, the black, the ſhining bay, 
And every dappled Female of the Field ; 
Now, by the Gods, for ought we know, as Man 
Thinks him a Beaſt, Man ſeems a Beaſt to him, 
Pelop, Be more conſiderate, leſs raſh and hot ; 
I have thought of an Expedient to gain her. 
Phar, Thou art my better Genius, and ſhalt flouriſh, 
VVhen 4rchelaxs, like a blaſted Tree, 
Lies rotting to the ground, 
Pelop, Did Mithridates 
Know of your Love to Monima? 
Phar, He did: 
As publickly I ſhow'diit as Zipbares : 
Yet he, who like the Heſperiax Dragon, thinks 
The Golden Fruit of Beauty all his own, 
Flew at me as a Thief, who, while he ſlept, 
Had ſtoln his Prize, and made me pay it back 
Orſwore my life ſhou'd be the fatal forfeit. 


Pelop. *Tis as I cou'd have wiſh'd : thus then, the King, 


VVhoſe Heart Semandra kindles into Flame, 
Cools every hour to his new-marry'd Bride, 
And will not Bed her till the Coronation, 

A meer put. off, wading in deep diſgult, 

And wiſhing for pretence to part for ever: 


” . _ 


- 


Phar, VVhich he ſhall have, this Head of thine has thought it. 


Pelop, I, and the needful Andravar, 
VVho feels the Pulſe of his Aﬀe&iion, 
YVill Gwear boldly, 61 

D 


As 
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As Witneſſes who had both ſeen and heard 
The jealous Monima inrag'd with Love, 
But more for what her vaſt Ambition loſt, 
Strove to revive the paſſion we bore her g 
But you moſt generouſly oppos'd her Charms, 
Which with unwillingneſs you ſhall confels, 
And beg your fiery Father to forgive her. 


Phar, Pithy, and ſhort ; thou art the Soul of Counſel, 


| Pelep, The very breaking of the buſinels, throws 

Her into Priſon , where, while I guard the door, 

Your Highneſs may, with as much eaſe, perform 

Your pleaſure, as your faithful ſervant thought it. 
Phar, In thanks, the vileſt fawning lying Slave: 

Wou'd ſpeak thee fairer than Pharnaces ſhall z, 

But let. my deeds be grateful ro my Souldier. 


Enter Andravar. 


What news, my Ayaravar ? 

Azxar, Your Guardian-ſpirit 
Now lays about him, and inviſibly 
Adts wonders for you, madding all the Court : 
Semandra weeping, and your Father burning ;; 
Monima, like a Widow'd-Turtle, mourning z. 
Old Archelaus puſhing on his Fate, 
And Amorous Ziphares, led by love, 
To tumble fromthe top of all his hopes. 
Defiance from the Rowan Conſul Glabrio, 
Fſent, and the third: Ponzick War renew'd.. 
But Love ſo rocks your Fathers drouzy brain,. 
Fhat all the Trumpets of the thundring Legions. 
Can ſcarce.awake him. See-where he comes ! 


Enter Mithridates attended. 


His haughty courage ſcarce ſubmitting to 
Fhe weight-which preſſes bim-, but, ftmking out,. 
Mith, She muſt be mine, this admirable: ure, 
Her Charms are now inevicable g J 
Aad, while Iſeem.to fright her Ga my Son,. 


Ring of PONTUS. 

| talk; and gaze, and dote, tomy undoing, 

See her no more z loſe her with weighty thoughts, 

And drown her in the Ocean of thy Power : 

Ia'vain I ſtrive with cares to keep her down, 

In vain does bufineſs ſink her to the bottom z 

This Bladder Love ſtill bears her up again, 

 Phar, Like a caught Lyon, raging in the ſnare, 

He plunges in his paſſion, ſpends his force, 

And ftruggles with the Toil that holds him faſter, 
Mith. See her no more—andlive ! Impoflible, 

As well I might bid Meteors keep their luſtre, 

When all the ſhining Exhalation's ſpent 

That fed their ſhort-liv'd glory, 


Enter Monima, 


Mon, O Mithridates ! O my cruel Lord! 
I come with all the violence of grief, 
To take my laſt farewel. 

Mith., What means the Queen ? 

Mon, The Queen ! O mockery of State ! 
Pageant of Greatneſs | wondred at a while, 
But ſtrait neglected like a common thing, 
Icome, my Lord, to beg (O Heav*ns ! ) your leave, 
Your Royal Licenſe, to retire from Court , | 
And, ſince my Father by your bounty Reigns A 
At Epheſus, I there wou'd go to mourn, ' 
And languiſh out my wretched Life's remain. 

Mith, Why will you add new troubles to my Boſom 
Already burthen'd with the Wrath of Heav'n, 
By your unnecefſlary grief ? 

Mon, From Earth, I fear, 

d not from Heay'n, thoſe Cloudy Cares are drawn. 

Mith, No matter whence ; they're dangerous to partake ; 
The tender Face of Beauty cannot bear 'ertt ; 
For, if from Earth they come, their Damp will ſtifle z 
And, if from Heav'n, their Influenceis blaſting. 

Mon, Were you but kind,my Lord, as once you Were, 
What blaſting cou'd I fear? what , dreſt 
laall the horrours of moſt dreadful Death ? 
by D2 But 
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But you are pleas'd that I ſhou'd not complain. 
Andr, Semanara, by your Majeſty's appointment, 
Attends without. 
AMith, Fair Monima, retire : 
You will oblige me by a confidence 
I cannot be, but yours ; affairs of State 
Now take me from you.. 
Mon, Say, the affairs of Love. 
I wou'd, my Royal Eord, but cannot blame you 4; 
I feel a Spirit within me, which calls up 
All that is Woman wrong'd, and bids me chide : 
But you are Mithridates, that. dear man 
Whom my Soulloves ; elſe, were youall the. Kings, 
All Worlds, all Gods, I cou'd let looſe upon you, 
For thoſe deep injuries which I muſt ſuffer , 
Cov'd, like the fighting Winds, diſturb all Nature 
With venting of my wrongs ; but] am huſh'd 
As a ſpent Wave, and all my fiery Powers. 
Arequench'd, when I but look upon-your-Eyes, 
Where, likea Starin water, I appear 
A pretty ſight, but of no Influence, | 
And am at beſt but now a ſhining Sorrow, [Ex1t, led by Phaynaces; 
Mith, O Love ! if that the Face of ſuch Aﬀection, 
Such modeſt Sweetnels, and'ſuch humble Virtue, 
As my Queen bears, fix not my wandring Heart , 
Break, break thy Bow, and burn thy uſeleſs Arrows: 
By Heav'n, her kindaels ſtrikes my troubled Soul, 


Enter Semandrawith Andravar attendins, 


But ſee, ſhe's loſt again; Semmndra.comes, 

Who drowns like bluſhing Noon her paler dawn, - a 
And ſhows like Summer to the Infant Spring, 

Semanaye, what, ſtill weeping ?, will not al 

The Wealth whichthe Sin ees-throughout the Zuf 
Dry up your Tears ? methinks, an Empire might- 
Suffice for-any loſs. 1 give you all my Power , 

And, with it, ſugh a heart, as nought but Love. 

Cowd bow :-I throw it bleeding-at your Feet, + +15; 
Behold; bchold, Semaxadra,,whule.L bluſb,. ” 
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The great effe&s of your Commanding Beauty, 
Sem, Were you yet greater than you are, which ſcarce 
The Gods can make you , tho no bounds but Heay'a.! !. - 
- Did limit your large Sway z tho in your perſon all 
The Graces met that ever Man adorn'd, 
The Bluſh of Riſing Youth, the Conquering Eyes, 
The Noble Smiles, and thoſe moſt paſſionate Beauties, 
Which drew my Heart to Idolize' your Son; 
Icou'd not love you. | | 
Mijth, Oh, unmerciful ! 
Sem, You ſaid, my Lord, but now, 
You bluſ'd to think of your degraded Power , 
How then ought I to bluſh? T, who ſhou'd be' 
The daily Curſe of your repining Subjedts ? 
E, who am bound by Oaths and ſolemn Vows 
Tolove Ziphares? By my Father's Order, 
And by the tendereſt Inclination too, 
Mith, You ſtrike me dead. 
Sem, Oh, do but think, my Lord, 
How wou'd Mankind, when they ſhall read my Story, 
| Tear all the Rolls, or throw *em to the Flames ! 
How wou'd the weeping Maids curſe my remembrance,. 
| _— for pride of Power, a em ROE; 4 | 
audy Nothing, prove ingrateful perjut'd ! - ' > 
ls kf the onda of the Earth to languith, 
And break for ever with: his matchleſs Virtue ! 
Mith, You have ſaid ;.and I confeſs itto be Heav'nly.: 
I know, and till I ſaw your Eyes, Tlov'd'' © 
The Virtue of my Son , I lodg'd himnear-+'! - 
My Heart, and ſet him down my Saccelſor : 
But now, Oh hear, and wonder at your Power, 
Spight of his Noble Acts, tho to his Arm 
I owe my Life, tho Juſtice ſpeaks ſo-loud; -- | 
And the ſoft Tongue of Niture pleads ſowelly .. i» 
Thate him more than I did ever love himi- - | 
Sem, Alas ! wou'd IT had dy'd when firſt you ſaw me? '- 
Mith, Had he conſpir'd my Death, uſurp'd my Throne; 
Perhaps I might have doom'd himito be flaing 
Yet ſure I ſhou'd have wept to fee himidie; © 2 
But now, ſinge he muſt Raviſh that lov's Gem3-/ © 


> MIFHRIDATES, 


I prize above the World, tearing you from me, 

Giving me 4wenty- Deaths, and gurting through: 
| My very Soul, ſhou'd I my Empire give 

To buy his Fate, I'de thank it vaſtly ſold, 

Sem. Then blaſted be the Form that charm'd your Eyes. 

His Fate ! Oh, Gods ! then you deſign his Death, 

To reap the Bloody Harveſt of his Life, | 

And, Atreus-like, to fteedon your own Bowels? 

But know, Proud Monarch, there are Powers who ſee 

And puniſh Crimes like yours : Nor can I doubt 

But they will ſave from your moſt Impious Rage 


My poor lov'd Lord, the Innocent Zphares, [peeping. 


Mith. Thoſe Waters more inrage my Jealous Flame, 
| And thoſe heav'd Sighs but ſpread my Anger's Wings , 
Your Fatal Kindneſs haſtens on his Death , 
And that untimely Doom whuch Iforbore 
To execute, ſeems neceſſary now : 
- You give him all your Stock of richeſt Loye, 
Your Tears, your longing Looks, your Smiles, your Groans, 
And over-ble(s him wah yourlaviſh kindneſs , 
But niggardly to me you will not ſpare 
A pitying Glance, qne Pearly drop, to Ranſom, 
The Soul of this deſpatting A4i:hridat25. 
Andravar, go, and bear the Prince to Priſon. | 
Sem. Stay, Andravar g-the King has call'd you back : 
See, he repents : Nay, I, muſt hold you then, 
And, if youſtir, you take Semandre with you. 
O, Mithridates ! Oungratefal Prince! 
What was it you did ordes.? But behold, 
His Eyes are fix*d "= the;ground, he bluſhes 
To think he cou'd ſo mon{troully Decree 


" murder the wort how ei tus Kingdoms, 
The Gods be prais'd for this,Semene-Repentance: . 
Yet, with the fri he;LiperT balknor leep I Lag 
Till Death does cloſe my Eyes, --- 7 

Aith, O rake, Semanarit” - 
WE, Neves, 1 pou WwHl, ol | 

you pitying Powers, wilknotmy cryes 

And piercing Woes moyeyou 49 mls his Soul ? - 
Canyoube caf? OlrCruet abrideres {cr 11 | 


Did 
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King of PONLT WS... 
Did you but know the workings you have made | 
The heavy plight, the panting Paſhons here, -* 

If you had but a Grain of all that World 
Of Love, you ſworg you once had for Semrandra, 
You cou'd not ſee me thus : Mifexy diftracts 
My Reaſon z ſhou'd you turn'to a new rage, : -| 
(Which I mult fear, unleſs you Vow to fave hum) 
Icou'dnot bear it ; you ſhou'd fee me fall + 
Cold, pale, with my Deaths Convullions graſping. 
Your waterMeet, but never more riſe. | 

Mith, Give me your Beauteous Hand , I ſwear upon it, 

By all thoſe Powers we worſhip, by our Self, 

When e're Ziphares dies, Semanara kills him : 

She ſhall alone have Power to give him Death, . 

Qr to recal his moſt untimely Fate. 


Enter Ziphares «xd Archelaus, 


Thus dearly do I my the Red Impreſſion 

Which my Lips make , but take it, take it from me :: 

My Blood'boils up again, my Spirits kindle, 

That lovely Brand has lent my withes flame, 

And Iam loſt again in vaſt defire. 
Ziph, Semanara | live I once to-fee thee more, 

'Tho in my Father's Arms? 'Tis Heav'n, to gaze 

On thy aſſaulted Honour z thus toſee thee, 

Thus tempted from me with the Charms of Empire; 

Yer not conſenting ! No, Pl not think the Wor 

Laid at thy Feet, | 

Cou'd win thy Faith ! 

Yet, Odread Sir, forgive me: us 12 | 

If that my boding Heart ſuſpe&s you more; 


Thenall that Heav'n-cou'd:ſend dow ;greatand charmine;. 
Or Hell cou'd raiſe up horrid to deſtroy'me; 7 gpre 15 
HMith. O Glo | 


A 
Arch, O, ra Fl Sir, on that ; : - 

Think how the Romans will fe your Wars, 

If Love now drive you—$S » my Lotd 7 he yields. 
Ziph, Oh, Royal Sir, or if the Name of Father: 

Canmoye you more, by that Iwill Copjure you; 


By all the Charms of $tratonice's Eyes, 

When firſt they drew you to-adore their luſtre , 
By all the Pains you gave her when ſhe bore me 
By all the Obedienee Ihave paid you long, 

And by the Blood I yet intend to loſe - 

In your behalf: oh grant me my Semandra, 

Sem, Ev'n by the Paſſion my unhappy Beauty 
Firſt kindled in you, but I hope is dying, 

Give me Zipharey, give him to my Longings, 

Mith. 'Tis done ; the Conqueſt is at laſt obtain'dS$ 
And Manly Virtue:Lords it o're my Paſſion: 

It ſhall be ſo ; away, thou feeble God, 

I baniſh thee my Boſom, hence I ſay ; 

Be gone, or I will tear the Strings that hold thee, 
And ſtab theein my Heart, The Wars come on , 
By Heav'n, I!ldrown thy laughing Deity 

In Blood, and drive thee with my brandiſh'd Sword 
To Rome, I will, yes, to the Capitol, 

There to reſume thy Godhead once again, 

And vyaunt thy Majeſty without controul,; 

But never Reign in 44:hridates Soul. 

Arch, O wonderful effe& of highelt Virtue ! 

O Conqueſt, which deſerves more Triumphs than 
Ahundred Vidories 1n Battel gaia'd. 

Ziph. You muſt, you ſhall benow the Lord of Rome 
Her Fate ſhall bow.beneath;your Awful Scepter, 

O let me not eojoythe Lifgyou' promis'd, 

The vaſt poſſeſſion of the;tich:8&emandra, 

If I ſtrike not Rome's Eagles to the Earth, 

Take the Imperial Standard, Chaſe their Legions, 
And briog in Triumph all their Leaders bound, 

Mith. Anaravar, haſte;Rroglarmitbroughout; the City - 
My Son-Ziptreres General againſt the: Romans. [Exit Andrevar, 
<Come to my Breaſt once,mora; niy:deareſt Son ; 

In ſpight of Love, thou art again my Child: 
Thus, with a Father's bowels, I xeceiye thee, 
Thus melting ore theewith thexendereſt Nature, 
I pray the Gogs ts Cx0wathy Youth with glory. 

Ziph. Oh Happihels !: Qh Joy ! ,Ohbleſled Tears! 
Reward this Gooqanels, Heawin', for Poor Ziphares 
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- now ſo loſt, he knows not what to ſay. 


"King of PONTUS. 


Let me devour your hands with Filial dearneſs : 
Were my whole Life to come one heap of Troubles, 
Thepleaſure of this moment wou'd ſuffice, 
And ſweeten all my griefs with its remembrance, 
Sem, Oh happy hour ! if I not ſet thee down, 
The whiteſt that the Eye of Time e're ſaw, - 
Let me ne're {mile when I remember thee, 
Nor ev'n in wiſhes offer at a Joy. ['Shouting within, 
Mith, Hark! withrloud Cryes the Souldiers ſend their joys: 
Go then, with the beſt Bleflings I can give thee, 
Condu&t my chearful Subjects to the Field , 
Take all the ſighing Virgins wiſhes with thee : 
Subdue the Coxſ#l, and receive Semanara, 
Ziph. O do not doubt me, my moſt Royal Lord 
If now I Conquer not, thus helpt, thus promis'd, 
Thus prais'd, incourag'd, and thus over-bleſt, 
I am the Mark, for all 
The Synod of the Gods to ſhoot their Fires at. 
Mith, Semanara, veil your Beauties from my eyes z 
I wou'd not truff their Influence, tho I thank | 
The Pow'rs above, fo ſtrongly Reigns my Virtue, 
I think I might, and fear not a relapſe : 
In an Apartment, proper for your grief, | 
You ſhall be __, till yours and my * "ak 
Return in Triumph , where noeyes ſhall ſee 
Your private walks, nor mark your ſecret ſorrow: 
I thus divide you, that your meeting may 
Be yet more grateful, Haſte, my Son, to Battel : 
Be ſhort in parting, for there is no end 
Of Lovers Farewels, The Powers above preſerve you. 
[Exit Mith, with Pelip. and Andra, 
Ziph, Farewel Semandra, O, if my Father ſhou'd 
Fall back from Virtue, *tis an impious thought, 
Yet I muſt ask you , cou'd you ia my abſence, 
Solicited by Power and Charming Empire 
And threatned too by death, forget your Vows? 
Cou'd you, I fay, abandon poor Zipheres, 
Who mid'ſt of Wounds and Death wou'd think of you 
And, whatſoe're Calamity ſhou'd come, 
LYIÞ: E Wou'd 


26 MITHRIDATES, 
Wou'd keep his love ſacred'to his Semandra, 
Like Balm, to heal the heavieſt misfortune ? 

Sem, Your cruel queſtion tears'my very Soul : 
Ah, can you doubt me, Prince? A Faith, like mine, 
The ſofteſt Paſſion that e're Woman wept ; 

But as reſvlv'd as ever man cou'd boaſt : 
Alas, why will you then ſuſpe&@ my Truth ? 
Yet, ſince it ſhows tke fearfulneſs of Love, 
"Tis juft T ſhou'd endeavour to convince you : 
Make bare your Sword, my Noble Father, draw. 
Arch, What wou'dſt thou now ? 
Sem, I {wear uponit, Oh, 
Be witneſs, Heav'n, and all avenging Powers, 
Of the true lovel give the Prince Ziphares : 
When Tin thought forſake my plighted Faith, 
Much leſs in a&, for Empire change my love ; 
May this keen Sword by my own Fathers hand 
Beguided to my Heart, rip Veins and Arteries, 
And cut my faithle(s limbs from this hack'd body, 
To feed the ravenous Birds, and Beaſts of prey. 
Arch, Now, by my Sword, 'twas agood hearty wiſh; 
And, if thou play'f him falſe, this faithful hand 
As heartily ſhall make thy wiſhes good. - 
Ziph, O hear minetoo, If e'reI fail in ought 
That Love requires in ſtricteſt,niceſt kind ; 
May 1not only be proclatm'd a Coward, 
But bein deed that moſt deteſted Fung: | 
May 1, in this moſt glorious WarT make; 
Be beaten baſely, ev'n by Glabys?'s Slaves, 
And for a punthment lole both rheſe eyes ; - 


Yetlive, and never more behold Semandre, - [Trumpets, 
Arch, Come, no more WIR: Hark, the Trumpets call, 


Sem, Preſerve him, Gods, preſerve his Innocence ; 


The Nobleſt Image of your perfett ſelves:  - - 

Farewel ; T'm loſt in Tears. Where are you, Sir ? 
Arch, He's gone, Away, my Lord, you'l never part, 
Ziph. 1go, but muftturn back for one laſt look : 

Remember, O remember, dear Semndys, 

That on thy Virtue all my Fortune hangs, 

Semaxara is the buſ" nels of the War, 


&emandre 
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semandra makes the Fight, draws every Sword : \ +145 


5emandra ſounds the Trumpets; gives the Word, 
So the Moon Charms her watry World below , 
Wakes the ſtill Seas, and makes 'em Ebb and Flow, Extunt, 


— ——_—_— 


Ziph, 


OO —— 
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ACTIHHLI.  SHEEMERT 
The Field. 


Exter Ziphares bloody, with Souldiers.' 


Re theſe, are theſe the Maſters of .the World ? 
\ O my brave Friends, how have you fought today ! 


You fought, as if you all had Miſtreſles, 

Who from ſome Battlement beheld your Valour, 

And from your Arms ex all their Fortune : 

Oh, had you heard 'em clap their tender hands, 

Beat their white Breaſts, and rend the wond'ring Heav'ns 
With their ſhrill cryes, you cou'd not have done more 
| Yourlooks were Baſilisks to Roman Blood, 

Your very Breath was as the furious'/Noreh, . 
And drove the Legions, like the Chaff, before you, 
Nor waslI idle , witneſs the wounds I feel, 

Tho Glaby1o, at diftance, ſhun'd the force 

Of my far-darted Javelin, yet it ſtruck 

A Tribune down, and did not uſeleſs fall. 

What more remains, but that we haſte to meet 
Victorious Archelaus, plunder their Tents, 

And loaded with the Laurel we have won, 

March to Syzope, ſhouting all the way, 


Long 


ive the King of Kings, great Mithridates? 


Enter Archelaus, arrepded. 


Arch, © Prince 1thou-Life, thou Soul of all the Army, 


To whoſe dear hand thrice Idid owe my life, 

When thrice this day my Horſe was kill 

-.ORenown'd day ! this one day of thy Valour 
: E 2 


d beneath me 
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Has drown'd in dark Oblivion all my Wars : 
Like Time it (elf thy Glory ſhall run on, 
While mine, my fifty Iron-years of battel, 
Lies fmeer'd in duſt, and moulder into Aſhe s. 
Ziph, Yes, Father, now Fcou'd grow proud of Conquelt, 
Since it muſt give your Daughter to my Arms. 
Methought to.day, when I had given the word, 
Semanara, ViRtory declar'd her lelf 
E're yet a Death by any hand was given : 
Ev*®n now my blood more heats my youthful veins, 
My Cheeks grow redder, with the expectation, 
Of Love's dear peomis'd joys, than when Iſtrove 
In flame of fight, with all my toil upon me, 
To cut my way, and winthe'famous Field: 
_Ar#h.. Grant me, you Gods, before the hand of Death 
. Comes, like Eternal Night with her dark Wing, 
To bar the comfortable light for ever 
From thele my aged eyes , Olet me ſee 
A Grandchild of my Princes Sacred Blood, 
To call himmine, to feel him in my Arms, 
To hear his.innocent talk, and ſee him ſmile, 
WhileTrtell Stories of his Fathers Valour,: 
Which he in time muſt learn to imitate : 
Grant me but this, you Gods, and make an end; 
Soon as you pleaſe, of this old happy man. 
_ I feel a gladneſs lightning in my breaſt, 
The kindled joy difperles quickly through me, 
And ſays, E're yet the ſetting-Sunhasquench'd 
His Love.in his cold Miſtreſs Bed, | 
Semanadya (hall be mine ,_ ev'n all Semandre: 
The thought is Extaſie!. theſe Arms ſhall hold her 
Faſt to my throbbing Breaſt ,: theſe raviſh'd' eyes - 
Gaze till they're blind, with looking on her Bluſhes ; 
Thele ſtifling Lips ſhall ſmother all her Smiles, 
And follow her with ſuch purſuit of -Ki | 
That ev'n our Souls ſhall loſe themſelves in pleaſure;. 
Arch, Fiſt, ſend a Flying Meſſenger, with news. 
Of our great Vidory.- RiTectars | 
Ziph, Ziphares ſelf 6 20 
Muſt be the Harbinger of lus.own joy.:. 
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Tl 20» ' with the beſt-mounted Cavalry, 
While you behind condudt; on eafie March; 
The weari'd Army, Once morelet me lock 
My Father thus. 
Arch, My heart bodes happineſs, 
Ziph. *Twere fin to doubt, fince Fortune had no hand. 
In what our Swords by dint of Yalour won: 
She to the Brave. was ever a curlt Foe', ./ 
But I at laſt have bound'her to my Chariot; 
py Conquering Virtue to be drag'd along ; 
And while her broken VVheel 1s proudly borg 
She ſhall be forc'd our Triumph to adorn, Extunt ſeveralh;. 


SCENE I "þ 
The Palace-Garden. 
Enter Pharnaces lad Anfldziar; - » wb” oy 
Andr, Hen there is mo , my Lord; th' anſerled King 


May yet relapſe, and fall to Love again ? 
Phar, "Tis certainthat the end'will Crown our. wiſhes. 


Late, as I pry'd'#bout Semanard's Gardens, - BT 360 
Mad that our Plot a-ground, 6 plough'd tobe | 11111 20 
Shou'd yield no Fruit, tif thoughtfal how work Ei voiT of 
And watching for ſome accident;to. fit DEITY 


Our pu _ and redeem the laſt delign; , 1 30 Þo3) 
Ichanc'd to fpy the fair Semandritficeping,” 5 cd 1d 1 0099 


' But, in how pofture, ſhe a per Hrs —_ iubI ulnA 
Bold as I am, (ſhe Charm'd me.into/wotider:* 7 IE et 
But ſtrait thy General 'cameto reſcue me, 1% 7 
VVho took the —— 6 ies FRE 

| To ſee the King. c 4 2. = * NO 15Q 57 uy [ 

ts Os NE 90ÞP $11% on 011531 $1 
Andy, 1 guels the good deſig wo naar 7” ;Tu 


Todraw him onto fee pontesJ SL Foe. IDS 
Phar, You have it : "and-»tis more than half FYWY L 
Ifaw 'em walk : Pelopidas, by his ation, | 
Tknow did kindle him with wondroos p _— 
But once to view the bags Semandrefleep ng:;- 


Rut the King ſtopr, as if f=irryortn wangs $: 
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Then ſide-long gl anc'd\ and vgs, and walk'd again, 
Rubbing his hand upon. his F 'ace, to. hide | 
The riſing Bluſhes : buy, behold 'em here ! 


Enter Mithridates, Pelopidas, 


Mith. What are her Charms to me ? 
Pelop, *Tis true, they are not. z 
And yet, methinks, the (ight gar wa down Four w 
Yet, I'de not ask you, for the World, to ſee her ; 
But that Ithink you 're Maſter of your promile ; 
TAOught Nous God-like frame, your {ircngrh of mind 
to be thools, therefore I woo'd you, Sr, 
In Curioſity, to ſee a Won $5 IVY 
But, if you doubt your ſelE.' 
Mith, I think I need my 
I think my Vertue is reſdlv'dy but 
I fear, and therefore I will go no farther. . 
. Pelop, Tis wellreolyat " 'twou'd raiſe 
Your pity, mee loye,to ſee the tears 
Force through her-ſnou their MOT --rqy e 
Tolodge | ves-08 her.oed m 
Thar talk uch: mournfulghiney z- 
Of ſtarting ſighs LAKE. © £6 
As ey S,, "5 bet : 
Mit Tis wondrous pi 
I feel her ſorrow working here, 1 ” 
Fire to my breaſt, and. 
And, if Idurſt. nal ©) be. 
pelop, If you the leaff _ 
Your temper, if the {mallg{t Bi 
But ſtir your heart ;, lakang Tn EY. 
Not to go on : the dazling manner w EE 22 i 
Diſturb your quiet, and confou Rea - oo 
Mith, "Twill be as wellayh@ Lbflicve.ng Fg - mi 
Can CR PRI ys E as wel... IF 2 
If you relate exatly wha 
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Added a brighter, arid-more tempting red ; { > 72 1107 et 
The Beauties of her Neck and naked Breafts, "7-1 
Lifted by inward ſtarts, did riſe and fall 
With motion that might pur a Soul 1n Statues : 
The matchleſs whitene(s of heri foulded Arms,: © ©»: - 
That ſeem'd t' imbrace the Body whence they grew; 1 
Fix'& me to gaze o're all that Field of Love y * 924) 
While to my ravith'd eyes officious'winds; t] 
Waving her Robes, diſplay'd ſuchfrandfom Limbs, 

As Artiſts wou'd in Polh'd Marble give |! + 

The Wanton Goddeſs, when ftpinety laid - © --' 

She Charms her Gallant God ro new-enjoyment;-- - /-) i? 
Mith. Something there is ſtirs mightily my Breaft ; 

Tis Pity, ſure, it can be only Pity : ; = 

Who knows, but that her multiplying fears, | 

And cruel griefs, in time, may give her death; = 5 nn! 

*Twere moſt Inhumane'th &Hotts goillz 2 7 1 mv 

And comfort her, with praiſes of Ziphares 7 (Diet ares 

Þll tell her how he Conquers, how he comes . 

Triumphant from the Conſ#uP's overthrow, - 6 
m””uo CEE bs —_— as. We et2it "ca eld aro 
mbraces from her Arms;' Cit riol'® * [3 16 
Than all the Crowns my St Palonr was.” 0. 126g3t\ FF V's 

Yet, fray , I will not ſpeak of him: *rwere tude LE 
To break her reſt , —_ oy when _ wakes, ih 

Pelop, Then | q ares 0 0 0 
Mi, "Tis (ire Tires Wſlz 9! A ITO TREE WOT SET GT 
By Heav'n, my Friends, I dare : I feel ſuch ftrong 
Colleted Manly Virtue, that Fl1 on. | 
Pelop, Oh, ſacred Sir, turn back :, if, Conquer'd by 

Her Beauties, you ſhou'd love again, I'know 

Pelopidas muſt bear the blame of ally © 

Therefore, my Lord. dans 

Mith, Away , by Heav'n, Pilga. = 
Pelop, Oh,*tis impoſlible, if once'you lov'd 

But you muſt certainly relapſe : 

Therefore your fearful Servantkneels and begs 

You wou'd turn back : Alas, he's conſcious now 

What a groſs fault hisfooliſh tongue committed, 

By tempting unawares your Realon forth, 


ith, 
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Mith, Tlſee her , yes, it is reſoly'd, Ill lee her, 
With all that World of Charms thou haſt deſcrib'd ; 
Therefore ariſe, and lead the way, 

Pelop. Alas, 

My Lord, I fear you ; -butitis your Palie 
And I'm your Slave. 

Mith, Reply not ; but obey,, | Coven Mich, Pelp 

Phar, 1 feel a pleaſant expeRation/breedi 
His ſtarts, his ſtops : by 24ers, he loves her ill 

Joynthen the much prevailing circumſtance, ./ 
of Of Time, and Place ; the ableace of my Brother, h 
To make Guilt bold, the lonenels of her Manſion : 
Both ſtrong aig peak a violent Lover, | 

Andr. Then Love has bleſt-you on the other hand, 

Since, by our ſubtil praRices, we brought 
Aonima tO $ ou may 
Divert, till we have gaind gur full Revenge. 
T have the guard of | way 

Phar, I'm glad thou halt, . 

Then, to com mplen the ruine of pb, 

T hear his Mot ; 

Of this long War, and lov 
With Pompey holds pri 
And has, tO Rome 5, bv all : 
Which ſhe had charge of, to prelerve 

Andr, This, when occaſion c 
To mad your Father more. But proc 


NY 210; i3- . os 


- Enter Pelopidus. 


Pelop. He's-gone *be'sruin 'd; te tranſported with 
The Extaſie of Loves left himknezing _ 
Cloſe to her ſide, winding about Heer 
Such Nets of Beauty, avmuſt hold'hinrfaſt x: 
Therefore, when he approaches us for. comfort, 
Showing his griefs, and ſeeking ſhroud for guilt, 
Let usincourage, to our u ——_ power, | 


What e're his Violent Lowpds dares put in A 


» nay by pay 
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"King ff PONTUS. 
= "IE Mithridates: 


eMith. Torment of heart ! Oh, feeble Virtue.! hence, 
I blow thee from the Palace,'to the Cottage; 
To build in Hearts of Hinds, ble(s their rude hands: . 

op, VVith thy lean recompence of endleſs labour ; 

For me, ſince I have burſt th' ungrateful Chain 

That held me to thee like a ſhackled Slave, 

I will enjoy what e're the Gods have given, 

And ſurfeit on the Beauties of Semazars. 

Oh, my dear Son, my beſt, my own Pharnaces'y ' -- _!j - 

By Heav'n, thou never did'it oP ſe my pleaſure, - |. ' 

As does Ziphares : but Tl caſt him out, 

That Boſom-Wolf, who laps my deareſt blood, 

And lodg thee there ; thou wilt not rack methus. 
Phar, The Gods forbid. But why, Sir, will you bearit? 
Pelop. I cou'd not think you loy'd her at this rate ; 

Therefore I hope forgotten Virtue iyielded 

To bolder pleaſures, and you quench'd your fires. 

Miuh. Drawn by reſiftle(s Love, I put one knee 

To Earth, and gently bowing down my head, _ ; ! 

Firſt took at diſtance the fweet-waſted breath ; '' :. 

| Which blew my flames to ſuch a raging heighth, -:;;-/ 

| | That ſtreight I tell upon her Balmy Lips, | 


” Andglew'd my own fo fiercely, that ſhe-wak'd : 
And, itarting up, ſoon vaniſh'd rom my ſight, 
Leaving me dumb, pak, languiſhing, and dying, 
Rent with her Charms, diſtracted with the rage 
Of my deſires, and torn with cruel Love. 
Pelop. Why ſtopt you there? I wou'd have follow'd her 
Into her inmoſt Cloſet ; pardon. me, | 
If I prove paſſionate toſee you thus: 


Better a million of ſuch flight-ſonl'd things 


Were raviſh'd, maſſacred, than Mithridates 
Suffer one moments care. 


 Phar. Thave no patience, 


By your reatGlory, 'twas not Nobly done: jc, 
Pt mi of groans, and cryes, and guſhing tears, 
Iwou d have rayiſh'd her ; ——FOUwmy al Hand, 


MITHRIDATBS, 
Lock'd in her Amber-Hair, ſhou'd then have forc'd her , 
Who knows, but oppoſition mounts the. jay ? 
Like that Arhenian Tyrant, who ne're took 
His Barge for pleaſure, but in higheſt Storms , 
Then wou'd he ſtand like Neptaxe on his Deck, 
And laugh to ſee the Dolphins back the billows. 
Andr, Say but the word, Fll fetch'her from the Altar 
To your imbraces-:. never did I ſee 
So ftrange an alteration , your fierce eye, 
Which, like the Sun at Noon, none cou'd behold 
But with a ſnatch of light, and then be dazled : 
Now, like a cold and drouzy Winter-ftar, 
Bears a bleak brightneſs. Odecay of lultre !: 
AMith,. 1 am not as Lwas.--Ha!twhence this noiſe? [Shout within, 
2 Ex. Pelop. «xd Andra 
Phar. My Lord, this Paſtor has unman'dyou quite: 
. Forgetful of the glorious Fields you won, . 
You loſe your dear-bought Honours in a day, 
And ſell your Fame to your ambitious Son, 
The Coward: G/4brio, whom by Hying Agents 
Thear, in divers Skirmiſhes he vanquith'd, | 
Has ſwell'd him ſo, and blown hinvto that heighth, 
Herides upon the ſhoulders of -his Army: 
They heave him, as he werg'a.God, in'Air; 
And dance before him, ſhouting intheir Songs, 
You are their $4749, but the Prince then Fove, 


All that their waning Faith can pive Ambition , 
And he:too laughs, to + 10 maymery Dr mig 
Mith.. And, tor # xecompence, ſhall T beſtow: 
Upon this Traytor, all 1love on Earth ? 
No, my Phornaces, Thave mark'd him dead; 
If that Semendra's loſs can bring his rume ; 
Not but the thought I'go with: me juſt: 
To what ſhe ſhall appear :-'the Noble wite: | 
Kills. by her ſeeming Infidelity. | 
Monims to0-mult periſh for diſhonour , 
But rather- to make way for: my-new Love; - + | 
And fix the giddy Peopleonmyfide.. . [Shun gen 
Again theſe ſhougs#© fo + 
| Þhar. Iguels Zipharer comes. 
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King of PONTUS. 
Mith, Down, ſtrugling Nature , 

Die, die, thou Raviſher of my Repoſle , 

Be ſtrangled in.me all remorſe, all thoughts 

Of pity ; yet I will be calmly cruel, | 

Nor ſhall he find the depth of my Revenge. 


Enter Andravar, 


Andr. Your Son has Conquer'd, mightieſt of Kings ; 
But by a way ſo infamouſly baſe, 
I fear my doom wall ſcarce be leſs than death 
For the relation. | | 
Mith, Monſtrous may it be 
For I ſo hate him now, I wiſh for Crimes 


; Of deepeſt grain, forcolour to his Fate, 


Andr, His Royal Mother, the Falſe Stratomice, 
To whom you gave in Cuſtody nora, 
The ſtrongeſt, richeſt Fort of all the Ef, 
E're he with Glabrio joyn'd, to Rome did yield * 
That wondrous mals of treaſure, with her Honour, 
Mith. Curſt State of Monarchs ! Let the judging World 
Now weigh our pleaſures, with our mightier troubles, 
And find us happier than the reſt of men ! 
Falſe Beauty, thou ſhalt die, thou bane of greatneſs 
Or, if I cannot reach thy fickle being, 
Il puniſh thee by ruining Z:iphares. | 
Andr, This havel learnt by frequent Meſſengers, 
Who warrant with their lives, how by conſent 
Glabrio but skirmiſh'd with the Prince your Son, 
And was by Stratoice brib'd before. 
Mith, Plots, Treaſons, horrid black Confpiracies ? 
Mother and Son, Oh Parricides ! combine , 


Butif you ſcape me, may I ſleep my Reign out. 


Enter Pelopidas, 


What ſays Pelopides ? What of Ziphayes? 
Bring'ſt thou more matter for my Curſes ? Speak. - 
Pelop, He comes, my Lord, and-with a Port fo proud, 


As if he had ſubdu'd the ſpacious World,” + 


% MITHRIDATES, 
And all Synope*s Streets are fill'd with ſuch an 
A glut of People, you wou'd think ſome God 
Had conquer'd in their Caule, and they thus rank'd 
That he might make his encrance on their heads : 
While from the Scaffolds, Windows, tops of Houſes, 
Are caſt ſuch gaudy ſhow'rs of Garlands down, | 
That evn the Croud appear like Conquerors, 
And the whole City ſeems like one vaſt Meadow, 
Set all with Flowers, as a clear Heav*n with Stars. 
Mith, Ungrateful Slaves ! by Mars, when Ireturn'd, 
W ra with the hardſhip of a ten-years War, 
My Army's heavy-gaited, bruis'd and hack'd, 
With cutting Roman lives, +: © 
They ne're receiv'd me with a pomplike this, 
Pelop. Nay, as I heard, e're he the City enter'd; 
Your Subjects lin'd the ways for many furlongs , 
The very Trees bore men : and, as our God, 
When from the Portal of the £4 he dawns, 
Beholds a thouſand Birds upon the boughs, ; 
To welcom him with all their warbling throats, 
And prune their feathers inthis Golden Beams, 
So did your Subjects, 1n their-gaudy*{btrim, 
Upon the pendant branches;1peaktns praile.. - - 
Mothers, who:cover'dall:the banks beneath,” ' | 
Did rob-their crying Infants of the breaſt, 
Pointing Z#phares out to make 'em (mile , 
Fo Ou 601 0710 9" Father's ſhoulders: - 
Anſwering their ſhouting Sires with tender cryes, 
To make the Conſortupof generabjox, :4 


Mith, What, will you bear your part'too ? Oh the Gods ! mM 


He is tranſported with the ample Theam, 

And plays the Orator ! ;Plagueszotthy Tongue, ' * |.» 
And blaſted be theEungsthivbrentidihis welcom,- 
Periſh the Bodies that went forth to meet him, 

A prey for Worms, to ftink in.hollow ground, 

O, Viper ! Villain not content tot 

My Love, but Life ! wittthou unthirone me too ? 

Shall- 44ithridateglnue'td bedepogydyr 

A Stale, tha bmage _ 


;he.very Ghoſt of his dgplarted Greatneſs, : 
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Kmng of PONTUS. 
Athing for Slaves to be familiar with, 
To gape, to-nod, and -ſleep in my ſcorn'd face? 
Awake, awake, thou {luggard Majeſty, 
Rouze thee to At , tho all the Elements, 
Tho Heav'n and Hell, Subjects and Sons conſpire, 
With Fate thy Empires fall ; oppoſe their will: 
- Dareto the laſt, and be a Monarch ſtill, [Exit. 
Pelop, What think you now ? 
Pher. I think, for my Revenge, 
For any a that witty horrour asks, 
Thou art an Inſtrument ſo black and fit, 
The Furies joyn'd in Council cou'd not match thee. 


But ſee, Ziphares comes : with what a Train 1 
Of Prieſts ! nay, then the God muſt be Adored. 


TheScene being drawn, repreſents Ziphares's Triumph , whith- 
is a Street full of Pageants, crouded with People, who from 
the windows fling down .Garlanas: others dance before him, 
while the Prieſts ſing , Ziphares. reſting under a. Canopy of 
State, F 


Ziph. Enough, my Friends, my NobleCountrymen, 
Jam indebted to your Bounties ever ; 
But let me now Conjure you, ceaſe the noiſe 
Of your loud thanks, leſt we difturb-the King : 
We're near the Balace, and my boding heart 
Says he interprets rudely this our Triumph 
Which you, againſt my will, have forc'd upon me z. 
Therefore Ziphares begs you to retire : 
By the ſmall Victories my Arms have gain'd; 
K you have any Love, as much you ſhow, 
Let me intreat you all, by that affeQtion, 
Ev'n now, upon this inſtant; to disband.: | 
All. Long live our King, and Noble Prince Ziphares: _ 
[Exeant ſhouting. - 
Phar, Welcom, Ziphares, welcomto Synope ;. 
Still, when Fatecalls thee forth, may'ſt thou return, 
Thus ſwell'd, thus Lord Triumphant o're the Romans, - 
.Ziph. Had I ſubdu'd;the World, ${how'd deteſt: 
The Title of Triumpher, and ſcarce think. 


MITERIDATES, 


That man my friend who prailes at your rate. 
Pelop, Had not the vo agrees receiy'd you Sir, 
With ſuch a monſtrous State, methinks, 
Like Hercsles,you thou'd havye ſlain the Hydra. 
Amar, Heard youbut Sir, how, with hundred mouths, 
It worthip'd, as you were already Crown's : 
Long live our King, the Noble Prince Ziphares ? 
Ziph, What, Villains ! Ha ! Gods, have 1 fleſh and bear it ? 
Pharnaces, off ; by my juſt wrath they die, [Exennr Pel., and Andr. 
Phar, The King ! remember how this Rage will ſound. 
Ziph. O the curſt Traytors ! Brother, beware of 'em : 
How e're they crouch at preſent to your Fortune, 
For I perceive your favour warm'd the Snakes 
Toftir, they have no ſenſe of gratitude : 
f found *em baſe, and therefore did diſcard 'em ; 
For which, the Slaves have ſworn me mortal hate ; 
But if 1 live I'll cruſh 'em. 
Phar. You! to the King ? | 
Ziph, Iwill. Methinks this meeting was unlucky ; 
My heart miſgives me more, and higher beats | 
With this laſt heat, than all the toil of War : 
Perhaps, they move the King z but ſure not much : 
Orif they do, tho our great Father frowns, 
One ſmile, onatear of joy from my Semaxdra | 
Will waſh the anger of the Gods away. [Exit, 
Phay. Go, and the welcom that I with attend thee. 
Of all my Elder Brothers, he remains | 
To croſs my hopes, and bar me from the Crown : 
Whom yet Idoubt not, by my £zngins help, 
To burſt in funder, and then gild my Brows. 
Methinks I ſhou'd become the Golden-Hoop 
That circles in one quarter of the Globe : 
T haveit juſt , my Scepter waving thus, 
The ſtarting Princes run to clear my way. 


Entgr Mithridates, Semandra, Pelopidas, Andravar, G«aras, 


But hold, my Pather comes, with ſad Semanara ! 
Weep on z while 1 go laugh my cares away 
Wah 1onima, who mult or yield or dic. LEP ; 
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Ring of PONTUS. 
Mith. Has not the Traytor won my SubjeRs hearts ? 
Hasnot his Mother balely too, betray'd me ? 
Has henot dar'd to Triumph without leave ? 
Which, when my faithfuPft wotthi*t Councetlors 
Rebuk'd him for, with mild and gentle Language, 
He redned with proud anger, drew his Sword , 
Then, like a monſtrous Parricide, came on 
Here, to my Palace, Heading the wild Croud, 
$o through the Bodies of my Friends to paſs, 
Till with his barbarous hand he reach'd my Boſom. 
Sem. "Tis falſe ; "tis all moſt horrid Perjury , 
And the curs'd ſpotted Souls of theſe vide Traytzors * 
Shall burn for this beneath: I know they hate 
The Gallant Prince, and now conſpire agaiaft himg 
With words, made up with alfcheblaſts of Hell 
They ſtrike your ſacred Ears, bewitch your Senſes, 
And with thoſe Spells that fouleſt Treaton hatchr, 
Stagger your Royal Reaſon. O yer hear me! 
Mith, From what I have decreed,no Charm,qo Pow's,. 
No Eloquence , not Mercy's feH, adom'd ' 
In all Semunadya's Beauties, in hertears, 
Proſtrate upon the Earth, and ing on 
My knees, nay dying with her grief, ſhall move me. 
Sem, I now believe you are not to be moy'd;; 
Therefore with-my d Innocence, bs 
Iſtand 'Y —__ —— you have IG s 
AMith, If when Ziphares, at your firſt appearance; 
Runs to your Arms, fir'd with wetted Jopss 
You thruſt him not away, and flight him ftrangely, * 
With all the marks of the moft diſdain, 
That a moſt faithleſs and ambitions Woman 
Coud ſhow to gain the Empire of the World ; 
He ſhall be ftab'd, be murder d by my Guards,,. 
Before your eyes. | 
Sem, O, tis not poſſible, 5 
That wr can mean the dreadfulthings you fpeak:- 
You ſpeakit but ro try the poog Semandye. 
Mith, Mark me moſt heedfully, for tis moſt true; 
And ſooner ſhall a dooming God recal 
His Sryg#an-Oath, than Trenounce my'Vow :: 


$6 MITT HRID AT ES, 

He dies, I ſay, if you receive him not 

With all the coldneſs of a fair Apoſtate, 

Whoſe Chaſtity the poyſon of ſweet Power 

Had brought to ruine, whole proteſted Faith 

The Charms of Empire had quite turn's to Air. 

Sem, Gods, do you hear the Tyranc ? 
Mith. Do you hear me 2 

If to your words, which muſt make plain your falſhood, 

Your looks ſhou'd give the Lye, by amorous glaaces, 

And languiſhings, tor Lovers eyes will talk, 

Or, as you ſpeak your hate, mixt ſighs ariſe, 

-Or faultring ſpeeeh, or any other mark, 

To ſhow that you are forc'd to what you lay , | 

Then, from the place where I ſhall Rand conceal'd, 

Fll give the Signal tomy waiting Gyards, 

Who in a moment {ball deſtroy yguri Lover, 

When all your tears and ſighs ſhall not recal him. 
Sem, T'll die, P'1l die, ten thouſands deaths ]'l} die, 

Rather than meet him thus : what, after all 

The dreadful Imprecations that I made him, 

And ſwore upon my Fathers Sword, a Faith, 

A ſpotleſs Love, for ever to endure; . 

Shall I abjure my Oaths, and to his face 

Proteſt a falſhood, and belye my heart 2? | 
Miih,” Take your own courle , I have {worn, 
Sem, O Tyranny Wothgp og I agt inn G 

What, ſhall I meet-him after all.his hardſhips, 

Aſter the heats and colds, and {marting wounds, 

VVhich for my ſake he patiently endur'd, 

Still chearing up himſelf, thar after all 

The blood he loſt, he ſhou'd enjoy Semanadra, 

His gentle Miſtreſs one day ſhou'd reward:him, . , 

For the long miſchiefs of a.cruel VYar ? - 
Mith, T have not leiſure now to hear complaints.: 

Either reſolve t' obey, and ſpeedily, 

Or you and I muſt never {ee him more. 


Sem. Stay, Royal Sir, come back: ne'xe;fee him mare: 


And if I die, rather than ite him thus, - , 
'VVill you not fave his life? ' 
AMith, Your death,;Semanars | 
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: King of PONTUS: 
The very mention haftens on his fate. * 
Sem, Alas, alas! I fear, if Tbur look 
As if I knew him not, or had forgot him, 
So nice and tender is his love, - 
* $0 ſoft his diſpoſition, 'twill be fatal. 
Mith, Then, you reſolve his death? 
' $em, It cannot be, 
No, I will ſee him, tho I muſt be cruel , 
But batea little of your Impoſition: 
An unkind word will kill the poor Ziphares, 
As ſure as all the hate which you injoyn me. 


Enter Il[menes. 


Fidel, The Prince Ziphares begs admittance of 
Your Majeſty, - | 
Mith, You muſt retire, Semanara, 
Sem, O Torment ! O the Racks of Lovediſtreft 
Like mine ! of Paſſhon at a loſs like mine! 
Help me, you Gods, or I ſhall faint with bearing. Exit, 
Mith, Call in the Prince. — What,Nature yet again ? 
I charge thee trouble my repole no more, 


Exter Tiphares. 


Ziph, 'Tis well, you Powers that pry into our hearts, 
Well have I loſt my deareſt blood in battel, 
Since once again I ſee my Royal Father. 
Mith. Ziphares, riſe ; I hear you have fought well, & 
Too well perhaps, for Mithridates peace: 
You Triumph'd too, I hear, 
Ziph, Alas, my Lord, 
I fear Pelopidas and Andravar 
Have been too buſie with your Ear. | 
By my beſt hopes, by your moſt Sacred Life, 
I wou'd not Trumph till your Orders came 5 
At leaſt, they told me, that they came from you : 
If they were falſe, | 
Mith, They were your Friends whobrought 
Thaſe Orders Jherchots you arenot 3n _ wie 
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Nor ought you ſhare the Crimes of Stratonice, 
Ziph. Of Stratoxice ! Ah, what has the done ? 

Ah, Sir, what Villain has traduc'd my Mother ? 

Give me to know—— | 
th, Perhaps you 're ignorant : 

Wou'd I had been fotoo ; but to the purpoſe. 

I promis'd, when the Coxſ#/ was o'recome, 

To give Semandra to you: —— Seem not fad, 

You love your Father well , but, Prince, Lknow 

Your Paſſion for Semanara 1s the higheſt : 

I'll ſend her to you, if you pleaſe retain her. [Exit., 
Ziph. 1s this then thy reward, unneceſlary Virtue ? 

Why do we wear thee thus, toour undoing ? 

O, inauſpicious Stars ! thy Father hates thee, 

Becauſe thou art too good | went it not ſo ? 

I fought too well! His eye diſdain'd me too, 

And held my High Deſert at hateful diſtance : - 

But, let it be, there's ſatisfaction ill 

Jn Innocence : and conſcious Glory tells me, 

My Griefs ſhall fly, like Clouds, betare Sermanare. 


Enter Semandra, 


But ſee, the Sun that drives *em ! O my Star! 

Thou Day, that gild' my little World of comfort, 
Give me thy warmth , let me, upon thy Boſom, 

Breath all my Victories. Alas, the King, ; 

My cruel Father, — Ha ! what now, Semanara ? 

ot fly into my armg | Qall you Pow'rs 

That Nurs'd our tender Loves, ſhe turns away ! 

Haſt thou too caught the coldneſs of my Father ? 
Clear me, you , and fix my Underſtanding 

Fo this one view, left I miſtake all meaſure, 

And run to madneſs. What, not look upon me? 

By Heav'n, if thus, if thus Iſhou'dbehold thee, | 
Tho in a Dream, *twou'd make me with to ilcep for ever, 
O my dear Life! thou ſhalt not hide thy kindneſs z 
But to diſſemble thus a moment longer, 
Wou'd quite deftroy the Paſkonate Zipheres, 
Tl] force thy hand, thus, to my-wembling lips. . 
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Ki of PONTUS. 
Seve. The kiſs you ravith, Prince, is dangerous g 

And let me now Conjure you, by your Love, 

If you can love after what Tinjoyn you, 

Upon your life, offer the like no more. 

O Man me, Reaſon, with thy utmoſt force , 

Or Paſſion, with the dreadful ſtarts it makes, 

Will ſoon Divorce my Soul from this weak Body. 

What haſt thou ſaid? and, Ah ! what haveT heard? 

Fair cruel faithleſs, for the blood I loſt, 

Doſt thou thus meet me? Raile thy eyes from Earth, 

And tell me, Have I, Ah, have I detery'd 

This uſage from my dear ador'd Semandra? 

Sem, You deſerve all things ; but you muſt not ask 

My Love, unleſs you wiſh-me moſt unhappy. 

Ziph. O, you good Gods! is it then come to this? 

Shall I, ſhall I[_—but ſpeak it once again, 

Unhappy ! did'ſt thou, coti'dſt thou ſay unhappy ? 
Sem, I'de have you ſtrive, my Lord, tolove me leſs. 
Ziph, If you wou'd have it fo, be witneſs, Heav'n, 

If for your quiet you injoyn me this, 

Fll ftrive , but (oh ! )*tis moſt impoſlible : 

Ah, may I not preſume to ask, if this 

The reaſon be why I ſhou'd love you leſs, 

That the too happy King may love you more ?—— 

——Your ſilence does confirm Ziphares loſt : 

And all that I cou'd fear is come upon me. 

Ah, Barbarous King ! Dll bear thy Bonds no longer ; 

But caſt off Duty, as thou haſt all Love, 

= bloody Author of this wretched Being, 


—_ 


Sem, Take heed, Zipheres, how youwtong your Fathers 


Tve heard you give another Charatter, 
So diffrent from this laſt, of 2ithridates, 
Methinks you ſcarce appear the ſame Ziphares 
Whom once I knew. 

Ziph, It is moſt ſure Ido not 5 © * 
But, toconvince rne thore; quite to:compleat 
Thecruel ſum of all my defp'rite woes; 
And fink me ever z what, Madan, have you heard 
Me ſay? or, rather, what is't you oy _— 
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4 MITHRID4TES, 
In ill-time prais'd, of this inhumane Father? | 
Sem. Have I not heard you ſpeak the tender'ſt things,” 
How, but for ſome few faults, ſo ſmall, that ſcarce 
The Eye of Envy or of Hate cou'd find'em, 
He wou'd be perfect as the Gods themſelves , 
A King (o awful, that the Remars fear'd him, 
A King ſo merciful, Barbaria7s loy'd him? 
A __ — 
Ziph, No more ; Iam confirm'd : ſhe's loſt : 
The King ! ſhe's gone.z che Beauty of the Earth, 
All that in Womaa cou'd be. Virtue call'd. 
Is loſt. | | 
Corrupted are her Noble Faculties, | 
The temper of her Soul is quite infected : 
Inconſtancy, the Plague that firſt or-laſt 
Taints the whole Sex, the catching Court-dilcaſe, 
Has ſpotted all her white, her Virgin Beauties, 
Sem. You think me falle-- Ah,'tis but juſt you ſhou'd ! 
But, Prince, I.ſwear, I am not what you think me , 
Yet never can be yours, 
Ziph, O confuſion 1. | 
Never !. O horror ? never can be yours ! 
Thou tear ſt my heart ! call back thoſe dreadful words ; 
Tho thou art going, yet thou art not gone : 
Ah, e'te it be too late, behold me gaſping. 
Come to my Arms , Oh, leave me not. tor ever : 
Fall on: my Boſom, I'll forget thy weakneſs, 
Try to deceive my ſelf with ſpecious.Reaſons, 
Never upbraid thee that thou once.wert falſe, 
But with my tears waſh all thy ſtains away, (Counle} 
Sem, Sincetears (O help me Heav*n ! ) are vain, take, take my 
Chear your-{ad heart, and grieve, Oh grieve no more!. 
Ziph, Then thou art loſt? reſoly*'d upon my ruine ?. 
Sem. Your life's too precious : I reſolve againſt it !. 
Not for ten thouſand Worlds--What was I ſaying ?. [4ſah 
What ſhall I ſay ?- Live, live, thou loſt Ziphares. | 
Ziph. No, thou perfidigus Maid, thou wretched Beauty, 


4 : 


Ziphares loves thee ſtill; fo well;he. loyes thee, 
Thar he will die. to rid thee of . a torment, 
Where are thy Vows? Q think upon thy Father, 
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How this will curtim;this thy bruel Change,'!/ ' $441 
Andbteak his aged heart: 'or;.e'rehe dies, © 117 nf [1b 
Think, if his kindled rage ſhou'd execute 

What he has ſ[worn, to'hack thy beauteous Limbs, , 

Tear thy falſe fleſh into a thouſand pieces. 
Sem, If that wereall:my fear! — or od a n 
Ziph. What, hardned ! Oh my Stars ! —* 429 

S$oquickly perfe& in the curſed” Trade?” | © 

Tſhall go mad with the Imagination. 

O heart : tho Heay'n had op'd the pregnant Clouds, 

And teem'd, with all the never-erring Gods, _ : 


To ſwear on Earth Semrazdra had been falſe, 1 4 
Semanara had been falfe to her Ziphaxyes,. | | 
I wou'd not have believ'd; 
Sem, ] carmot hear this grief, nor muſt I cure it. 
Farewel—O Prince-—- In rug me, Heav'n to ſave Sn #6 


Ziph. Stay thee , there's ſomething, e're we part for evan”. 
That I wou'd ſpeak: iff ; _ —_ it ent ry 

Sem, Speak then, and {peak:the mou b 
To break both hearts, : N you ca, 

Ziph. Thou haſt undone me ; like a Filver-Froſt, fr 
Thou com*(tuponthe Flower of alkmy-Youth, IMS 
Tonip the tender Bud, and blaſt my Glory :. ' i © it, 
Yet Iwill live, Semandre, Ewill live; | 27 
To ſave thee from thy Father's cruel rage; 

For, wicked as thou art, with grief, I feet | 
My Soul looks after thee, and leeks thy ſafety; Þ25f 
Sem, I ſhall not hold; T feel the climbing grief: z Abt 
My eyes grow full , and I hall give'him/Death. Apde.. 

Ziph, Farewel. Thus, kneeling at thy feet, I pour. 
_ e partingtearsz and ſure, the happy Kiog, 
_ will aow this dying Kyls, 
ich my cold lips print on thy faithlels hand. 
Oh, all my Vows, for ever-here I leave you ; 
d, ſince we never, never muſt behold 
Exch other more, [ll breath 'em once again: 
Farewel, Semandra. O,thou'lt neverfind;.. 
In all thy ſearch-of: Love, a hearrlike mine. 
Once more, Farewel for ever, tale Semvandrs.. 


A p 


as MITHRIDATES, 
What ? yet again thy name? will my Charm'd: 
Sound nothing but Semenere ? Oh, 4 Semanars 1 


Enter Mithridates, with Prieſts, 


" Sem, The cruel Task is done and I can hold 
No longer {| 
Come back Semandra, Empire, Empire calls thee, 
Op'n thy eyes to meet thy comng glory ! 
O barb'rous Prince, tay I notdie th quiet? 
Mith, Talk not of 
See this Holy Man-—- : '* - 
Sem, Holy, Profane, 
All things are now alike to my diſtraQtion. 
Athy He inſtantly ſhall joyn your hand with mine. 
Sem, What means the Tyrant? 
Mith, 'You are now our Queen. 
r — let me mnrdhe = in his Den ; 
m an Aſpiegcurl B Sg 
Te I give up this Body, this poor Beauty 
To _ a Lord; rhe _— 'd Zrp _— Is 
4th, Iguels you won'dnot, ec conlent ; 
But I ſhall force, if. you refiile to og : 
This moment I will take you in Ls Chariot, 
Streight to the Temple, and'in publick Wed you z 
Tho yoy refuſe to joyn in Cere 
Inſtead of ſacred words vetnmig loud Curſes, 
"Twill act avail ;'forwhed:the Myſtery's dorie, 
F1lbear you back, andus my Queen enjoy you. = 
Sem, I will be drag'd1, dir ftifled, is my ay Friel 
Mith, You have Will, bur not the Power todie, 
Sem, None! is there none ? no pitying God awake ? 
And are your Pricſts Gonſodeiritein my rume? - 
They ſure will tell you of ranny, 
And fear too much the an Hof e Heavy” ns, , 
To force a helpleſs Virgin: hwy will ſpeak. 


Your Crimes abroad , Rw—_ Men? cc; W Nt Þþ 1x; 


Mzth. Let me but hearthe Hbliet of maeedlsmey 
By Heav'n, he ſhall goStorificebeticatiey ; :;) | 
Therefore away, Prieſt, forward to the Temple. 
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King of PONTUS 
s:w, Help, help, you Gods. 
Mith, All dale of help is vain, 
Give me your beauteaus hand, and willingly, 
Or here are arms to bear you. 
Sem, Let em be Z 
Call all your Armies hither to your aid, 
1 will not ſtir, nor give this trembling hand _ 
To gain an Empire : thus, to.th' Earth, I'll grow 
One piece. O, root me here, ſome pitying God, 
And let me loſe my being, to eſcape him.- 
Mith, Andravar, raile her gently from the ground: {'T; hey feke 
Take help, and bring her ſoftly to my Chariot. hey in their are. 
Sem, Stay, Mitbridates ; hear me but one ward, 
| One moments ftay : ev'n Malefactors are 
Allow'd to ſpeak before their Execution ; 
And ſhall notT? I, who am Innocent? 
Tis not to thee, but to the Gods; 1 bow : = 
Behold ; — but ſee, from you, from:youthey take me: 
O ſaveme thus by oruel men betray'd , AS 
Revenge your ſelves, and'right a Ravidh'd Maid, 
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ACT IV, S5CENEL 


Mithridates in#compaſs'd mith the Ghoſts of his Sous. who 
S—_ ta his Breaſt , — 44, » jo 


Wis Hoa! pelopidas ! why, Andraue't 
Haſte to my help. | 


Emer Pelopidas, Andravar, 


Pelop, What wou'd your Majelty ? 
Mith, I wou'd, what I muſt ne're expecton Earth, 
The Peace I had. Come nearer. my Friends !. 
'] Fate did e*re foreſhow a Doom-in 
Mane is at hand, Laſt night, you well remember, 
Ibore-Semandys from the Thund'ring Gods, 
Whoſbook the deep Foundanops of the Templez. 


MIT HRID ATES, 


With the reports of Wrath Divine ; yer, 


Back, in a Swoon, to my molt inward Cloſet: - 

But there you left me ; left me to the rage _ 

Of monſtrous Love, which, in the midft of faintings, 

With Tranſports yet unheard-of, forc'd a Joy 

"Whoſe momentary pleaſures will-heap.on me 

Whole Worlds of 'Furies, Hells of .endle(s horrour. 
Pelop, But,Sir, the Dream; that may divert your cares. 
Mith, Divert 'em! rather let me gather all my courage 

ToBylwark ia:my;Soul. - O plant meround 

With your kind Bodies ; blunt, 1f poſſible, | 

Heay'ns whetted vengeance, while I tel the Viſion. 

After the dreadful Extaſiegwas over, + ii 

The Raviſh'd Maid, half-dead with ſhricking pray'rs, 

Burſt, at the laſt, from my relenting Arms, 

Ran to my Sword, of which when-Þ-dilarm'd her, 

"She fled the Rovim; with cries like one diſtracted, 

Preſt with Remorſe, I refted-on my;Couch, + 

And ſlept ; but oh,'a Dfeam ſo full of terrour, 

The pale, the trembling midnight Raviſher 

Nerefaw, when cold Zzcreria's Mourning-Shadow 


With her bright Tiſh, bled in her flood, -) 


” 


This deſperate wretch, throughſtreets offire,did bear "Oe 


Pelop. T have hear of Dreams that haye prov'd Ominous ; 


But Febu/d'hever fix*my Faith on Fancies. 
Mith. Methought, by Heavinly Order Fwas doom'd 
To ſeek my Fate alive 1n th? other World : * 


Streight, like a Feather; ws byrne by Winds, . :./. T0 


To aſteep Promontory's top , from whence 
I ſaw the very Mouth of Op'ning Hell, 
Shooting ſo faſt throughthe: vaad Caves of right,... 
I had not time ro ponder of my paſlage. 
I ſhot the Lake of Oaths, wh&reBk Ghoſts, 
W hoſe Bodies:were uobury'd, beg for wattage : 
"Then was I thrown down the Infernal: Courts, 
Infinite fathom, till I ſoar'd again *c: 
To the bright Heav'nly Plains, thethappy Fields. 
Anar, 1 wonder, thattbebrittle-thred of! tl 
«ap hold in ſugh+amTe!; 1 noni I nook 
£17 . 
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- Mith. Oh, now it comes, 
After that AP _— had Charm'd my Ears, 
e 


Methought I ſaw t 


Slain 
Who 


Cerel 
Of 


Meth 
Who 


feik 


d, He's come ! our cruel Father's come:! 
Arm, arm, they cry'd, through all th* enamell'd Grove: 


irits of my Sons, 
jealouſie of their Ambition, 


| King of PONTUS. 


he had their cries alarm'd the wounded Hoſt 
| thoſe Romans, maſſacred in Aſie : 
I heard the empty clank of their thin Arms, 

And tender voices cry'd, Lead, Pompey, lead. 

——_— = came on, with Chariots, Horſe and Foot. 
When I 


leiſure to diſcern their Chief, 
Pile, and pierc'd my 


ought that Pompey was my-Son Zipheres:, + 
cal his Jreadfal ierc” | 


heart : 


Then ſuch a din of Death, Swords, Spears and Javelins, 
Clatter'd about-me, that I wak'd with terrour, 
And found my ſelf extended onthe Floor. 


Enter Pharnaces, 


Phar, Arm, arm, Great Mithridates, the big War 
Comes with vaſt leaps, bounding o're all-the Eft, 
Which crouches tothe Torrent : Pompey comes 


3 


Pempey, ſo young, 1o ſoft, in ſhining Courts, 


Moyes the Great, ſaluted Emperour, 


for ſome years, deftin'd to govern all 
Th' «lian Armies; with ſuch full Commiſſion, 
As yet was never granted to a Roman, 


That all the Row4x Ladies languilh for him-: 
Pompey, (o fierce in Camps, ſo bravein Fields, 
The very Boys, like Cpids, dreſt in Arms, 
Clap their young harne(s'd thighs, and ftrut to Battel : 
Pompey, Rome's Darling, and Fame's Eldeſt Son, 
Proclaims with 44hridates mortal War. 
Hith. Were all well here, what force, what R»»n4%x Arms, 


What 


General, marching at the Head of Millions, 


Cou'd daunt the bokd, the forward AMithridates ? 
But here, Pharnaces, in my. guilty Boſom, 
The fatal Foe does undermine my quiet z 


Back Legions, are eythoughts ; not " but 
$019 


Ziphares 


50 MIT HRIDATES, 
Ziphares comes, with all his wrongs, far Arms, | 
Like the Lieutenant of the Gods, againſt me : 
Semandra too, like bleeding Victory, 
Stands on his ſide, and cries qut, Kill, kill, kill 
That curſed Parricide, that Raviſher. 
Oh Heay'n, ſuſtain me, or I ſhall go mad, 
My ugly guilt lies in my conſcious face, 
And I am vanquitſh'd, ſlain wich Boſom-war, 

Phar, *Tis much beneath your Majeſty, to alarm 
Your ſelf with fears. 

Mith, pharmaces, thou'rt ignorant ! 
I tell thee, Boy, remorſe and upſtart fear 
_ me, in _—_ all my knowledge: 
Tho none of thoſe that boaſt Philoſophy 
Has made a d ſearch in Nature's Womb 
ThanT , (the mid-night Modn has ſeen my watchings) 
I tell thee, none canname her infinite ſeeds 
Like me ;* nor better knows her ſparks of light, 
Thoſe Gems that ſhine in theblew-Ring of Heav'n ; 
None knows more Reaſons for, or againſt yon!' firſt 
Bright Cauſe, can talk of accidents 
Above me : yet I tell thee; once again, 
There is a Thorn, call'd Conſcience, makes its way 
Through all the Fence of Pleaſure, fortifi'd 
With reaſons, that this il ſeem'd good to me, 
And ſtings thy guilty Father to the Soul, 

Pelop. After the fierceneſs of uncommon pleaſure, 
A ſu heavineſs is natural. 611.3 

Andr, Not but the fading Spwits will revive, 

Mith. Never, oh never: nor did Tenjoy 
Expected pleaſure, tho theſe hands did hold, 
All night, her panting Beauties to my breaft ; 
But, oh ! what joy, what pleafure; what contene, 
'Cou'd my griev'd-heart receive in raviſh'd kindneſs 2 
Her lips, which if Ziphares had been there, 


., Wou'dſure have ſhot their gleamy warmth at diſtance; 
- Werecoldto me, as Odours are in Froſt; * 


' "Her face, like weeping Marble, datnp'd my' flames ; 
And, as I drew her trembling to my Arms, 
She fainted till, and weo'd me with ſuch waibngs, 
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King of PONTUS. 
Sich languiſhings, and broken ſighs, to leave her , 


* That, had not more than monſtrous appetite 
Tranſported me, the Roſe had been unblaſted. 


The raviſh'd Beauties of the Earth together, | 
Deſerve not half the grief thar clouds your Brow. 
Pelop. Your Subjects want you, to defend their lives ; ' 
Each Citizen, in Armour clad, defends | 
His Houfhold-Gods, ſtanding to guard his door, 
And cries, a Leader, let us to the Wars. 
Mith. The Thunderbolt of Mithridates battel, 
That tore the Ryman Banners, now is loſt : 
My arm, my arm, ev'n my right armis loſt. 
Nor will my Trumpets ſound, without Ziphares: 
His Breath was as the Air, to all the 
- | His Face was as the Sun, in depth of Winter g 
And made cold Cowards bluſh away their fears ; 
But he is ſet, for ever ſet in ſorrow. | 
Axdr, Your Majeſty is, of your ſelf, ſufficient 
'To Head your _— Troops z or brave Pharnaces 
Stands forth, to fall Z — empty place. 
 Peloip. Ziphares ſtill your Royal Favour had, 
To improve himſelf in Args, againſt the Rowars ; 
While, in inglorious Fields, Pherpaces ſtrove 
_— oc to get a _ , 
tho, perhaps, he greater pains imploy'd, 
In a— ſick Rubbiſh the Earth, 
Than th' other did in 0% 9% can call Trees z 
| Ye his was pay'd wich Labour, that with Praiſe ; 
Mith. Peace, Villains , peace, conſpiring Sycophants: 
Now, by the Gods, my = are half unſeal'2 --_ 
But, if the thoughe that kindles in my breaſt 
Finds proper fuel to increaſe my fire, 
{ ſhall conſume you, Traytors, if I find 
(WhichI begin to do) that you have play'd 
| The Villain, Azdravar, or ; Pelopidas, 
\ And laid Semandra's Beauty as a ſnare 
Tocatch Ziphares life, (Oh, e Gods ! ) 
And ruine me, by placing of rhe Bait : 
4 .Mark me, if ought of thus, if _ 
+4>-$ 2 


phay. You think of her too much: the Sex of Women, 


Appear, 


pe MIT HRID ATES, 

Appear, that you conſpir'd to betray me 

Fl heap uch horrours on your frighted Souls, 

That you ſhall call your Brother-Devils up, 

To ſnatch you hence, rather than ftand my fury, 
Pelop. Why ſhou'd your Majeſty ſuſpeR your Servants? 
Mith, Becauſe thoudid'ſt foment my fatal paſſion ; 

And, when I view thee well, my Genius bids 

Beware of thee : tho thy moſt ſubtil Devil 

Has wrought meitill to liſten to thy lies , 

Thou art, methinks, maliciouſly contriy'd, 

And haſt, if ever yet a Villain had, 

The Face of a moſt ſubtil working Slave: 

Anar, We have done nought, but what _ Royal Word 

Did Warrant : if you lov'd, ſhou'd we rebuke it ? 

Or durſt we think'to quencha fire, which you. 

Reſolv'd ſhouw'd burn? 

Mith, Yes, Traytors, yes z. you ought, 

When you had ſeen me going, to have topt me : 

My ftrugling Jonny t, with ſome aſſiſtance, 

Have caſt the Venom-ofi my Paſſion up ; 

But, with your poyſonous breath, you made it rage; 

Till I'was fit to ruine. poor Semandre. 


Pnter Semandra.. 


But, oh !: behold the Innocence I wrong'd !/ 

Sem. What, doſt thou ſtart? Oh Heav?ns! Semandra feights him! 
Why, what a Monſter then muſt I appear, | | 
Whole Form can ſhake the bloody 24ithridates ! | 
'Tis. ſure, thou. haſt undone this helpleſs Creature, [weeping, 
And'turn'd:ro:mortal paleneſs all her Beauties , 

Thou haſt made her hate the Day which once adorn'd: 
Her op'ning Sweets : how wretched haſt thou made.me!- 
Yet, Oh my Soul, thou inward knowledge, ſpeak. 
How much T hate this viokted Shrine. . 
Mith, Wretched Semandra t- 
Sem. Doft thou pity me ?- 
Is the long Line of my Eternal grief 
Of ſuch a Charming force, that it can fetch. 
Fears fromthat.Rock } Ab, moſt unkeard-of ſorrow !: 0 
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thou repent ? orare they but ſeign'd tears?! | 1p 
Le roger dyed thou ſhould have thought before, 


- Thecruel conſequence of this dark deed ; 


VVhen I was heav'd in Air, and with my cries 
Pierc'd the deaf Heay'ns, and calFdto thee for mercy, 
Then had'ſt thou thus diflolv'd, I ſhou'dhavebleſt thee: -. 
But now, thy black Repentance comestoo late. 
What, Ah ! whas ſatisfaction canſtthow make ?- 

-Mith. Inſtruct me. 

Sem, No : there is in Nature none 5 
Since I can never be Ziphares Bride, 
For if thou ſhou'dſt conſent to make us one; 
And Heav'n ſhou'd Warrant it , nay, tho Ziphares 
Extravagantly ſhou'd conſent to take me, 


. Ah, cou'd I meet thoſe dear; thoſe faithful arms, 


Which yet, in-fleep, ne're touch'd a breaſt but mine, 

Thus wrong'd, and thus defil'd, thus nothing left,. 

Of his Semandra, but herpotieſs-mind? 

This is too much to think. Ah, cruel King! 

Now I cou'd curſe, now I cou'd tear myelf,-. 

Now I cou'd weep, as if 'twere poſhble: - 

To waſh my ſtains out. Tellme, ©'you-Pow'rs,. | 

ForPFll be calm, was Tnot worth your care ? 

And why, you Gods, was Virtuemade to ſuffer ?- 

Unleſs this World be but as fire, to purge 

Her droſs, that ſhe may mount, and bea Star. 

Were this but certain , Ah, there's gathing ſure, - - +. - 

But my irrevocable Fate-: undone Semanare }— | ' - | 

This, this is certain, Death with loſs of Honour. [Evit;.. 
Mith, Farewel, Semanara, thou moſt wrong'd of :'Wyaren. . 

But I'll this inſtant go to Monime; 

And if I firxd what I luſpe& ; Pharnaces;.. 

I!I cut thee off, as an infectious limb; 

And, for thoſe Villains, I ſhall quickly know 

The wrong ſhe has had 3 whoſe accus'd Innocence : 

If your foul words have ſully'd with black ſlander; 

Think not to ſcape, for ſhou'd you rideonCharms; 

Take Winds to bear-you, or the Lightning's ſpeed; : : 


With panting horrour to the brink of Hell,. 
Pie Fveep you from the Yergeto flames beneath; 


And:! 


MITHRIDATES, 


Pelepidas, this comes of your gool counſel : 

Had I been heard, 2onirme had been gone 

By this z enjoy'd, and Crown'd my Royal Bride, 

And we recetv'd, as Conquerors, by the Romans, 

Haſt thou not heard how when Tyoraxes came, 

And caſt his Diadem at Pomepey's fect, 

He call'd him King, and rais'd him by that Name 

To fit as Equal to the Romay Conſul? 

By all the Gods, I will not ſtay a moment, 

But take immediately my flight z except 

You {wear to ſide with Rore; call Pompey hither, 

- And haſte with all the Forces we can make, 

To joyn his Army, and betray my Father, v 

_ , Pelop. A ſuddenthought of lacky miſchief comes ; 
Old Archelazs is atriv'd; but left 

The labour'd Army ſome few furlongs hence , 

You know the violent love the Souldiers bear 

The Prince your Brother ; and we know too well, 

 Andſodo all the murmuring Citizens, 

How cruelly your Fithefflacely ps him: 

But that great Mole, the Multude,.ne're ſees 

Who works their Pritce, but ſtill rake all on truſt ; 

Therefore 1 inſtantly wilkipread amongſt 'em, 

How Arche(aus was Gon pwator. | 

Againſt the Pgince, and-frnding moreadvantage- 

To have the King his San-ig-law,by Letters 

Baſely:cpmpell'd bis Dabghter to the Marriage. 

Phers MAllions £o0ne but this will ſer 'em 0a 
To tear curſt Archelaus, like mad Dogs, 

Beſides, I find, by frequent musmures, how 
His Subjects are quite tir'd with-lengih of War  - 
| And, but laſt night, I know n0lels thantwelye, - 
All Captains, who con(pir to take the part | 
Of Pompey, andimtredteti che to: Head %om, 

Anar, Purſue the Fcafon, /and;be fure it cool not 5 
Whilel, with T:yphop, Haftin do the Army; 1 
A Prieſt will colour well abt enterpriſe. '- 1 ;/ 

, There will we give out all that Treachery ' 


And fink your Villas widkweighty death, © . - # Bxg, 
phar, Fickty lo& ybur (dll, your Grown and Love gk ws 
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Can raiſe to fire *em z how the King has doom'd 
The Prince to death, having firſt raviſh'd from him 
The Fair Semandra, ſaſakehe dies.: 1D 1/1 OG 
-  Phar, WhileI immediately to Pompey ſend, 
Who comes, I hear, on haſty march, to fight 
Our Army, and beſiege us in our Walls. | 
Pelop, Thus ſhall « Prince and Irule all withing, / 
And _ with the High-Prieft my Brother, play ! \ ') 
Your Parts without. > Fo 
Phar, Tlong to be in ation : 
And ſure Rome muſt, for the great overthrow, 
Give me my Father's Crowns; which gratitude - -+;- 
Shall diſtributeto borh your utmaſt wiſhes, © - + \' 1 ++ 
Pelop.. We muſt not doubt your bounty .-- But, aways. 


Enter Tiphares z with Urmenes, at diſtance. | 


Your melancholy Brother may o'rechiear us.: EM. Pha. Pelpp.Andr. 
Ziph, Oh, my hard Fate ! why\didT truſt her ever? | 
What Story is not full of Womans falſhood 1 
The Sex is all a Sea of wide deſtruction: 
We are the vent:rous Barks that leave our hothe.. - hy 
| Forthoſe ſure. dangers which their fmiles.conceal 7 
At firſt, they draw us in with flatt'rin looks 
Of Summer-Calms, and a ſoft gale fs 
Sometimes, like Syrens, Cha us witht Foie Son k 
Dance on the Waves, and ſhow their Golden Songs 
But, when the Tempeſt comes, then, then they leave us; 
Orrather, help the new-Calamity, © 1-1: 
And the whole Storm is one injurious Woman. 
The Lightning follow'd-with a Thunder-bolt 
I Marble-hearted Woman : all the Shelves 
The faithleſs Winds, blind Rocks, and ſinking Sands, 
Are Womea all ; the wracks of wretched men. 
Prithee, Iſmencs, whileTlay me here, ' / 
Charm-me with ſome ſad Song into aſlumber. 


— 


Arch, How now, 1ſmenes? ? Prithee 
Inftru& me where to find thy Royal M 
: VVhar, Joſt thou weep ? Icharge thee bring me to him, 
1ſme, See there, my Lord, 


SONG; by Sir Car Scroop. 


Myrtillo's ſad deſpair, 
wand"ring tr Jar kept, 
To tell the woods his care. 
Be gone, ſaid he, fond thought, be gone ; 
Eyes, hve :youriſorrows o're : 
why wn 'd you waſte yoar tears for one 


thinks Pe ore ? 


( Yrgrs Ls ll the Village epr, 
The 


Yet al the Birds, ihe Flocks, and Powy'rs, 
That dwell within this Grove, 


Can tell bow many tender hours. 


we here have paſs dim Love, ' > 
Yon Stars aboue' ( my cruel Foes) 

Have heard how ſhe has ſworn 
A thouſand fins, that like to thoſe, 

Her Flame re ever butn. Tr 


But, ſince rh af,0 oY lirme have. 
My w —- wh 
tn this eold oe ” wake a ma 
Und there ferieuer he. |: 
Sad Nightingales the watch ſtall keep, 
And kindiythere thmplain's 
Then down theishepbers lay to ſeep, 
But never waF'd 42 in, Ie: EG 
dT. alelk nil ba; RP, bt 24 
om botdozeres to 27 or 
Emter er Archclas . 
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 MITHRIDAT 3 


e gentle Boy, 


Arch, 


King of PORETUS. 


"Arch. Bleſs me, you Heav'nly-Pow?rs, 
Upon the Earth !*-lt-cannot berthy Maſter, - - 
' that a poſture for a Conqueror? « 
He who lo bravely beat the Romans back ? 
| AGeneral, and Triumpher ? Haſte, and ſhow me. 


Iſme. By Heav'n, it's true, my-Lord-z .there lies the Prince, 
Arch. Somerhing my heart prelag'd, when, having left 


The Army, I came poſting tothe Court, - 
And ſcarce receiv'd z welcom from my.Frierids : 
ſaid the Prince had Triumph'd, but I faw 

Not the leaſt track of ſuch a Glory left, 

No glimmering twilight of ſo full an Honour, 

There has been foul play, and T1! find it our, | 
Ziph, Away, Semanara , cruel VVoman, leave me, 
Arch, Ha ! goes it there? Zziphares, Prince, axile, 
Ziph. Ha ! who is there ? old Archelans ? 

Arch. V\hy 
- Do not ſee you in a Chariot, 

VVith all the Pride of A4fie's'brighteſt Gems ? __ 

mount you not:the Throne which you deſerve, 

The Lords of Colchis Vern your Slaves ? 

Give me ſome reaſon why I fee you thus. 

Ziph, Alas, he had no handin her revolt, | 
Norknows not yet, perhaps, how ſhe has us'd me: 
tnx bony ſeem thus ſtrange then ? ——Oh, Archelass, 
(For I muſt never eall thee Father more) | 
Pardon my faulty carriage. ky 

Arch. Forbear theſe fic imbraces, 

Your tears, your hanging on my Boſom thus ; 

_ Your ſighs reduce my Age to ſobbing Childhood, 

And make an Infant of your poor Old Man, 

Ziph, Did Inot ſay I never more-mult call 
Thee Father ? | | 

Arch, Yes, you did. 

Ziph. Fond, fooliſh ſorrow ! | 
Thou art, thou ſhalt, thou muſt be ſtill my Father, 
My Brother, Siſter, Miſtreſs, all, my Friend ; 

For all but thou have lefr me : no kind eye 

Pitics the ſuff rings of abus'd Ziphares z : 

They fly, all fly from my infectious Pantone, 

jt 


. 
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* MITHRIDUATBS, 
Arch, dey, good dear Prince, ſtand up you {mother all 
Your words with groans; dry up this womanilb grief, 
And ſpeak, dear Sir, declare the curſed cauſe, 
The baleful Spring, the Source of all this miſchief, 
Ziph, VVou'd you believeit ? ſcarce can I my (elf, 
Oh Heav'*ns, and oh youever-burnang Lights, 
Who have beheld at midnight from your Orbs 
Our flames, that kindled brightandchaſte as yours, 
Which of you all, which moſt malignant Star, 
Show me that envious Fire that croit our loves , 
That I may curſe him from hus fatal Sphere, . 
Arch. Name it, I ay, the ground of all this trouble; 
I feel a warmrevenge run through my blood, 
As if I had putfoft tome forty year : 
Methinks I as fit to fight the Cauſe 
Of Friendſhip now, as then I cou'd my Love's, 
But ſpeak. | 
Ziph, Thy Daughter. 
Arch, Well, I gueſs'd Fate wounded there. 
Ziph. Semandra, my moſt fair, dear, gentle Miſtreſs. 
Arch, If ſhe be falſe, the is no longer tair. 
Ziph. That ſweet proteſting Creature, that pure whiteneſs, 
Where I ſo deep had writ my Vows in blood, _. 
Is taken from me. 
Arch. By her own conſent ? 
Ziph.. Moft certain. That Eternal Bond of Ozths,. 
Committed.to her keeping, now is Cancell'd: 
 Ev*n her fair Hand, the Seal of all my Love, 
Her Hand has given her fairhleſs Heart away, 
Arch, Then, fhe is falſe ? you know her to be fo ?' 
Ziph, Falſe, falſe,.as waters,winds, or wand'ring fires: 
Sheis more falſe than Woman can behkeve. 
Arch, The opening of her treachery, come, how was't ? 
Particular revenge wou'd know particulars, 
At firſt, I guels'd the did receive you kindly.  . 
Ziph. Quite contrary, asif the ne're had feen me-$. 
Quite alter'd, quite eſtrang'd, reſerv'd and cold, 
With all the coynels of a-baſe-born Beauty, 
Made proud'with Pow'r: nor one tender look. - 
The ver yAccent of her Vojue was.chang'd, 


| ——_— 
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King of PONTUS: wp 
Nor was ſhe to be known, butby her Beauty, . 
— elſe cou'd (peak her tomy Senſe the fame, 
Onothing but the Facsof 'my Semarara. * *' » 
Arch. When my keen Sword thall glitter in her eyes, 
Doubt not, but I ſhall make her know you well , 
And, tho you never grace her with your fayour, 
For the is now unworthy your imbraces, 
Yet I will bring the Traytreſs to your knees, 
 Ziph. Canitbe 
Thou ſhow'dft be ignorant, ſhe's paſt the giving ? 
Arch.I havenot met the news,which your twoln eyes - 
Appear ſo big with, | | 
Ziph, HereI am loſt again g 
Here all my courage, which has born the blow 
Of fterneſt War, ſhrinks like a beaten Coward: 
Here, I confeſs, my Piety gives way, 
Ieou'd fall out with the forgetful Gods, 
And curſe the cruel Author of my Being. 
No, Tyrant, no, thou bloody Parent, think not 
That I will bear it longer ; I'll forget, 
| Like thee, all natare, all remorſey all pity, 
And ſnatch her from thee, wedded as you are, 
Arch, What, Wedded ! WMarri'd / 
* Ziph, Wedded, Marrt'd, Bedded, . 
He has enjoy'd her, rifled that fair Casket 
_— all the _ 9 my life ar lad: 
es, yes, you Gods, I ſaw 'em ong, 
Paſs to x (4 Temple, through the crouded Streets, 
Saw *em come back, darted my wiſhing eyes 
At her falſe Face, with ſuch accuſing glances, 
She fainted in the Chasiot, yes, I ſaw her 
Sink pale, and dying down ; but there I loſt her, 
And left her to the Revels of the Night, 
To beenjoy'd, ev*n this laſt night enjoy'd. 
Arch, By all the Honours whdch ſhe has diſhenour'd, 
She ſhall not liww-another. 
Ziph, Oh my Father ! 
Cou'd you but gueſs the pains that I endur'd, 
Ol all the ſubtilleſt fits of ſharpeſt ſicknels, 
Were nothing to the torments _ I bore: , 
a. a : 


& MTITHRIDHTES, 
I tim'd ev*a their diſrobing Kiſſes, ſmiles, 

The firſt imbraces, and the racking joy z' 

But there methought Fancy ir ſelf wasftopr, 

It cou'd no more. The limit of my life 

Was found, the end of all my joys on Earth. 


Arch, Shedics ; not Deſtiny ſholl ſave her from me: 


As ſhe has ſworn, and as ſhe has forſ[worn, 
T'1l draw my Sword, bath'd in her deareſt blood, 
From forth her Heart-ſtrings, while the rank red VVeeds 
Cling to my reekihg Blade : or wou'd you more ? 
I am grown up to your anger. 
Ziph, General, hold: 
I have beenImpious in my vented rage, +. 
For which, oh parden me, my Royal Father, 
And you moſt injur'd Pow'rs, whom I offended : 
And, oh, what-ever ſhall become of me, 
Forgive the fair, the falſe, the lov'd Semanara. 
If while I live thou mark her gentle Limbs 
With the leaſt wound, it ends Ziphares life : 
Or if thou hurt her after I am dead, 
Thou'lt raiſe my Aſhes upin Arms agaiaſt thee; 
tſme, My Lord, the: Queen Semenara's coming hither. 
Ziph, Say'{t thou ? c 1:4 
iſme, The Queen——RBut ſee, ſheenters, 
Zipb, Ha! | | 


Enter Semandra, 


Sem, Oh Ziphares! Oh Prince! Oh thou moſt wrong'd? 
Ziph. How can this be ? Madam, you ought at leaſt 
To have ſent me word , for now, tn{tead af Songs, 
I can preſent you nothing but my tears, 
A beating heart, and groans that will-not ſuit 
VVith your moſt happy ftate, your bleſt condition, 
Sem. Ah, did you rightly underſtand my ſuPrings, 
You wou'd not wound a bleeding, dying Creatures 
But I'll endure yet more. VVhenlIam dead, | 
And *tis too late, you't-murmure to your ſelf, 
At leaſt I might have heard what the poor VVretch 
Cou'd lay, | | 


Arch, 


Arch, Oh Syres ! but I will be huſt'd. Rn 4 
Ziph, VVhat canſt thou fay, if Ixeſolve to hear thee ? 
Thou wilt but tear the wounds which thou haſt made. 
This Viſit was moſt cruel': why com'ſt thou then ; 
For fear I ſhou'd forget thee ? Mercileſs VVoman ! 

Arch, Yet let.us hear her, Prince , let's hear the Sorcereſs ; 
That when ſure Vengeance overtakes her Crimes, | 
She may have nought to-an{wer. 

Sem, The good Gods 44M 
Reward that Voice of Mercy, Firſt then, my Lord. 
Ziph, No, I'll be gone: Fly, Arehelaus, fly, 
She has a Tongue that can undo the Y Vorld. 
Sheeyes me, jult as when ſhe firſt inflam'd me, 
Such were her looks, ſo melting was her language, 
Such falſe ſoft ſighs, and ſuch deluding tears, 
VVhen from her lips I took the-luſcious poyſon, 
VVhen with that pleaſing perjur'd breath avowing, 
Her whiſpers trembl'd through theſe credulous ears, 
And told the ſtory of my utter rune. 
Arch, Nay, 'tis impoſſible to clear her ſelf, 
And it was Impudence to offer at it: 
Therefore, thou ſhameleſs Off-{j prin of my Blood, 
IIl cut thee from me, thus, with all thy Crimes, 
Die, as thou did'ſt deſire, Half-drawing: 

Ziph, Hold thy hand 1 4 opt by Ziph, 
Icharge thee touch her not. 

Arch, By Heav'n, ſhe dies: 

I may diſpoſe my own , ſhe ſhall not hive. | 

Ziph, By all the Gods, ſhe ſhall, while I have breath: 
And, if thou draw'ſt, I'll guard her life with mine, 
lſhou'd be loth to lift my Arm.'gainſt thee 
Of all Mankind , but, were my Father here 
Reſoly'd to give her Death, I wou'd oppoſe him. 

Sem» Draw then, and ſheath your weapons in my breaſt, 
In curſt Semzadr#'s Heart ; but for the VVorld, | 
Oh Father, do not wound the Prince Ziphares : 
| And, oh Ziphares, do not hurt my Father ! 

Upon my knees, I beg you to be calm, 
And hear me thus. 
£4h, Ohrile! falſe, asthou art, 


[Afae, 


G2 MITHRID4TES, 
Lp was bye arent my Soul, aad 1 | 
Still drag thy Chains: [Speak #tien, Seavanady a, 6 
For Fm {> dew'd, ſo —_— complain; pealr 
That I cou'd ſtand and liſten tothe VVinds, © - --- 
And think that VVomea talk'd : oblervethe Rain, 
And think that V Vomen wore z or ih the Clouds 
Behold Semardre's Form, ftill fleeting from me. / 
But, ſpeak : Iloſe my Senſes with my Woes. -- 
Arch, 'He has ſav'd thy life; &me,make a handſom iye 
Jn recompence. | | 
Sew, I will be ſhort, as true. . 
When you were gone to Wars, the King rdapgd ; - 
How prompted, Heav'n beft knows : and when with Conqueſt 
You came from Battel, he with dreadful threats 
:CompelPd me to receive you in that manner. 
Ziph, Ah, cruel Creature! what, what Menaces, 
What fear of death, cou'd fohave made Ziphares 
Receive Semandra? aj: 
S:», Not Racks, nor all the Tortures 
Which Hell combin'd cou'd pur-into the hearts 
.Of bloodieſt Tyrant, ſhou'd have forc'd me to'r, 
But, oh'! your life, which he with deepeſt Oaths 
Had ſworn to take, unlels I feem'd to 1corn you , 
That daſh'd my —_ bafled all the daring 
.Of my defencelels heart : there Tconfeſs 
The Woman work'd ; I trembled and agreed 
To ſee you (o, rather than loſe you ever. Fs 
.Arch, Now, by my Atms;ihe has come off with wonder ! ' 
Sem, Andrhink, my Lord, refle& upon your elf ; 
1 dare believe ſo dearly once you loy'd me, 
That were you certzin Ifhou'd loſe my life, 
Unleſs you ug'd me 1n that very manner, - / 
Tknow you wou'd conftrainyourflame awhile, 
And ſeer'&$e0dld; and as reſerv'das I.” . | 
Ziph. Oh heart ! ov bleeding Love'! but ſpeak, Sermaxars, 
For there is wondrous Reaſon, tnighty Sonſe | 
1a what you ſay : and I ou'& hear yonever.” 
Sem, When you were gon; the'cruel Kmg camenn, 
And, without ſtop, propos'd the fatal Marriage, 
Which bcing deny'd, he forc'd merothe Temple . - 


yet;atthe Altar, I deni'd my hand, , 
Invokd the Gods withthe maſt viglent ſorrow, _ 
Tears, ſighs, and (woogings:; curit che frighted Prieſts, 
Struck down the Cenſors, and like one diſtracted Je 
Imangled my own fleſh ; but all jn vaig: 
I was [uppos'd his Queen, and {o enjoy'd. 
Ziph. Then ſtill thy heart, thy heart was @uine, Sremenaire 2 
Sem. It was, it is, for ever thall be yours. 
Ziph. Oh, at thy feet, let me for everlye, 
Thus hang upon t y knees with dying gra{ps, 
Thor mott wrong'd Innocence, abus'd Semanara. 
' Sem, Oh, my dear Lord, da {hall not kneel without me. 
Ziph, Thou art not falſe then! 
| : . 
Sew, .Cou'd you think me [0? 
- Falſe to my Life, my'Soul, my AfT have! 
Ziph, 1 did z Ethought thee falle, and I deſerve: . 
Todie, for wronging thy moſt matchle(s Faith : 
For thou art true, conſtant as pining Turtles, 
Conſtant, as Courage to the.Brave un Battel, 
Conſtant as Martyrs; burning for the Gods. | 
Arch, What Changes drive buſ'oeſs of the World !. 
Come, no- more weeping: rile, 
Think on the King, if he ſhou'd take you thus. 
Ziph, Oh riſe, Semandre , what, what are we doing ? 
Why, 4rchelaus, why did'f thou cut me off 
The moments pleaſure which my thoughts were forming ? 
Thy cruel breath quite brokethe-brittle Glaſs 
Of my ſhort life, and ſtopt the running Sand. 
What ſhall we do, Semandra ? 
Sem, Part, and die. | | 
Ziph, Die, *tis reſolv'd z but how?” that, that muftbe- 
My future care : and with that thought I leave thee, 
Eo then, thou-Setting-ſtar ; take from theleeyes, 
(Theſe eyes, that if they ſec thee, will be wiſhing) 
Otakethoſe languiſhing pale fires away, 
And leave me to the wide, dark Den of Death! 
Sem, Something within me ſobs to my boding heart, 
Semanara ne're (hall ſee Ziphares more, | 
Ziph, Away then ; part, forever part, Sqmavuars: 
Let me alone ſuſtain thoſe rav'nous Fates,, _ 
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- Which, like two famiſh'd Tygers, are gone out, - -* TEN 


And have us in the Wind, Death come upon'me 

Night, and the bloodiit deed of darkneſs, end me. 

But, ol for thee, for thee, if thou muſt die, 

I beg of Heav'a this laſt, tms only favour, 

To give thy life a painleſs diſſolution: + - 

Oh, niay thoſe raviſh@Beauties fall to-Earch ! 34 
Gently, as wither'd Roſes leave their Stalks : and 
_ Death be mild to thee, as-Lovewas cruel , | 

Ca 


. 


m, as the Spirits in a Trance decay : ? ti | 
And ſoft, as thoſe who ſleep their Souls away. .  [Exevm. 
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ACT v. SCENE I. 
Pelopidas, Andravar, Prieſt, incompaſi'd with Romans, 


Pelop, R Omans, who ſend your Laws far as the Sun 
His Beams, and whom the Univerſe beholds 
With joy, yet dreads your anger as the Gods, * 
Why move you to the ruine of this Tyrant, 
To the ſure death of bloody' Mithridates, 
As if you fear'd, or car'd not he ſhou'd die ? 
Can you ſuſpe& an Ambuſh? or that we 
Shou'd dire betray you, yielding thus our perſons, 
-Our Lives, our Prince himſetf 1nto your kands ? 
Anar, This man, towhom the ſervile Prieſts bow down, 
"Who wears a Crown in honour of his place, 
And ſacred worth, abandons all his glories - 
T' atteſt the truth of what we have declar'd, 


Enter Pharnaces. 


But ſee, the kierce, the brave, the Great Pharnaces 
Comes on to meet you , waves his Royalties : 
Therefore, 'O mighty Romzns, give him Audience, 
Phar, That I am rough, and of an untaught Spirit, 
All the Eaſt knows; I ever ſcorn'd thole Slaves 
VVith whom I have been bred; and when my Father 
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King of PONTUS. 
Order'd B:rbarian Princes for my Maſters, 
In Arts and Arms, I ſpurn'd '*em from my preſence , 
And rather choſe, lince Reme mightnot inſtruct me, 
Nature in all my Actions for my Guide, 
Hence cou'd I brook more hardly the fierce mind 
Of our Inhumane Parent Mithridates, 
My Eldeſt Brother's Fate did kindle firſt 
My fiery Soul ro a moſt ſwift revenge ; 
For when the State of Boſphoyus demanded 
That Prince for King, he bound the gallant Youth 
In Golden Chains, and doom'd him to be ſlain : 
Two more were by his boundleſs fury ſtrangled ; 
And ev'n the laſt but me, the brave Ziphares, 
Laft night was murder'd in the Tyrants Palace : 
In whole ſad cauſe, the Squadrons which he led 
Of late fo valiantly againſt you Romaps, 
Attend ſome furlongs henceto joyn your Banners. 
If this be true, not to recount the Slaughters 
Of all his Queens and poyſon'd Concubines, 
Ithink the World (Rowe I ſhou'd firſt have nam'd) 
Will little cenſure this ſo juſt revolt, 
If you ſuſpe& me falſe, behold Pharnaces, 
Ne're yet detain'd, but free as roving Lyons 
That ſwept at will like Winds in Delerts wild; 
Behold him, with theſe Noble Hoſtages, 
Your Pris'ner to be bound the Slave of Rome. 

Rom, Capt. Lead us on to Vitory. 
Omnes, To Viccory. 


Phay, On then, yon Race of Heav'n, you Seed of Gods; 


And to Immortalize Pharnaces Name, 

Plant me, like Thunder breaking from this Cloud, 
Foremoſt, while all the ratling Engines follow, 
Monima, whom'this Tyrant raviſh'd from me, | 

I hear is fled to Pompey : her ask, 

For my reward, with half his ſpreading Empire, 
ButI waſte words , let's a&t,and then make claim, 
AndO remember, when we ſtorm the Town, 
Remember that moſt horrid Maſſacre 

Of 4a, whet on that your blunted Spirits, 

Tal with the motion Lightnin edge your Souls 


. 
i 
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To mow off hoary Heads,hurl Infants puling 
From the lug'd breaft, kill in the very Womb: 
To Beauties cries be deaf, make all Sy»ope 
But one vaſt Grave, to hold the infinite bodies 
Which we muſt ſhovel in , and when you ſee 
The Head of Mithridates in this hand, 
Then think who ever dar'd for Roe like me, 
Or bought an Empire at a price ſo dreadful : 
Then yield the Beauty Iſo much defire, | 
And all thoſe Crowns to which my thoughts aſpire, [Exeunr, 


SCENE II. 
Enter Ziphares, Archelaus, 


Ziph, *"TF'"Is late ; the gathiring Clouds, like meeting Armies, 
Come on apace, and Mortals now muſt die, 
Till the bright Ruler of the —_— 

Creates 'em new : the wakeful Brrd of Night 

Claps her dark wings to th* Windows of the dying, 


General, Good-night. 
Arch, Sir, Ill not leave you yet. 
Ido not like the dusky boding Eve. 


Well I remember, Sir, how you and I 

Have often on the Watch in Winter walk'd, 

Clad in cold Armor, round the ſleeping Camp. 

Fill cover'd o're from head to foot with Snow, 

The Centinels have ſtarted at our march, 

And thought us Ghoſts ſtalking in Winding-ſheets : 

And do you think I cannot watch you now, 

Thus cover'd, an&beneath-this bounteous Roof ? 

Sleep, Sir z I'll guard you from fuſpeRted danger. | 
Ziph. Danger ! there's none z no ſhadow of aharm +: 

Dear General, you'l oblige me to retire» - 

We'll meet to morrow with-theearlieſt dawn 

I'm troubled now, and _ 3 In the morning, 

Soon as you pleaſe, you ſhall have entrance here; 

And then, I truſt the bounteous Gods, you'tl find- 

A wondrous alteration. Sleep may Charm 

My talking griefs, and huſh *em faft jor ever, 
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King of PONTUS 
Arch, "Tis that I fear,—I tell yau there are Deaths 
Brooding this night abroad. A Recluſe Prieſt, ' 
Surpriz?d with mortal ſickneſs, was this Evening, 
As he himſelf deſir'd, ta'n from his Bed, 
And carry'd to the Cloſet of the King : 
Where, after ſome cloſe conference, he expir'd. 
Immediately your Father Orders gave 
For doubling all his Guards, and went in fury 
To Monima's Apartment, where *twas ſaid 
Pharnaces had been gone a while before, 

Ziph, lever thought that Brother moſt ambitious ; 
But what is this tome ? 

Arch, Whart follow'd does 
Concern both you and me, and all the Eſt , 
For ſtreight, whea the ſick Prieſt had breath'd his laſt, 
The ſacred Oyl, which for a hundred years 
Supply'd the Sun behind the Golden Vail, 
Went out, and all the myſtick lights were quench'd : 
Strange doleful Voices ſhrilly eccho'd through 
The darkned Fane, the Monuments did open, 
And all the Marble Tombs, like Spunges ſqueez'd, 
Spouted big Sweat : the Curtain was conſum'd 
With wondrous flame , and every ſhining Altar 
Diflolv'd to yellow puddle, which anon *' 
Afaſh of thirſty Lightning quite lick'd up, 


While through the Streets your murder'd Brothers rode, 


Arcathias, Mithridates, and Machares, 
And madded all the ſchreaming multitude. , 
Is not this ſtrange? 


Ziph. The Gods reproach my flackneſs. [Afide. 
Tis ſtrange ! moſt wondrous ſtrange ! Once more lI pray thee 


By all our Friendſhip, leave me to my ſelf. 

Arch, Ah, Prince, you cannot hi 
Your purpoſe, from your narrow-ſearching Friend : 
I find it, by the ſinking of your Spirits, - 
Your hollow ſpeech, deep muſings, eager looks, 
Whole fatal longings quite devour their objects, 
You have decreed, by all the Gods you have, 
This night to end your Noble Life, - | 

Ziph, Away, pr.” 
: K 3 
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 MITHRIDUTES, 
I never thought thee troubleſome till now, 
Arch, I care not ; Ipite of all that you can do, 
P'll tay, and weep you into gentleneſs : 
Your faithful Souldier, this eld doting Fool 
Shall be more troubleſom than one that's wiſer. b 
By Heav*n, you ſhall not hurt your precious life. 
Pl! tay and wait you, wake here till I die , 
Follow you, as a fond-and feartul Father 
Wou'd watch a deſperate Child, 
Ziph. Fil tell thee then, 
Since thou walt tear the Secret from my breaſt, 
And dive into the bottom of my Soul, 
This night muſt end me: make not a reply ; 
*Tis fix'd as faſt and ſure as are my woes, 
Did'ſt thou but know what*tts to love like me, 
Andto be fo belov*'d, O Archelaas ! 
Yet to be paſt all hope of happinels, ' 
Of ever taſtinsthoſe deſir'd Beauties, 
Of any dawn, leaſt glimpſe, or ſparkof comfort, 


Did'it thou not hate me much,even thou wou'dſt killme.. 


4h, If thatmy death, (for that indeed's burlittle) 
Cannot once move:you from:thts dreadful deed; 


Yet, Priace, your Country,wlich muſt fall without you, 


Your bleeding Country muſt obtain at leaſt 
That you wou'd live to free her from her Foes , 
Your Glory calls, your ſinking Father begs, 
That you wou'd-ſave-your Courſtry from the Romans. 
Ziph, Much Tindeed-have got by. Conquering Rome ! 
And to much purpoſe loſt my deareſt blood ! 
Much have my wounds-deſerv'd', and Heav'n can-tell 
How:Nobly I. have been rewarded for 'em !- 
I tell thee, Archelazs, I have ſworn; 
Were Ito live, I wou'd not fight agan : 
The World ſhow'd neither better be; nor worſe 
For me, But I waſte time ; and'ito convince theo, 
Since thou-wilt havethe trouble to behold- 
My death, I bid'thee naw: farewel for-ever; 
Arch; Hold; Sir. | - 
Ziph, Iwill; and talk as calmly eo thee: 
As any dying Roman of 'em all : 


> HH << © afnco@s 
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King of PONTUS 
Thave conſider'd well of what dog. © Lo If Y2g0E O19 t 
And I will-periſh with as litrle' noe © RY a 
As Fate cou'd with that wou'd not be accus!d?: 
- Arch, Tl follow you. | | 
Ziph, I wou'dintreat thee not ; LS. 
Thou haſt no ſorrows that are paſt the ſufferance : 
And ſure my flying Soul will hang her wing, © 
When ſhe hall feel thy weighty death upon her. 
O, Archelaus, leave me to my Fate 
K thou muſt ſee me fall, I charge thee live, 
At leaſt fo long to tell Semendra of me: 
Bear her ſome Token of my ill-itar'd Eove;,,. 
Which Empire cou'd not win to live without her, 
Dip in the blood which trickles from my heart 
Thy Handkerchief, and bid her keep it for me, 
As a Remembrance now and then to mourn me : 
Swear to do this. | | 
Arch. This I will do , and; mark me, cruel Prince,.. 
If thus thou violate that Royal Frame, 
Tearing the gallant Spirit from his Manſion; 
I iwear by whar I tremble at, thy death, 
Til doubt all thy wounds upon Semsanara; 
Ziph, Ha ! | | 
Arch, Til tear her piece-meal, andſo hackher limbs;} 
Thou ſhalt not know her in the other World, _ 
Ziph, Oh torture !. dear, good Archelans, hold; 
I know thou canſt not mean ſuch'cruelty, 
Why doſt thou rack me thus, witlrthoughts 1n-death-. 
Thar are much heavier evin than death it ſelf ? 
Why doſt thou make my eyes thus ſwim in tears ?: 
Icharge thee, do not hurt her , for the ſake. 
Of all the Gods, be gemle to my-Love ; 
Theg for mercy to the ſoft Semandra.: 
Alas, if the deſerv'd, as ſhe is faultleſs, 
She cou'd nor bear the wounds which we can bear: 
_4rch, Give me your promiſe then that you will live 3 
Live but this night, or I have ſworn her death. 


Ziph. Thou haft found the means ro Charm me into life} .. | 


d keep me on the Rack, but no-more threats - 
Bgainlt Semandra : *twas unkindly done, - 


w AMITHRID ATE Fs, 


AndI po_ at my Fates delay. .; : 
Arch, *Y han 1, be thus froward ? Live to night > 
Be careful ef? your ſelf; but till the, Mora : 
Methinks there may be wonders og e're then, 
Ziph, O Archelaus. *tis im wM_ 
Had ſhe been Raviſh'd by\anot 
I cou'd haye clear'd her.w b_ ihe Vita ins Blood ; 
But by my Father rouett what Mir | 
Can work me into hope ? 'Heav'n here is Bankrupt ; 
po Apart | Gods bluſh at their want of pow'r, 
uite abaſh'd, confeſs they. cannot he p me. 
_y Sure, by yo' lifted Jorge I dilcera 
Your Father moving this way., . 
Ziph, Ha! my Father! 
How my fleſh trembles ! I cou'd do a deed 
Wou'd make us both rug mad. Draw, Archelaas, 
Yet ſtay : what Devil ftarts thus in my blood, 
And turns my-Reaſfon to this SA of folly ? 
No , letus ſuffer more, if poſſib 
Yet I will ſhun his Preſence, Oh you Pow'rs, 


Is that a Crime? anſwer me if it 
And 1 will meet him, tho his ſight ſhould blaſt me.  [Exeunt a 


Mithridates, Capreen of the Guards, and Attendants enter, 


Mith, Betray'd |. and by my.,Son ! given up a Prey 
For the Inſulting Remans to.Jevour ! . 
Pharnaces1 Is the Traytor,'that, P Er gees. I; 19 
Who was © inherit all that ſpace of Empire | 
Which #orruxe gave to this unhappy King ! 
© Friends, when from 1; Palace-gate we ſally'd, 
And drove the bold Affailants th the os 
The Impious Boy Charg'd as 1 faret r9ge,”.; 
And brav'd my Fury wich his Beverup,; 
But, Oh the Gods, I, who before had crimſon Wo 
With Whirlwind nine ilan ers = 

it irlwinds ſw every.li | bo 
And toſt hke V86 HE WO = haut me, | UCli Av 
Now ſtood, as 1 LS ax EPS ay ord lad 


Nor know J © FS $3 ver 
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oz we rt. | 
King f FONTUS). on 
Cept, Your. Sword, Great Sir; when you + 7 7 4 he! 4 7 
Awhile had gaz'd on that Audatious. Prince,- © (11 | þ, 
Fell from your hand, your rey ns miner ny you's” ot 
And as ſome famous piece of Antick-work,  -* 
When the ſunk Props and waſted Beams decay, 
Staggers and nods before,the ruine comes: ic - ;, 
$0 wav'd your Royal Fabrick e're it fell 95787 offh fir v0 
And, as our Arms receiy'd you, curs'd Pharwarepjt! 77 i 
Born by Ambition to a murder new , W 
Offer d a wound, and*rwas with great expence 
Of lives, we bore your Body to the Palace. - . 
Mith, My Senſes blaze y my laſt I now's comme 4 + © 
My laſt of hours : *tis wondrous horrld }jjow! ': : i 
My lawleſs love, and boundleſs pow'r reproach/me. 
But I will think no more on't. Come, my Friends, 
Let's meet theſe Romaxs, and my Rebel-Son , 
Let's kill tall we are weary, then lye down 
And reſt for ever: O *tis Noble Ruinef - © - ' - 
Crearures of vileſt make, upon diſguſt -| | (i © 
With Knives or Cords ſet looſe ther Coward Souls ;. 
But we will live in ſpite to grieve the World, 
4 While life will laſt, or any Spitits hold, - + + 
O that, like Serpents hewn, we till might move, 
Our Limbs lopt off, and kill with every patzel#' 1-17 


Enter Semandra, Vt 
Sem, "Tis done, my Ruine is atlaftrevengd!. AT 
And cruel Mithridates is no\mote & /3t 01 Hor rl ! 
That famous wicked man ſhall kill no more-:. 
Faln is the Murderer, he ſhall love no more 
Another's _—_ s ſhall Raviſh now no more. 
Mith. Ohorrour! ſnatch-me, Furies, from herpreſeace-. 
Gape wide, O-Earth; and-{wallow mealive. 
Sem, 1 go before, and never ſhall we meet 
On Earth again, inhumane AMithridates x 
Yet I rejoyce not, be my Witneſs Heav'a, 
At thoſe Calamities that come upon thee : 
But thiak 'em juſt, and with a dread reflection: 
Behold thy Fate, and wonder at the Gods. 


Not: 


MIT ERID AT ES, 


Not but thy Son, my Love, my loſt Ziphares, ; 
And1, in lamentable Made 


By Death's own hand, will tell” emall ch thy Story. 


For ever thus, thou Raviſher of Honour, 


I leave thee to the Vulturesof thy Conſcience, 
Ambition ſels4n'de 


To all the Stings 
.Or Luſt, the Rape committed, .O, you 


ath 
Pow'rs | 


Make firm my hand, for an Exploit, a 


* My Life, while buſnels ſhall 


quickly 


Mith, Away, to Arms, to Arms , p 
Bequick to die. Were all the Reppay Piles, - 


And Scythian Darts, and Parthin's Pop lon'd Arrows, | F 
Shot through this Body, her words. wou'd þe more. | 
Til not endure 't ;-xyſhto:the fatal War:-;.... 1 : 

I wnu'd .be drunk with Death, and ſteaming Slaughter, 
To ſtupifie the ſenſe of. inward torment, . - 

"Haſte then, and wallow in the murd'ring kield, - 


Through all the Avenues to; battel flie: 


Fhey who have liv'd in blood, in blood muſt die. 


pun 


done. 
ge deep in blood: - ,, 
[Extun; 


Fouk, 


Trumpets. Enter Pelopidas. dakar, their Swords 


And gow full ſcope i 


"The chance is 


'To Hell'T hate him, 


Pelop. The Palace now 4s drawn 


Of all the litt'ring Hoſt that ewinkled here, , _ .;. 
tQ ſhgot, the Gulph of Ruine: | 


Followimg 


draws 3 dw; 4 Tay. 


Pelep. Yonder he Salliey, forious: for Defirugions,” ff 
is given to at our buſ*nels, 
And end the ſad Ziphares. | 

Anar. Iampglad 
altos t0:drath, oy, more, .- ;: 
to have himdlain +; 
By any hand but mine, wou'd-pall the Murder. 


And it m. order'd well; by ' Pringe Phar Adees, 


While with the Romans he read bi Father, +5 
That we ſhou'd kill his drooplag Brother, --Ha ! 
Lupe _ wink awhile. ; 


 Thear ſome tread! your 


CD - 


"King of PONTUS. 
Enter Liphares. 


Ziph. Oh, 'tis too much ; I never ſhall ſleep more. 
How loud the Voice of Fate ſounds every-where ! 
Trumpets and Drums ! yet old 4rchelaus, 

With grief and watching ſpent, in ſpite of all 

Thoſe Tides of Care that (well'd e're-while ſo high, 
Lies like a Child that braul'd himſelf aſleep. 

Iſments too, that wept to ſee me mourn, 

Falls on his breaſt, and nods his tears away : 

Fo ſleeps the Sea-boy on the Cloudy Maſt, 

Safe, as a drowzy Try#on, rock'd with Storms, 

While toffing Princes wake on Beds of Down. 


pelop, "Tis hes . 
on, Both ith, bf fic eſcape. 
Ziph, This darkneſs fills my-breaſt with horror : now, 
Now I may do the deed ; whuch done, all's ſure : 
It ſhall be ſo, and thus I will deceive him, * 
But then he kills Sexza#drs, Whence this light ? 
Swords ! Vizors ! what Afſaſinates are cheſs ? 
Wou'd they were more ; for ruine is my wiſh : A” 
Yet I'diſdain to fall by Villains hands, [Beats 'em off, 


Enter Semandra, with a Dagger in her hand, 


Sem, Where do I wander in the diſmal Shades 
Of this black night ? there's nota Soul beneath 
Who dy'd as I muſt do, for fatal Love, 

Knows better all the gloomy Arbours there, 
Than Teach Chamber in this Houſe of Death. 
Twas here the God-like Prince did wooe me firſt, 
Sigh'd his firſt Vows, and wept me into paſſion : 
Where ſhall I find him, that moſt perfe& Soul ? 
Whoſe whiteneſs will to after-ages anſwer 

For all the ſpotted loves of perjur'd men. 

Meet bim I muſt, and runinto his arms z 

But with a Romer blow, which firſt ſhall drive 
This wr ares to my heart : then, ruſh upon him, 
Then claſp him cloſe, then he'll _—_ me true, 


” 


 Exter 


= _MITHRIDAFES, 
Enter Ziphares. 1, 444g 


Ziph, This way the Cowards fly ; this way'the noile goes, 
I think thou haſt ir there, and canſt not {cape me. - | 

Sem, I thank the Gods, I ſhall not. -Lert mekiſy* ! 
The hand that kills me. Oh roo gracious Hearn! 
S:mandra now 15 happy. 4. 

Ziph. Semanara! what ; _ 
What ſay'ſt thou ? Speak again, thou diſmal voice, 

Sem. Oh, that I cou'd ſee your face beforeT'die: 
Thoſe eyes, where I wou'd look tmy Soul away.  - 

Ziph. Awake ; what ho, 1ſhhents! hafte, 4 light! ©» 
Haſte hither, Father, Archelags, haſte'! + 
My heart bodes ruine, weare all undone; 


Enter Archelaus, and Iſmenes with a z_ 
Oh, Father, either I am Charmed, or here | 


Semanara lies, {lain by this dreadful hand, 2 
. Arch, Our Guardian-ſpirits ſhield us, *tis my Daughter..' - 


Ziph. Curg'd Fate! malicious Stars ! you-now haye drain'd | 


- Your ſelves of all your poyſ'nous influence ; 
Ev'a the laſt baleful drop 1s ſhed upon me. 
Sem, Give me thy hand moſt matchleſs of thy kind , 
O joya us, Father, joyn us thus in death : | 
Now thou art mine ; and we'll be wedded too 
In th* other World , our Souls ſhall there be mixt : 
Who knows, but there our joys ray be compleat ? 
A happy Father, thou , and 1, perhaps, 
The ſmiling Mother of ſome little Gods. 
Ziph. Oh Archet«as, if thou lov'it her memory, 
Fly to the King, and let hint underftand — 
The truth of all: if he be pleas'd to hear her, 
Intreat him haſte, the pangs of death are on her. 
Arch, I will, if tears will let me, find the way : 
And, by your leave, theſe Weapons ſhall þe riiine. 
Ziph, That I expeRted, Ha! the faints, 1ſmenes; 
Run to my Cloſet, haſte, whete thou wilt find 
A Golden Vial of rich Juicz, to bring the Spirits 


Back to their Seat : go, pour it in a Bole 
With #0:{ave.her TARA [Exit I[menes, 
Haſt thou not a word, 
A fyllable, fair Soul ? Speak, ſ peak, Semanadra, 
I feel a trembling warmth abour thy heart : 
[t pants. 
Sem, As Cowards do before a Battel. 
Oh, the Great March is ſounded. 
Zih, Stay thee one moment, 


Ifmenes re-emters, with 4 Bole, 


AndI will lead thee on. Away, 1ſmenes ; 
Watch thou the King's approach, and bring me word. EFx;# 1/ws. 
Here, ſeeſt thou this, my Love ?: look up, Sermandra, 
Thou dying Spatk, glimmer a little while ; 
Behold this Cordial; this ſfiire warmtharheart, 
This faithful Offring of Eternal 'Love. 
Sem, VVhither, oh where? Death's Myſt comes faſt upon me. 
What is't you drink ? \ | 
Ziph, A Draught which makes me thine , 
The pow'rful Cordial which my Father gave me, 
A Noble Compound of his fatal skill : 
He charg'd me, when I cou'd not live with Honour, 
Totaſte it, and be free, : * + 
Sem, Methinks your Voices faint 
Asdiſtant Ecchoes ; and-I'am now far off : 
Alas, I know not where. 13 3.2, [ Dies, 
Ziph, Tl fold thee thus, 
And Mithridates ſhall not part us now : 
Fan thus the dying flamewithmy laſt breath. 
She's out : the damp of 'Death-has:quench'd her quite: 
Theſe ſpicy-doors;her lips; oredhut; cloſe lock'd, 
Which never gale 6f life ſhall open more. 
I come. Oh Father ! Ol-thou wue Phyſitian / 
Thou work'{ me Nobly now; and oh*tis welcom ! 
Thy Dew are quick:z- ence more, O:Love 11:come, 
Thou moſt of Life in Death; :Armbition, Fame: TH 7; 
'Tisempty all ; and'nethingibar 2 Name. L9t2ui 2072) [Dzes, , 


L 2 Archelaus 4 


56 MITHRIDATES, 


Archelaus , Mithridates ſupported bleeding : Pharnaces; . 


Pelopidas, Andravar, bound, 


Arch, Behold, behold my Lord, how I'm rewarded 

For faithful ſervice, for the numerous ſcars 

W hich in your Cauſe have mark'd my aged body ! 

My Daughter's ſlain. Ha ! let menever riſe, 

Kf that the brave Ziphares be not kill'd ! 

Was this the Cordial, wicked Boy, thou brought him? 
Mith, Blame not the guiltleſs, for by me he's poyſon'd: 

By this inhumane Tyrant, Monſter, Parricide , - 


By me the Drugs were mixt, and dol'd about 


To my unhappy Children, left ſurpriz'd, 

They ſhou'd be born to Rene for: Royal Slaves, 

Arch, Dead! art thou dead, Olovely Royal Plant, 
Blown down by guſty Heav'n, in all thy bloom! : - - 
My hour is come-z andthus I follow thee, 

Mith, Hold him.- What means the frantick General? . 
Diſarm, and bripg him hither. Kneel, O kneel, 
Before theſe v5 | | 

Arch. What wou'd you, ſacred Sir ? : 

Mith, Swear, ſwear to live. - 

I have a Royal Raceof Little Ones : oO 

Live, I Conjure thee, to defend thoſe Infants 

From Rowen Rage z intreat ViRtorious Pompey, 

And he'll be gentle to 'em : Swear to live. $ 
Arch, I ſwear , but after that q 2 
Mith, Riſe, and no more. 

My blood leaks faſt , and the great heavy lading, 

My Soul will quickly fink , therefore revenge : 

Yes, you hr toes ou moſt precious forms, 

Who, where you walk, for ſure you tread the Stars, 

Shame brighteſt Gods, andadd new light to Heav'n, 

Firſt, in moſt dreadful manner, will I give 

Thoſe Traytors lives, who drew meto your ruine; 

Hence, bura the Slaves, - the curs'd pelopides, 


And Villain Azdrever : away with 'em. 
For thee--(but ſure I ſhalldiſdain to-name thee) 
The Palace yet is ours, P77 


Arch 


*__ I nod 


mn BH Re ja, 4 .NMþ * _uU 
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King of PONTUS. 77 


Arch. But cannot long 
Be ſo : Ae ur the oc 15 —_ "— 
And thoſe who t gaQarts; allx&vo N 
Mith. Away ons » bear to the mi Ang 
Whole Aras /oner riſes above the =" 
In ſight of Pompey, throw him from the top, 
And give his mo aſpirin life an end; HT 
Phar, 1 know thou can{t'not long out-live me;Tyrant, | 
Accurs'd be Fortune, which roo forward:bore nie 
To be thy Prey , and rot the hand that ſeiz'd me: 
Yet, when my Ghoſt is from this body daſh'd, 
If ſucha Goblin as a Ghoſt therebe;- RET 
PIlriſe, and wing the mid-way Air to wait 7 denn 
Hurl'd ſhalt thou be, as Saturm was Fove, - VaÞ-1. 3YIY 
Andflag beneath me, while I reign above, - 
Mith, O General, behold, and wonder with me; 
How ſwiftly Fate can make,! or unmike Kings? 2 
| How empty is Death's Pompz — —ro_ Life!” hh 
Where now are all the buſie Officers; * ph hh IS 
Theſupple Courtiers, and big Men of War,” | 
That buſtled here, and made a little World ? ? 1001 
Revolted all: Support me, forgo, -- © He) 


My Soul is on the Beach, and ſtrait muſt lanch | LIENS end 
Into th* Abyſs of the black Sea of death; - AP a edgen 2c 
Where Furtes ſtand upon the ſmoaky Rocks; PAN 
Prepar'd to meet one greater than themſelves. 

Here, lay me bleeding by theſe murder'd Lovers; 

And, oh ! when I am dead, let Sorrowſtalk” 

In ſacred filence to m my gaping Tomb. * _ 

Forget that ever Mithridates was z 


Notongue relate the deeds this Hand has done, 

Let thought be ſtill, or work beneath the ground ! 

But oh he's come, cold Tyrant I 

And bug thy Dart that bears my Li J away, F[Dies, 


FIN1S. 
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Epilogit , by Mr.Drpen, 'off 


O've ſeen a Pair of, {eirhfel —_ F504 
And much you care , for:ynoſtefe Jyauopillc 
*T was 4 J#ſic. 
For, Heaw) n be thank'd, we ive.in [ucb un; ape. = 
» when no man dies for. Lowe buf on the Stage ©. |. W 
| And eV'n thoſe Martyxsigrt, but riot; 1 PIAYS 5 : 
A curſed ſign how much trae Faighecdy$4 01.53 « "IT wet). 
Love is 30. 907re 4 Vier deſire pih 7 UM [1151 8 | 


And women fight, like _ fo afar Pay.. 
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"Tis 4 meer Metaphor, ap IF _ 
1n all our Sex, the name e 
Is Pride, to gain nes tell : of 
In _— tis i hi Maar. , ot, exe 
Curſe on the Punk;tive 4 Ts ol, 
She firſt did wits .—— s Ds dil ene 
And made & Fool pref ume to prere 1 ove. 
Let Honour and Preferment vv for. 00s. 
But gloyious Beauty is not to e Me 1G} 
Or, if it be,"tis at agate; fhbighs. cf) os 1 
That nothing but adoring i S ole, 
Yet the rich Cullies may their £ ah og 
They parchaſe but ſophiſticated, DME C902 
- "Tis Prodigality that buys, adred pai 
where both the Giver, a =» 2-1 | 
Mem but refine on the ol oboe che i 
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TW 
HER GRACE 


DUTCHESS 


RICH M 0 ND. 


MADAM, 
T H E Reputation that this Play received on the Stage, 


. forme few Errors excepted, was more than I could well 

hope from ſo Cenſorious an Age, from whom I ask but 

ſo much neceſſary Praiſe as will ſerve, once or twice a 

*_ at moſt, to gain their good Company, and juſt keep me 
Ve. | 


There is not now that Mankind that was then, 
When gs the Sun and Man did ſeem to ſtrive 

( Foygt-Tenants of the World) who ſhould ſurvive : 
hes if a ſlow-pac'd Star had ftol'n away 

From the Obſervers marking, he might ſtay 

Two or three hundred years to ſee't agen, 
And then make up his Obſervation plain. Dr. Donn. 


AZ 


"The Epiſile' Dedicatory. 
For, *tis impoſſible in our limited Time ( and T bring his Opinion 
to-back my own, who is without comparifon the beſt Writer of 
the Age) to: preſent-our Judges a Poem half ſo perfeCt as we 
cou'd make it. I muſt acknowledge, Madam, with all humility, 
[: ought to have taken more time and more pains in-this 7ragedy, 
becaule it is dedicated to Your Grace, who being the beſt Judge, 
(and therefore. can when. You pleaſe make us tremble) yet with 
exceeding Mercy have pardon'd the defects of Theodoftus , and. 
given it Your entire Approbation. My Genius, Madam , was 
Your Favourite when the Poet was unknown, and openly re- 
ceiv'd Your Smiles before I had the Honour to pay Your Grace 
the moſt ſubmitſive Gratitude for ſo'illuſtrious and. advantageous. 
a ProteMfon. To let the World too know that Yow do not think. 
it beneath You to be officiouſly Good , even from extremeſt 
Heights to diſcern: the loweſt Creatures, and give them all the 
Nobleſt Influence You, can; You. brought Her Royal Highneſs 

juſt at thg'&xigent/Time, Whoſt ſingle Preſence on the Poet's day * 
is 2- Subſiſtence for him all the Year after. Ah, Madam, If all 
the ſhort-livd Happineſs that miſerable Poets can enjoy , con: 
ſiſt in Commendation onely ; nay, it the moſt part are content 
with Popular Breath, and, even for that are 'thankfull : how 
ſhall I expreſs my ſelf to Your Grace, who by a particular 
Goodneſs, rand \innate- Sweetneſs, meerly for the ſake of doing 
well, have thus raisd/m& above my ſelf. To have Your Gra- 
'ces' Favour, is, in''a word; to" have the Applauſe of the whole 
© Court;” who -arevits Nobleſt/Ornatnent, (magnificent and eternal 
Praiſe.” Something there! is1n Your Meen fo. much above thar 
we vulgarly c}| Charming, that to me it ſeems Adorable, and 
Your Preſenge almoſt Divine, whoſe dazling and Majeſtick Form. 
ISA fog ho en for the moſt clevated Soul: And let me 
tell the World, nay, fighing ſpeak it to a Barbarous Age (I can- 
not help calling it ſo, when I'think of Rome and Greece) Your 
extraordinary Love for 'Heroick. Poetry is not the leaſt Argu- 
ment to ſhew the Greatneſs of. Your Mind, and tulneſs of Per- 
fetion, To hear You ſpeak with that infinite Sweetneſs and 
Chearfulneſsof "Spirit that is ' nafural -to Your Grace, 1s, me- 
thinks to hear our Tutelar Angels; Tis to bemoan the preſent 
malicious 


T he Epiſile Dedicatory. 
malicious Times, and remember the Golden Ape : But to be. 


hold you too, is to make Prophets quite forget their Heaven,. 
and bind the Poets with eternal Rapture. 14977 


Fer pure and eloquent Blood 
Spoke in her Cheeks, and ſo diftinitly wrought, 
That one might almoſt ſay, her Body thought. 


Tou for whoſe Body God made better Clay, 
Or took Souls Stuff ſuch as ſhall late on, 
Or ſuch as needs ſmall change at the laſt day. Dr. Donn:. 


Ziphares and Semandra were firſt Your Graces Fayourites ; 
and though I ought not, Madam, to praiſe Your Wit by Your 
Judgment of my Painting, yet I muſt fay, Such Characters: 


_ every Dawber cannot draw. Tt has been-oftten obſerved againſt 


me, That I abound in ungovern'd Fancy ; but I hope the World. 
will pardon the Sallies of Youth : Age, Deſpondence, and Dul- 
neſs come: too. faſt of themſelves. I diſcommend no Man for 
keeping the beaten Road ; but I am ſure the Noble Hunters 
that follow the Game, muſt leap Hedges and Ditches fometimes, 
and run at all, -or never come-in- to- the fall of the Quarry. 


My comfort is, I cannot be ſo ridiculous a Creature to any 
Fg 


as I am to my ſelf: for, who ſhould know the Houſe fo- 


well as the Good Man: at home? who when his Neighbours: 
come to ſee him, ſtill ſets the beſt Rooms to view; and if he 
be not a wilful Aſs, keeps the Rubbiſh and Lumber in ſome: 
dark Hole, where nb body comes but himſelf, to mortifie at 
melancholy Hours: But how then; Madam, in this unſuitable 
. condition , how. ſhall I anſwer the infinite Honours 'and Obli- 
gations Your Grace has laid upon me ? Your Grace, who is: 
the moſt beautiful Idea of Love and Glory ; who, to that Di- 
vine Compoſition, have the nobleſt and belt-natur'd Wit in the 
World 2- All I can promiſe, Madam, and be able to perform, is, 
That Your Grace thall never ſce a Play of mine that ſhall give 
offence to Modeſty and Vertue ; and what I humbly offer tc- 
.the World, ſhall be of uſe at lealt, and I hope deſerve Imirati- 


ON : 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory; 
on : which is, or ought to be, I am ſure, the Deſign of all 
Tragedies and Comedies both Ancient and Modern. I ſhould 
*preſume to promiſe my ſelf too ſome Succeſs in things of this 
nature, if Your Grace (in whom the Charms of Beauty, Wir, 
and Goodneſs ſeem reconcil'd) at a leiſure Hour would con- 
deſcend to corre& with Your excellent Judgment, the Errors of, 


MADAM, 


Tour Graces moſt humble, 
moſt obedient, and 


devoted Servant, 


NAT.LEE. 


- © 6» _©) buin ww 


Theodofius. 
Varanes. 

Marcian. 

Lucius. 

Atticus, Chief Prieſt. 
Leontine. 

Chorus. 


Pulcheria. 


Athenais. 


Julia. 


- Delia. 
Attendants, Singers. 


The PERSONS. 


Mr. Betterton. 


' Mr. Bowman. 


The SCENE 


CONSTANTINOPLE. 


Mr. Williams. © 


Mr. Smith. 
Mr. Wiltſhire. 


Mr. Leitherfull. 


Mrs. Betterton. 
Mrs. Barry. 


PROLOGUE. 


PROLOGUE: 


| 1T toity owpreſt, anil at laſt withrage, 
\W Thus 65 ae, epi) the Ape. : 

What loads of Fame do modern Hero's bear, 
For an inglorious, long, and lazy War ? 

Ibo for ſome. Skirmiſh 'or - 4 {ee Retreat, 

(Not to be dragg d to Battle) are calÞd Great. 

But ob, what do ambitions States-men gain! 

Who into private Cheſts whole Nations drain? 

What ſums of .Gold they hoard is dayly known, 

To all mens coſt, and ſometimes to their own. 

Your Lawyer .toog.\thut (hikz wn O Yes bawls, : C 


That drowns #he_Mathst- Higler in the Stalls, 

That ſeenis begot, 'conceiu'd, and born in brawls 1 

Yet thrives : He and his crowd get what they pleaſe, 

Swarming all Term-tim? thro* the Strand like Bees, 

They buz at Weſtminſter, . and lye for Fees. ] 

The godly 100 their ways of getting have ; 

But none ſo much as your Phanatick, Knave : 

Wiſely the wealthieſt Lowvigs they refuſe, 

Who by the fatteſt Biſhopricks wow'd looſe 7 

Who with ſhort hair, large Ears, and ſmall blue Band, 

True Rogues, their own, not Gods Eleft, command. 

= Pigs then be profane+, but Broths allow\d,” © 
ofſets and Chriſtian Candles may be good, } 

Het helps to reinforce a Brothers blood; - 

Therefore each Female Saint he does. adviſe, 


With groans, and hums, and ha's, and gogling eyes, 
SES DIES RES, þ 
. W 6M, tranſported, Pont t rodhnd : 4 
' He mounts, and Len the Siſters round. 
On Poets onely no kind Star ere ſmilld; 

Curſt Fate has dami'd *%em every Mothers Child : 

Therefore be warns his Brothers of the Stage 

To write no more to an ingrateful age. 

Think what penurions Maſters you have ſeryd 
——Taſlo:a wad,ard noble Spencer ſtarod-: 

Turn then, whe ere thou art that canſt write well, 

Thy Ink to Gaul, and in Lampoons excell. 

For ſwear all honeſty, traduce the Great, 

Grow impudent, and rail againſt the State , 


—_ "me withifpteen, abroad thy Paſquils ſend, 

AV 5 LEI: [Libel-ſpreader for thy Friend: 
The Wit and Want of Timon point thy mind, 
And fer thy Satyr-ſubjett chuſe Mankind. 
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ACT I SCENE L 

A ſtately Temple, which repreſents the Chriſtian Religion, as in its firſ 
* Magnificence : Being but latey eſtabliſht at Rome and Conſtantinople. 
The fide Scenes ſhew the horrid Tortures with which the Roman Ty- 
rants perſecuted the Church-z and the flat Scene, which is the limit of 
the proſpe#, diſcovers an Altar richly adorn'd, before it Conftantine, 
ſuppos'd kneels, with Commanders about him,gazing at a bloody Croſs in 
the Aire, which being incompaſsd with many Angels, offers it ſelf to 
view; with theſe words diſtinttly written, (ln hoc ſigno vinces !) 1- 
ſtruments are heard, and many Attendants : The Miniſters at Divine 
Service, walk buſily up and down. Till Atticus the chief of all the 
Prieſts, and ſucceſſor of St. Chryſoſtom, in rich Robes, comes far- 
ward with the Philoſopher Leontine, The Waitersin ranks bowing all 
the way before him. 


* 


A Chorus heard at diſtance. - | | z 


Prepare, prepare ! the Rites begin, 
Let none unhallow'd enter in ;, 
The Temple with new Glory ſhines, 
* Agdorn the Altars, waſh the Shrines, 
| And purge the place from Sin. 


Attic. Leontine ! was-evet Morn like this, - 
() Since the Celeftial Incarnation dawn'd ? 
| think no Day ſince that, ſuch Glory gave 
To Chriſtian Aars, as this morning bt! _ 
eonts 


7 THEODOSIUS; 0+, 
Leont. Great Succeſſor of holy Chryſoſtom, 
Who now Triumphs-above a Saint of Honour, 
Next in degree to thoſe bright Sons of Heav'n ; 
Who-.never fell, nor ſtain'd their Orient Beams : 
What-ſhall I anſwer ? How ſhall 1 approach you 
Since 'my Converſion, which your breath inſpird ? 
- Attic. To ſee this Day, th” Emperour of the Eaſt, 
Leave all the pleaſures that the. Earth can yield, 
That Nature can beſtow, or Art invent; 
In his Life's ſpring, and bloom of gawdy years, 
To undergo the penance of. a Cloyſter, 
Confin'd.to narrow Rooms, .and. gloomy walks, 
Faſtings, and Exerciſes of Devotion, bs 
Which from his bed -at midnight- muſt awake him, 
Mcthinks, O Leontzne ! is ſomething more, 
Fhan yet Philoſophy-could ever reach. 
Leont. True, Atticus 5, you have amaz'd my reaſon. 
Attic. Yet more, to our- Religions laſtipg honour : 
Marina and Flavilla, two young Virgins, 
Fmperial born, caſt in the faireſt mould 
That e*re the hands of beauty form'd for Woman ; ., 
The Mirors'of our Court, where Chaſtity 
And Innocence might Copy ſpotleſs Luſker ; 
To Day with Theodoſizs leave the World. 
Leont. Methinks at ſuch a glorious reſignation, 
The Angellick Orders ſhould at. once deſcend, 
In all the Paint and Drapery of. Heav*n 
With: Charming Voices, and with. lulling ſtrings,. 
To give full grace to: ſuch Triumphant Zeal. . 
Attic, No; Leontine; I fear there is a fault-. 
* For whea I laſt confeſt :th** Emperour, 
Whether diſguſt and melancholly bloud, 
From reſtleſs Paſſſ6ns, urg?d not this Divorce: 
He only anſwer'd me with ſighs and bluſhes ; 
"Tis ſure his Soul: is of the tendereſt make : 
Therefore; Pl. tax .him ſtrictly ; but, my Friend, -. 
, Why ſhould I give his CharaQter to you, 
Who, when his Father ſent him into Perſia, 
Were by that mighty Monarch then. appointed * , 
To breed him. with his Son, the Prince Yaranes. 
Ltont., And what will raiſe your Admiration, is, . 
That two ſuch: different Tempers ſhould agree : 
You know that-- Theodoſins is compos'd 
Of all the ſoftneſs that ſhould make a Woman, 
Judgment almoſt like Fear . fore-runs his Actions 3 


\ 


The Force of Love. 


And he will poiſe an injury ſo long, 
As if he had rather pardon than revenge it : 
But the Young Perſian.Prince quite-oppolite, 
So Fiery fierce, that thoſe who view him nearly 
May fee his haughty Soul ſtill mounting in his Face ; 
'Yet did'I ſtudy.theſe fo different Tempers, 
Till I at laſt had form'd a perfeft Union, 
" As if two Souls did but inform one body, 
A friendſhip that may challenge all the World ; 
And at the proof be matchleſs. 
Attic. 1 long to read SR 
This Gallant Prince, who, as you have inform'd me, .. 
Comes from his Fathers Court to ſee our Emperor. 
Leon. So he intended till he came to . Athens ; 
And at my homely board beheld my Daughter; 
. Where, as Fate ordered, ſhe who neyer ſaw 
The Glories of a Court, bred up” to Books 
In Cloſets like a Sybill. She, 1 ſay, 
(Long ſince. from Peyſie brought by me to Athens !) 
UnskilPd in Charms, | but -thoſe which Nature gave her, 
Wounded -this ſcornful Prince: 1n ſhort,” he forc'd me 
To wait him hither, with deep proteſtations 
Fhat Moment that bereft him of the ſight 
-Of Athenais, gave him certain Death. 


Enter Varanes, and Athanais. - 


But ſee my Daughter honoured with-his preſence. 
Vara. *Tis ſtrange! O Athenais | wondrous, all 
Wondrous the Shrines, and wonderful the Altars / 
The Martyrs, though but drawn in painted Flames, 

Amaze me with the Image of vheir ſuff*rings : 

Saints Canoniz'd that .dar*d the Roman Tyrants. 

Hermits that liv'd in Caves, and fed with Angels. 

By Oroſmades, it is wondrous all ; 

That bloody Croſs, in yonder Azure Sky, 

Above the Head of kneeling Conſtantine, 

Inſcrib'd about with Golden Characters: 

; Thou ſhalt or e-come in this. If it be true, 

I ſay again, by Heay*n 'tis wond'rous ſtrange. 
Athen. Q Prince ! if thus Immagination ſtirs you, 

A. fancy. rais'd from Figures in dead Walls, 

How would the Sacred breath of Azticus 

Inſpire your Breaſt, purge all your: droſs away, 

And drive this. Athenais from your Soul, 

I 2 


4 THEODOSIUS; 0, 
To make a Virgin room, whom yet the mould 
Of your rude Fancy cannot comprehend. 

V ara. What ſays my Fair? Drive Arhermss froth me : 
Start me not into Freifzy, leſt I rail 
At all Religion, and fall out with Heavin: - 
And what is ſhe! alas! that ſhould ſupplant thee? 
Were ſhe the Miſtreſs of the World, as fair 
As Winter Stars, or Summer ſetting Suns, 
And thou ſet by in Nature's plaineſt Dreſs, 
With that chaſt modeſt look when: firſt I ſaw thee, 


The Heireſs of a poor Philoſopher, [Recorders ready to flonyiſh. 


I ſwear by all 1 wiſh, by all I love, 
Glory and Thee, I would not loſe a thonght, 
Nor caſt an Eye that way, but ruſh to thee, 
To theſe loy'd:arms, and loſe my. felf for ever. 
Athenais. Forbear, my Lord. 
Vara- O cruel Arhenais ) 
Why doſt thou put me off; whor pine to death ? 
And thruſt' me from -thee when 1 would approach thee ?- 
Can there be ought _— ?- Curſe thet! thy birth-right, 
Thy, glorioas-Titles and ill-fuited Greatneſs, 
Since Athenais ſcorns thee: Take apain 
Your ill-tim'd Honours, take *&tn, take 'em Gods ! 
And- change me to ſome humble Villager, 
If ſo at-leaſt-for toils at ſcorching Noon, 
In mowing Meadows, or in -teaping Fields, 
At night ſhe will but crown me with a- ſmile, 
Or reach- the boanty of hr: hand:to dleſs me. | 
Athen, Whzn Princes ſpeak, their. SubjeCts ſhould be ſilent, . 
Yet with humility I would demand 
Wherein appears my ſcorn, or my averſion ?. 
Have I.not for your ſake abandond home, . 
Where I had vow?d to ſpend my calmer days ?- 
BY you p-rhaps imagine it/bur little 
| poor Maid to follow you abroad, 
Eſpecially the Daughter of: old ZLeontine, 
Yet I'muſt'tell you Prince 
Varas. 1 cannot*bear 
Thoſe Frowns : I have offended; but: forgive me. 
For who, Athenais; that is toſs'd | 
With fuch tempeſtnous tydes of love as I | 
Can ſteer a ſteady courſe. Retire, my Fairs [Recorders flouriſh: 
Hark ? the Solemaities are now beginning, 
And Theodoſins comes: Hide, hide thy Charins, 
If to his clouded Eyes ſuch Day ſhould breaks 


The 


— 
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The Force of Line.” 
The Royal Youth who dotes to Death for Love, 
} fear would forfeit all his Vows to Heav'n, 


5 


And fix upon thy World, thy World of Beauty. [Exentt. - 


Enter Theodofſius leading Marina and Flavilla (4! three 
dreft in white) "followed by Pulcheria. 


Theo. Farewell, Pulcheria ! and I pray no: more: 
For all thy kind Complaints. are loſt upon me, 
Haye I not ſworn the world and I muſt part ? 
Fate has proclain'd it, therefore weep no more, 
Wound not the tendereſt part of Theodoſius, 
My yielding Soul, that would expftre in Calms ! 
Wound me not with thy tears, and I will tell thee, 
Yet e're 1 rake my laſt farewell for ever, 
The Cauſe of all-my ſufferings : O, my Siſter ! 
A bleeding heart, the ſtings of pointed Love, 
What Conſtitution ſoft as mine can bear ? 
Pulch. My Lord, my Emp*rour, my deareſt Brother, 
Why all this-while did you conceal it from me? 
Theo. Becauſe 1 was aſham'd to own my weakneſs, 
T knew thy ſharper wit, and- ſtricter Wiſdom, _ 
Would dart Reproofs, which I could not etidure. 
Draw near, O, Atticus! and mark me well, 
For never yet did my EY 
Unlaid this weighty Secret npon him, 
Nor groan a ſyllable of her Oppreflion. | 
' Attic. Concealment was a fault, bur ſpeak at large, 
Make bare the Wound, and T1 wilt pour in Balth. 


Theed. *Tis Folly all, and fondneſs —— O, Remembrafce ! 


Why doſt thow-open thns my: Wound again, - '* 

And from my heart call down thofe warmer drops 
That make me dye with ſhame? Hear then, Pulcheria? 
Some few preceding days before 1 left | 

The Perſian Court, hunting one morning eatly,. 

I loſt my ſelf and all rhe Company: | 
Still wandring on as Fortune would ditet me, 74 
I paſt a Rivulet, and alighted: in | 

The ſwceteſt Solitude I ever ſaw; 

When ſtreighr, as if Enchantment had been there; - 
Two charming Voices drew me till I-came 

Where divers Arbours over-lookt the River. 

Upon the Ofier Bank two Wometrfate, 

Who when their Song was ended talkr to orte, 

Who bathing ſtood far in the Cryſtal ftroam. 


But 


..6 THEODO SIU S.z Or, 
- "But oh what thought can,'paint that fair perfeCtion, 
Or give a glimps of:ſuch};a.Naked; Glory! ic 
Not. Sea-born Yenus,, in: the Courts beneath, | 
'When' the green Nymphs firſt kiſs'd her Coral lips, 
All poliſh, fair, and-waſht with Orient Beauty, - 
Could in my dazling.,.Fancy match her brightneſs. 
Attic. Think where you are? 
Theo. O ! Sir,.yop mult forgive.me; 
The chaſt Enthuſiaſtick Form appears, | 
As when I ſaw her ; yet | ſwear Palcheria, 
"Had cold Diana been a looker on, 
She muſt have *prais'd the Virtnes of the Virgin, 
The Satyrs could not grin, for ſhe was vail'd: & 
Nothing Immodeſt, from her naked boſom | 
Down to her knees the Nymph was wrapt in Lawn : 
But oh for me ! fer me, that was too mnch' - 
Her legs, her Arms, her Hands, her Neck, .her Breaſts, 
So hicely aps, ſo matchleſs in their Luſter ! 
'Such all-perfection, that 1 took. whole draughts 
Of killing Love, and.ever ſince haye languiſkt -» 
With lingring ſurfeits of her Fatal Beauty! . - 
Alas! too fatal ſure! Oh Atticus / 
-Forgive me, for my ſtory now .is done,. 
The Nymph was dreft, and with her two Companions, 
Having deſcry?d-me,' ſhriekt and fledaway, 
Fanning me motionleſs, till Leoptine, WG 
h? Infſtruter of my Yauth, .by chance came in, 
And wak'd me from the wonder that .extranc*'d- me. 
Attic. Behold, my Lord, .the man whom you have nam'd, 
The Harbinger of Prince Yarares bere. 
Theod. O Leontint! ten thouſand Welcomes meet thee ; 
Thou Foſter Father of my tender Youth, 
Who rear%d .the Plant, and: prun'd it with ſuch care 
How fhall 1 look upon Thee, who.am fallen 
- all the ,Principles of manlier Reaſon 
y thee infus'd to more than womans weakneſs ? 
- Now by the Majeſty. Divine . that aws 
This ſacred place,*I ſwear you muſt not Kneel: 
And tell me, for I have a thouſand things 
To ask thee; where, where is my God-like Friend ? 
Is he arriv'd, and ſhall 1 ſee his face | 
Before I am Cloiſter'd from the World for ever ? 
Leont. He comes, my Lord, with all the expecting joys 
-Of a young promis'd Lover, from his Eyes 
Big hopes look forth, and boiling fancy forms 
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Nothing but Theodeſine ſtill before him z 

His thought, his every. word, 'is Theodoſiwe. 
Theo. Yet, Leontine, yet anſwer me-once more. 

With tremblings I demand thee, ' 

Say--- haſt thou-ſeen- ? Oh, has that Heav*aly form- 

Appear'd to thee again ? ' Behold#be's dumib': x 

Proceed then - to the Solemn laſt farewell, 

Never was man ſo willing, - and prepar*d- 


Enter Varanes, Aranthes, Attendants. 


Vara. Where is my Friend! oh where. is my belov'd, - -. 
My Theedoſixs ! point him -out ye Gods, [1:12 93 
That I may preſs him dead-betwixt my: Arms 3 
Devour him thus with 'over-haſty Joyes, 

That Languiſh at his Breaſt, quite out of breath; }.. 
And cannot utter more. [. 45] 

Theo. Thou _— piegſare {> +. : 1: £1 
And greateſt bleſling that kind Heawn could ſend, 
To glad my parting-Soul,: a thouſand welcomes ! : - 
O when I look on thee, new ſtarts of - Glory 
Spring in my breaſt, and with a backward bound' 

I run the Race of luſty Youth again. | 

Vara. By Heav*n-it joyes me - too, when | remember 71. 
Our thouſand paſtimes, - when we borrow'd Names;' : 
Alcides, 1, and thou my deareſt Theſeus,.; 37 35 av! 
When through the Woods, we chac'd the' foaming Boar, 
With Hounds that open'd like Theſſalsar Bulls, | 
Like Tygers flu'd,- and-ſanded as the ſhore, _. | 
With Ears, and Cheſts, that daſht the morning. Dew: - - 
Driv*n with the ſport, : as ſhips are toſt- in-ſtorms, - 
We ran like Winds, and -matchleſs was our. Courk 3 3 * 
Now ſweeping o're the limit of a Hill 4 b:.g 4 
Now with a full Career come thund”ring. down: 

The precipice! and ſweat along .the Vale. - - {7 © 
Theod. O glorious time ! and. when-the gathering Clouds'+_ ;! 
Have call'd us home z. fay, - did -we-reſt my;Brother ?. ', +: -*-,! 
When on the Stage to the admiring, Court -; | 1 

VVe ſtrove to repreſent Alcides fury, _ k 

ln all that raging heat, aad. pomp. of madneſs, | 

With which the ſtately Seneca adorn'd him; - 

$0 lively drawn. and :painted.with ſuch horrory-,, 

That we were forc'd to-give it o're, fo lowd; . -: -; 

' The Virgins ſhriek'd, fo faſt they dy'd. away. ---, 
Vara. My Theodoſins itil 5 *tis- my lov'd Brother; + | 


$ THEQDROSIUS, 0, 
And by the Gods wee'l fee: ithots tices ageniy 
Why then has rumour»mrong'tl thee, that reported, 
Chriſtian Enthufalm: bad.cbarnrd/ thee: from us; ' 
That drawn by Prieſts, and work'd by Metanchally, 
Thou badſt laid-the/galdet Reins: of Empire down, = 
And ſworn thy ſelf.a/Yotary-fwblevet!? 1 oo 
Theod. *Tis almoſt true y- and had —_— arriv'd, 
The ſolemn buſineſs hadiby -this been d. 
This I have made the-Empreſs of the Eaſt, 
My elder Siſter:;:;Thele with me. retire, 
Devoted.to the Pow'r whom we adore. | 
V ara.  WtuicBopc:is that that mevits ſick Oblations ? 
I thought the Sun more great and ploriovs, ' -- 
Than any that exenmmingied with'-the Gods 
Yet even to him my Father never offer'd 
More -than a Hecatomb of Bulls and Horſes: * 
Now by thoſe goldea Beams, that glad the'Workd, 
I ſwear it is too much : For oke 'vF theſe, iti 
But half ſo bright5? our "God wollt1drive ine more, 
He'd leave the darkn*d- Globe, and} is ſome Cavs © 
Iojoy ſuch Charms fort ever. | 
Attic. My Lord," /forbear? - . - - 
Such Language does, not ſuit with our'Devotion : - 
Nothing Prephane muſt dareoto © murmur here, 
Not ſtain the hgllow*d-Beauties''of the place, 
Yet thus far we muſt yiel:' "The Emperor 
Is not eqpogh prepar'd''ts leave-the World. 
Vara. Thus low, moſt Reverend of this facred place, 
I kneel for pardon, -and am half Converted, 
By your permiſſigit that ay! Theodoſias 
Return to my*-Entbtraces;':<O-my Brother ! 
Why doſt thou droop, 2there -will- be time enough 
For Pray'c and Faſting, and Religioiis Vows; 
Let us enjoy, while yet thou art my-own, 
-Adl the Magnificence of 'Eaſtern Courts ; 
I hate £60 walk-a lazy. life away: - -- 
Let's run the: Rav” which Fate? has ſet before us, 
And poſt to the Darki Goal. ' 
Theo. Cruel Deſtiny ! 
Why am not I thus to0?--O my Varares! 
Why are theſe coſtly Diſhes ſet 'before me? 
Why do theſe ſonid3'6f pleafure ferike my Ears ? - 
Why are theſe Joys-brenght co my' ſick remembrance; 
Who have no appetite ;- byt: am ro- ſenſe, 
From Head to Foot,' all- a dead palfie o're ? 
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The Force of Love. 
Vara. Fear not, m Friend / all ſhall be well again : 
For [ have th . ways, 2nd thouſand: ſtories 
To raiſe thee up to pleaſure, we'll nnlock 
. Our faſteſt ſecrets, ſhed .vpon each other. 

Our tendereſt Cares, and quite unbar thoſe doors, 
Which ſhall be ſhat to all Mankind beſide. ' 


Attic. Siletice And Reverence- are the Temples dues : 


Therefore while we purſue the Sacred Rites 
Be theſe obſerv'd, or quit, the awful place... 
- Imperial Siſters, now twin-ſtars of Heay'n, 
# Anſper the Succeſlor of Chryleſtom, 

| leaſt Reſervation anſwer me, . 
By thoſe harmonious Rules [ charg'd ye learn. - 


Atticus Sings. 


Attic. Canſt thou, Marina, leave the World, 
The World that is Devotions. bane 
Where Crowns are toſt, and _Scepters buyld., 
Where Luſt and proud Ambition Reign ? 


L Prieſt. Can you your coſtly Robes forbear, 
To live with us in poor attire, 
Can you from Courts to Cells yepair, 
To ſing «t midnight in our Quire ? 
3 Prieſt. Can you forget your golden Beds, 
Where you might ſleep beyond the morn, 
On Matts to lay your Royal heads, 
And have your beautions Treſſes ſhorn ? 


Attic. Can you reſolve to faſt all day, 
| And weep and groan to be . forgin'n, 
Can you in broken ſlumbers prays 
And by affiiftion merit Heav'n | 


Chor. Say , Votaries, can this be done, 
While we the grace Divine implore, 
The world has loſt, the battel's won, 
And ſin ſhall never charm ye more * 


Marina The gate t6 bliſs ' does open ſtand, * 
Sig5- And all m pennance' is in view, > 
The world uport the othtr hand 
Cries ont, O. do not bid adieu | 
GC 


/ 


Tet 


'THEODOSIVUS; 0, 
Tet, Sacred Sir, miheſe extreams, 
Where, Pomp. and Pride their glories tell ;, 
Where Youth «nd. Beauty are the Themes, 
And plead their moving Cauſe ſo welt. 


If ought that's vain my thoughts poſſeſs, 
Or any Paſſions. govern here,. 4 
But what divinity may bleſs : 
O may I never enter. there! 

Flavilla What what can Pomp or. Glory do; 

Sings. Or what-can humane Charms per ſwade, . 
That mind that has a Heav'n in view,.. 
How can it be by Earth betray'd\ 


No Monarch full of Touth and Fame, 

The Joy cf Eyes, and Natures Pride, 
Should once my ary an from Heaven. Reclaim ; 
Though now he woo'd. me for his Bride, 


Haſte then, Ob haſte ! and take us in, 
For ever lock Religion's Door, 

Secure us from the Charms of ſin, - 
Hnd let us ſee the World no more... 


Attic. Hark! hark! behold the Heavenly Quire, 

Sings. They cleave the' Air in bright attire, 
And ſee his Late each Angel brings, 
And bark, Divinely thus. he Sings | 
'To the Pow'rs. Divine; all glory be goven,: 
By men upon Earth, and Angels in Heaven. 


. 
” 
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' Scene ſbuts, and all the Prieſts with Marina; andFlav. diſgppea- 


 Pulch. For ever gone! for ever parted from me ! 
O Theodoſins, till-this cruel moment 

I never knew how tenderly 1 lov'd 'em;; 

But on this everlaſting-ſeparation | 
Methinks -my Soul has left me, and my Time, 

Of diſſglution points. me to the Grave. 

Theo. O my Faranes; does not now thy temper” E. 
Bate ſomething of it's Fire? doſt thou.not melt | \ 
In meer Compaſſion of my Siſters Fate, .. | 
And cool thy ſelf with one. relenting thought. 
ara. Yes, my dard Soul rowls inward, melancholly 
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Which I ne *re felt before, now comes upon me; 
And I begin to loathe all human greatneſs. 

Oh! ſigh not then, nor thy hard Fate-deplore; 

For *tis reſoly'd, we will be Kings no more: 

We'll fly all Courts, and Love ſhall. be our guide, - 
Love, that's more worth than all the world beſide. 
Princes are barr'd the Liberty to Roam, 

The fetter'd mind till languiſhes at home; 

In golden bands ſhe treads the thoughtful round, 
Buſineſs and Cares eternally abound. 

« And when for Air the Goddeſs would unbind, 
<« She's clogg'd with Scepters, and to Crowns confin'd. [Exeunt. 
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ACT.IL SCENEL 


Enter Pulcheria, Julia, Attendants. 


 Pulch, Heſe Packets for the Emperour -Honorius, 

7 : T Be ſwift, let the Agent haſte to Rome—— 
: I hear, my Zalia, that -our General 
- Ts from the Goths return'd with Conqueſt home. 
' Fl. He is; to day 1 ſawhimin the preſence, 
F Sharp to the Courtiers, as he ever was : 
F- Becauſe they went not with him to the Wars. 
FF To you he bows and ſues'to kiſs your hand. 
-  Pulch. He ſhall, my deareſt Falia; oft I have told thee 
The ſecret of my Soul ; if e're I marry, 
Marciar's my Hushand, he is a man, my F«lia, 
Whom I have ſtudy'd long, and found him perfect : 
_ Old Rome at ev*ry glance looks through his eyes, 

* And kindles the beholders : Some ſharp Atomes 
# Run through his Frame, which I could wiſh were out. 
- He ſickens at the ſoftneſs of the Emperour, 

And ſpeaks too freely of our Female Court ; 
Then ſighs, comparing it with what Rowe was. 


Enter Marcian, and Lucius. 


"Pitch. Ha! Who are theſe that dare prophane this place, 
With more than barb'rous inſolence ? 
Marc. At your Feet, 
Behold I caſt the ſcourge of theſe Ofndere ) 
2 


. 


12 THEODOSIUS; or, 
And kneel to kiſs your Hand. 
_ Pulc. Put up your Sword, 
And e*re I bid you welcome from the Wars, 
Be ſure -you clear -your Honour of this rudeneſs; 
Or Marcian leave the Court. 
Marc. Thus then, Madam, - 
- \ The Emperour receiv'd me with affeCtion, 
*Embrac'd me for my Conqueſts, and retir'd ; 
When on a_ ſudden all the Guilded Flies 
That buz about the Court came flutt'ring round me: 
This with affeted Cringes, and minc*d Words, 
Begs me to tell my: Tale of Victories; 
Which done, he thanks me, flips behind his fellow, 
Whiſpers him in the Ear, then ſmiles and liſtens, 
While I relate my Story once again: 
A third comes in and asks me the ſame favour; 
Whereon they Jaugh, while 1 ſtill ignorant 
Go on; but one behind, more impudent, 
Strikes on. my ſhoulder ; then they laught out-right, T -- 
But then I gueſſing the abuſe too late, | 
Return'd my Knight behind a box o'th? Ear; 
Then drew, and briefly told ?em they were Raſcals. 
They laughing ſtifl 'cry'd out the General's muſty,. 
Whereon I drove%em, Madam, as you ſaw: Fi 
This is in ſhort the Truth, 1 leave the Judgment. x 
To your own Juſtice, if I have doneil},, «$2.20 
Sentence me and Pll leave the Court for ever. "% 
Pulcb. Firſt you are welcome, Marcian, from the Wars ; 
And ſtill when e're occaſion calls for Arms, 
Heay*'n ſent th* Emperer & General 
Renoxwn'd as Marcian; as to what is paſt 
| think the World will rather praiſe than cenſure 
Pulcheria, when ſhe pardons you the action. | 
Marc. Gods ! Gods ! and thou great Founder: of old Rome! '" 
What is become of all that mighty Spirit, 
That rais'd our Empire to a pitch ſo high? 
Where is it pent? What but Almighty Power 
Could thus confine it, that but ſome - few Atoms 
Now run through all the Eaſt and Occident ? 
Pulc. Speak calmly, Marcian, — 
Marc. Who can be temperate; 
That thinks as | do, Madam? Why here's a fellow, 
I have ſeen him fight _ a Troop of Vandals 
In your defence, as if he Joy'd to bleed: 
Come to my arms, my Dzar ! Thou canſt not talk, 


mt» — » OO o& 


* 


But 


The Force of Love 


But haſt a Soul above the proudeſt of %m. 
O Madam! when he has been all over blood, 

And hackt with wounds that ſeem'd to mouth his praiſes 

I haye ſeen him ſmile ſtil} as he puſht death from him, ; 

And with his aCtions rally diſtant Fate. 

Pulch. He has a noble Form. 

Marc. Yet ev'n this man, ww 
That foughe ſo i in his Countries Cauſe, 

This excellent man, this Morning in the preſence 
Did I ſee wrong'd before the Emperor, 

Scorn'd and deſpis'd becauſe he could not Cringe, 
Nor plant his feet as fome of them could do. 
One ſaid his Cloaths were not well made; and damn'd 
His Taylor Another ſaid he look*d 

As if he had not loſt his Maiden-head. 

If things are ſuffer*d to be thus, down all 
Authority, Preeminence;-Degree and Vertue. 

' Let Rome be never mention'd, no, in the Name 
'-.-Of all the Gods, be ſhe forgotten ever. | 
Effeminate _ Perſians, and the_ Lydian ſoftnefs, 

- Make all your Fights, Marcian ſhall out no more ; 
” For by my Arms it makes a Womar of me; 

” And my ſwoln eyes fun ore to think this worth, 
This fuller Honour than the whoſe Court: holds, 
Should be ridiculous to Knayes and Fools}... 
Should ſtarye for want” of what is neceſſary *© 
To Life's Convenience. When luxurious Bawds 
Are {o &'re-grown with Fat, and Cram'd with Riot, 
That they can hardly walk without an Engine. 

Pulch. Why did you not inform the Emperor ? 

Marc. Becauſe he will not hear me : Alas,” good man.! . 
He flies from this bad World, and till when' Wars rt 
| And dangers come,. he runs to his Deyotions, + 
To your new thing, I know not what you call it, 
Which Conſtantine began. EE: DOI 
Pulch.. How, Marcian! are not you of that | 
Religion which the Emperour owns? 

Marc. No, Madam, if you'll fee my naked thought, 
| am not of their Principle that take oO ND 
A wrong ; ſo far from hearing withy a Foe- 

I would ſtrike firſt, like ol Rome; 1 wou'd forth,” 
Elbow the neighbouring 'Nations round. about, .' 
Invade, enlarge. my Empire to the bounds ' 70 ry 

Of the too narcow Univerie. Ves, 1 own ©, 

That I deſpiſe your holy Innovations. | 


THEODOSIUS; 0r, 


if for the Roman-Gods, for Funerall - Piles, - 

For mounting Eagles, and the fancied goacneſs, 
of our Fore-Fathers.  Methinks my heated Spirit 
Cou'd utter things. worth loſing of my Head. i 

Pulch. Speak freely, Marcian, for I know thee honeſt. 

Marc. O, madam : long,long, may the Emperour live ; 
But I muſt ſay his gentle diſpoſition 
Suits not : Alas! the Oriental ſway : 

Bid him but look on Pharamond;, O Gods ! 
Awake him with the Image. of that Spirit, 

Which like a Pyremiq reverit is grown, 

Eva from a point to. the, molt dreagſyl greatneſs 5 
His very name already ſhakes the World, 

And ſtill in perfon heading, his fierce Squadrons, 
Like the firſt Ceſar o're the hardy - Gals, 

'-He ſeems another Thunderbolt of War. 

Pulch. 1 oft have blam'd my Brother moſt for this, 
That to my hand he leaves the State-affairs, | 
And how that ſounds you know—— 

Marc. Forgive me, Madam; __.. _ 

T' think that all the greatneſs of your Sex, 
Rome's Clelia, and the fam'd Semiramss, 
-, With all th' Amazonian valour too 
Meet in Pulcheria; ,yet.I ſay forgive me, - 
If with reluctance I behold a- Woman. - . 
Sit at the Empires Helm, and. ſteer ,the. World. 
Pulch, 1 ſtand Rebuk'd—— . : 

Marc. Mark but the growing French, 

The moſt anſpicious Omen of their greatneſs, 

That I can can gueſs, is their, late Sdlique Law, 

Bleſt by their Prieſts, the Salij, and pronounc'd 

To ſtand for ever ; which excludes all Women 

From the Imperial Crown: - But, oh! I ſpcak 

The leaſt of all thoſe infinite grievances, 

Which make the Subjefts murmur: In the Army, 

Tho? I proceeded ſtill like Hannibal, ; 

And puniſht'ev*ry Mutineer with | death z 

Yet, oli! it Rabb'g yo through and: through the Soul 

To paſs the Wretches Doom, becauſe I knew 

With Juſtice they complain'd ; for hard they fought, 

And with their blood earn'd that forbidden Bread, 

Which ſome at Court, and, great ones, though un-gam'd, 

Caſt totheir Hounds, while the, poor Sobldier's ſtary'd —— 
F#{ch. Your pity too in_mourntul fellowſhip, | 

No doubt might footh their murmurs.. 1 Fo 
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Mare. Yes, it did, 
That 1 might put ?em once again in' heart. 
I-faid *twas true, the Emperour wasy'to' blame, 
| Who dealt too coldly with bis faithful Servants, 
And paid their great Arrears by ſecond hands : 
[ promis'd too, when we return'd to Court, 
Things ſhould be mended 
But how! oh Gods ! —_ my blood this Tranſport ! 
To the Eternal ſhame of Female Councils!  . 
And to the blaſt of Theodoſins Name, 
Whom never Warlike Chronicle ſhall mention ? 
O let me ſpeak it with a Rowan Spirit, 
We were Teceiv*d like undone Prodigals, 
By curſt ungrateful Stewards, with cold looks; 
Who yet got all by thoſe poor wretches ruin. 
Like MalefaCtors at the hands of Juſtice . 
T bluſh, -1 almoſt weep with burſting rage: 
If thus receiv'd, how paid our long Arrears ?” 
Why as intruſted Miſers pay the Rights 
\ Of helpleſs Widdows or the Orphans tears. 
© Souldier, for to thee, to thee 1 ſpeak it, 
_ Baw'ds for the drudgery of Citizens Wives, 
Would better pay debilitated Stallions. 
Madam, I have ſaid perhaps too much ; if ſo,- 
It matters not, for he who lyes like me 
On the hard ground, is ſure to fall no further. 
Pulch. 1 have given you pa tient hearing, honeſt Marciarn ! 
And far as I can ſee into your temper, 
I ſpeak my ſerious Judgment in cold blood, 
With ſtricteſt Conſultation on the matter 
I think this ſeeming plain and honeſt Marcian;, 
An exquiſite and moſt notorious Traytor. 
Marc. Ha ! Traytor ! 
Pulch. Yes, a molt notorious Traytor. 
Marc. Your Grand Father, whoſe Frown could awe the World, - 
Would not have call'd me ſo——or if he had 
Pelch. You would have taken it———But to the buſineſs, 
Was*r not enough! Oh Heaven! Thou know'ſt, too much / 
At firſt to own your ſelf an Infidel, 
A bold Contemner, even to Blaſphemy, 
Of that R-ligion which we all profeſs, 
For which your hearts beſt blood can ne're ſuffice: 
But you muſt dare with a ſeditious Army, 
Thys to- conſpire againſt the Emperour ; 
| mention not your Impudence to me, 


Tax-- 


L THEODOSIUS; Or, 
*Taxing the folly of my Governmerit 22) 
Ev'n to my Face : Such An, irreverence,- , _ 
As ſure no barb'rous: Hand would haye -urg'd; 
Beſide your libelling all the, Court, as if 

You had engrolt the whole Worlds koneſty.: 
And Flatterers, Fools, Sycophants, Knaves, 
Such was your ladguage, did inhabit here,  -- 
Marc. You. wreſt my IE by the Gods 
You do, and if you- thus.go on, | feel - * | 
My ſtruggling ſpirit will no longer bear it. 
Pulch. | thought the meaning ' of: all' rational men 
' Should ſtill be gather'd-ont of their Diſcourſe, 
Nor are you ſo imprudent_ without thinking | 
To vent ſuch words, , tho' now you fain would hide it, 
You find the .guilt and bawk-the- accuſation : 
But think not you ſhall fcape fo eaſily ! 
_ more 1 do confront you as a Traytor; 
nd as I am entruſted with full pow'r, 
Diveſt you, in the Name. of \Theodoſcns, 
Of all your Offices, Commiſſions, Honours, 
Command you leave the Court within three Days, 
Loyal, plain-dealing, honeſt Marcin. 
Marc. Gods! Gods! . 
Puls, What now-! ha! doesthe Traytor murmur ? 
If in three days! mark- me; ?tis, I that-doom thee ! 
. Raſh inconſiderable man, a Wretch beneath | 
The Torments 1 cou'd execute upon thee! - 
If after three Days ſpace thonr*t found in Court, | 
 .* _ Thou dy'ſt ! thy head, thy head ſhall pay the forfeit: 
' Farewell: Now rage ! now rail and Curſe the Court ; 

Sawcily dare to. abuſe the beſt of Princes, 

And let thy lawleſs Tongue laſh all it can; 

Do, like a madman rave |! deplore thy Fortune, 

While Pages laugh at thee. Then haſte to the Army, 

Grow popular, and lead the multitude : 

Preach up thy wrongs, and drive the giddy Beaſt 

To kick at Ceſar. Nay, if thou weep'it I am gone, 

O Fulia! if I ſtay, 1 ſhall weep too. 

Yet ?tis but juſt that I the heart ſhould” ſee 
Of him who once myſt Lord it over me. 

| [Ex. Pulcheria, C&c- 
Luc. Why do you droop, Sir——Come no more o' this, 

You are and ſhall be ſtill our General : , 

Say but the Word, 1] fill the Hyppodrome 
With Squadrons that ſha}l make'the Emp'ror tremble; 
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"Well fire the. Court about his Ears. 
Methinks like Funins Brutus I have watcht 
An Opportunity, and now it comes! 

' Few words -and 1 are friends; but, noble Marcian, 

- '- If yet thou art not more than General, 

_ » Fre dead of Night, ſay Lucins is a Cowatd. 

Marc. | charge thee, in the name of all the Gods, 
Come baCtk. 1 charm thee by the name of Friend, 
AIPs well, and I rejoyce I am no General. 

But huſh! within three days we muſt .begon, 

And then, my Friend, farewell toCeremony. 

We'll fly to: ſome far diſtant 18nely Village, 

Forget our former ſtate, and breed with flaves. 
Sweat in the Eye of day, and when night comes, 

With bodies courſely filld and vacant Souls, 

+ - Sleep like the laboured Hinds, and never think ; 

For if I think again I ſhall go mad. 


Enter Leontine and Athenais, &c- 


Therefore no thought. But ſee, we are interrupted! 
O Court ! O Emperor ! yet let Death Threaten, 
Il find a time. Till then be ſtill my Soul——— 
No General now: A member of thy Country, 
But moſt corrupt, therefore to be cut oft, 
Loyal, plain-dealing, honeſt Marciar ! 
A Slaye, a Traytor! O ye Eternal Gods 
Leon. So, , Athanais.! now our Complement 
To the young Perſian 'Prince is at an end, 
What then remains but that we take our leave, 
And bid him everlaſtingly Farewell? - 
Athen. My Lord! | 
Leon, I ſay that decency requires 
. We ſhould begon, nor can you ſtay with Honour. 
Athen. Moſt true, my Lord. 
Leon. The Court is now at peace, 
The Emperors Siſters are retired for ever, 
Andhe himſelf compos'd, what- hinders then , 
But that we bid adieu to prince Yaranes? 
Athen. Ab, Sir, why will you break my heart? 
Leon. | would not 
nou art the only comfort of my age; 
Like an old. Tree 1 ſtand among the ſtorms, 
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Thou art the only Limb that | have left me: ['She Kneels. 


My dear green branch, and how I prize thee, Child, 
bb D 


Hea- 
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Heaven only knows ; why dolſt cha kneel and weep ? 

Athen. Becauſe you are ſo good, and. will I hope 
Forgive my fault, who firſt occaſion'd it. | 

Leon. 1 chargd thee to receive and hear the Prince. 

Athen. You did, and Oh, my Lard! I heard too much ! 
Too much I fear for my eternal quiet. 

Leon. Riſe, Athenais ! Credit him who bears 
More years than thou: Farares has deceiv'd thee. 

Athen. How do we dlifer then? You judge the Prince 
Impious and baſe ; while I take Heaven ta witneſs, 
I think him the moſt Vertuous of men: | 
Therefore take heed, my Lord, hbw you accuſe him 
Before you make the Tryal; Alas, Yaranes, 
If thou art falſe, there's no ſach thing on Earth 
As ſolid goodneſs, or ſubſtantial Honour. 
A thouſand times, My Lord, he has ſworn to give me 
(And believe his Oaths) his. Crawn and Empire ; 
That day I make him Maſter of my Heart. 

Leon. That day helt make: thee Miſtreſs. of his power, 
Which carries a foul name among the Vulgar. 
No, Athenais ! let me fee thee dead, 
Born a pale Corps, aud gently-laid in Earth, "TIA 
So I may ſay ſhe's chaſt, and dy'd a Virgin, 
Rather than view thee with theſe wounded eyes 
Seated upon the Throne of: 1/d;gerdes, 
The blaſt of Common Tongues, the Nobles ſcorn, 
Thy Fathers Curſe z that: is. the Prince's, Whore. 

Athen. O horrid ſuppoſition! howldeteſt it / 
Be witneſs Heay'n, that ſees; my ſecret thoughts ! 
Have 1 for this, my Lord, been taught by you 
The niceſt Juſtice and ſevereſt vertne, 
To fear no death to know the end of Life, 
And with a long ſearch diſcern the higheſt good ? 
No, Athenais | when the day beholds thee 
So ſcandalouſly raig'd, pride caſt thee down, 
The ſcorn of honour, and the- people's prey ? 
No, cruel Leontine, not to reedeem | 
That aged head from the deſtending Axe, 
Not tho? I Taw thy trembling Body rack, 
Thy wrinckles about thee fill” d with blood, 
Would I for Empire to the man I love 
Be made the ObjeCt of unlawful pleaſure. 

Leoni. O greatly fajd, and by the blood which warms me, 
Which runs as rich as any Athens holds, 
It would improve the vertue of the World, 
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If every day a thouſand Votaries, 
And thouſand Virgins cam from far to hear thee ! 
Athen. Look down ye pow'rs, take®notice we obey 
"The rigid principles ye hare infus'd; 
Yet, oh my noble Father ? to convince . you, 
Since you will have it ſo, propoſe a Marriage, 
Tho? with the thought I am covered o're with bluſhes, 
Not that I. doubt the Prince, that were to doubt 
The Heav*ns themſelves. 1 know he is all truth: 
But modeſty 
The Virgins troubleſome and conſtant gueſt, 
That, that alone forbids —— 
Leox. 1 wiſh to Heay*n 
.There prove no greater bat to my belief : 
Behold the Prince, I will retire a while 
And when occaſion calls come to thy aid. [Ex. Leon, 


Enter Varanes, and Aranthes. 


ara. To fix her on the Throne to me ſeems little, 
Were 1 a God, yet: would I raiſe her higher. 
This is the nature of thy Prince : But oh / 
As to the World thy judgment ſoars above me, 
And I am dar'd with this Gigantick honour, 
Glory forbids her proſpe&t to a Crown, 
Nor muſt ſhe gaze that way ;, my haughty ſoul, 
That day when ſhe aſtends the Throne of Cyrus, 
Will leave my body pale, and tothe ſtars 
Retire in bluſhes, loſt; quite loſt for ever: 
Aran. What do you purpoſe then ? 
V ara. | know not what, 
But ſee ſhe comes, the glory of my arms, - þ 
The only buſineſs of my i thought, 
My ſouls beſt Joy, and all my true repoſe. 
I ſwear I cannot bear theſe ſtrange defies, | 
Theſe ſtrong impulſes which will ſhortly leave ge 
Dead at thy Feet- 
Athen. What: have you found, my Lord, 
In me ſo harſh or Cruel, that you fear 
To ſpeak your priefs ? 
Vara. Firſt let me kneel and fwear, 
And on thy hand ſeal my Religious Vow, 
Streight let the breath of Gods blow me from Earth; 
Swept from the Book of Fame, forgotten ever, _. 


8 / 
1 prefer thee not, O _— - To 
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To all the Perſian greatneſs., 
+. Athen. | believe you! . 
' For I have heard you ſwear as much” before. 
Yara. Haſt Thou? O why then did I ſwear again? 
But that my Love knew nothing: worthier of thee, - 
And could no better way expreſs my paſſion. 
Athen. O riſe, my- Lord | 
Vara. | will do every thing - 
Which Athenais bids-: if there be more 
In Nature to convince thee of my Love, 
- Whiſper it oh ſome God-into my Ear / 
And on her breaſts thus to her liſtning Soul 
I'll breath th* Inſpiration ! Wilt thou not ſpeak? 
What but one ſigh, no more ! Can that ſuffice 
For all my vaſt expence of Prodigal Love? 
© Athenais ! what ſhall-I ſay or do, 
To gair- the thing 1 wiſh ? 
Athen. What's that my Lord ? 
| Yara. Thus to approach thee ſtill! thus to behold thee——- 
> Yet there. is more— 
: Athen. My Lord, I dare-;not hear you. | 
Vara. Why doſt thou frown at what thou doſt not know? - 
"Tis an imagination. which. ne're pierc'd thee ; 
Yet as *tis raviſhing, tis full of Honour. 
Athen. 1 muſt not doubt you, Sir : but oh I tremble 
To think if 1ſd:g6rdes ſhould - behold you,-. 
Should hear you thus proteſting to-a maid | 
Of no degree, but vyertue, in-the -World. — | 
, Vara. No more of this, no more; for 1 diſdain - 
All Pomp, when thou art by; far- be the noiſe 
Of Kings and Courts from .us, whoſe gentle Souls: 
Our kinder ſtars have :ſteer'd- another way. | 
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Ftee as the forreſt Birds; we'll pair together, 
Without remembring who our Fathers were; 
Fly t6 the Arbors, Grots, and Flow*ry Meads, , 
And in ſoft murours interchange our Souls, 
Together drink the Chriſtal of the ſtream,._ 
Or taſte the yellow Pruit” which' Atumn yields, 
+ And when the golden evening.calls us home, 
= + Wing to our Downy Neſt, and ſleep till morn.. 
>. © Athen. Ah Prince! no more! 
Forhear , forbear to charm me, 
Siace 1 am doom?d-to leave you, Sir, for ever-- 
Vara. Hold Athanais | | 
Athen.. | know your Royal temper, . 
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And that high honour reigns within, your. Breaſt, 
* Which. would diſdain.to waſte ſg many hours 
With one of humble blood compar'd to you; | 
Unleſs ſtrong paſſion ſwaid your thoughts to love her, 
Therefore receive, oh Prince! and take it kindly, 
For none on Earth but you; could win it; from me, 
Receive the guift of my Eternal Love. 
Tis all I can beſtow, nor is it little, + _. 
For ſure a heart ſo coldly chaſte as mine, ef riree 200% 
No Charms but yours, my Lord, could e're have warm'd ? _ 
, Vara. Well hayeyou made amends by this laſt comfort, 

For the cold dart you ſhot at me before, 
For this laſt goodneſs ! (Oh my Athenais !) 
(For now methinks I ought to call you mine !). 
| empty all my foul in thanks before you : | 
Yet oh! one Fear remains, like Death it chills me 3 

Why my relenting Love did talk of parting ! 
'  Athen. Look there, and ceaſe your wonder, I haye ſworn 
To obey my Father, and he calls me hence—— 


Enter  Leontine. 


Vara. Ha, Leontine! by which of all my Actions 
Haye I ſo deeply injur'd thee, to merit 
The ſmarteſt wound revenge could form to end me ? 
Leon. Anſwer me now, O Prince ! for vertue prompts me - 
And honeſty will dally now no longer, | 
What can the end of all this paſſion be, 
Glory requires this ſtrift accompt, and .asks 
What you intend at laſt to Athenais ? 
Vara. How, Leontine { | 
Leon. You ſaw her, Sir, at Athens, ſaid you lov'd her, 
| charg'd her humbly to receive the Honour, 
And hear your paſſion: Has ſhe not, Sir, @bey'd me ? 
Vara. She has, I thank the Gods! but whither would?ſt thou ? 
Leon. Having reſolv?d to vilit Theodcſtus, 
You ſwore you would not go without my Daughter, 
Whereon 1 gave command that ſhe ſhould follow. 
Vara. Yes, Leontine, my old Remembrancer, 
Moſt learn'd of all Philoſophers, you did. 
Leon.” Thus long ſhe has attended, you have ſeen her, 
Soundzd her Vertues 2ad her Imperfeions ; 
Therefore, Dr:ad Sir, ſors'ire this bo/dezr Charge, 
Which Honou: '6:n1ds, avd 197 [5 im dewand you—— 
Vara. Now hit, Aran... t, for rVer. 
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Arazt. Whatever happens, Sir, diſdain the marriage. 
Leon. Can your*high thoughts ſo far forget themſelves, 

To admit this humble Virgin. for your Bride? 

Vara. Ha! 
Athen. He bluſhes, Gods ! and ſtammers at the queſtion. 
Leon. Why -do you walk, and chafe your ſelf, my Lord? 

The buſineſs is not much. "W | 
VWara, How, Leontine ! 

Not much, I know that ſhe deferves a Crown ; 

Yet tis to reaſon much, tho” not to. Love; 

And ſure the World would blaſh to ſee the Dabyhter | 

Of a Philoſopher on the Throne of Cyrns. * | 
Athen. Undone for ever ! 

Leon. Is this your anſwer, Sir ? 

. Vara. Why doſt thou urge -me-thns, and puſhme te 

The very brink of Glory ? where, alas [ 

I look and tremble at the vaſt deſcent : 

Yet even there to the vaſt bottom down . 

My raſh Adventurer Love would have me leap, 

And graſp my Athenais with my Ruin: 

Leon. 'Tis well, my Lord. —— - 
Vara. Why doit thou thus provoke me; 

I thought that Perſia's Court had ſtore of honour 

To fatisfie the height of thy Ambition. 

Beſides, old man, my Love is:t00 well grown, 

To want a Tutor fof his good behaviour, 

What he will do, he will do of himſelf, 

And not be taught by yon 

' Leon. | know he will not! 

Fond Tears away, I know, 1 know he will not; 

But he would buy with his old mans preferment, 
My Danghter for your Where. | 

' Vara. Away, I fay, my Soul diſdains the motion ! 
Leon The Motion of a Marriage, yes, 1 fee it; 

Your angry looks and haughty words betray it. 

I found it at the firſt; 1 thank you Sir, 

You have at laſt rewarded your old Tutor 

For all his Cares, his Watchings, Services; 

Yet let me tell you, Sir, this humble Maid, 

This- Daughter of a poor Philoſopher, 

Shall if ſhe pleaſe be ſeated on a Throne 

As high as that of th? Immortal Cyrus. | 
Vara. | think that age and deep Philofophy 

Have crackt thy brzin: Farewel, Old Lrontine, , 

Retire to Reſt, and when this brawiing humour 
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[s rockt aſleep, Pll meet my Arhenzs, 


And clear the accounts of Love, which thou haſt blotted. 


Leont. Old Leontine! perhaps I am mad indeed. 
But hold my heart, and let that folid vertue, _ 
Which 1 ſo long ador'd, till keep the Reins. 

O Athenais ! But I will not chide thee, 

Fate is ih all our Actions, and methinks 

At leaſt/a Father Judges ſo, it has 

Rebuk'd thee ſmartly for thy Eaſineſs 

There'is a kind'of mournful Eloquence, 

In thy dumb grief which ſhames all'clamorous ſorrow. 

Athen. Alas ! my Breaſt is full of Death ; Methinks 
I fear ev'n you—— 

{" Why ſhouldeſt thou fear thy Father ? 
n. Becauſe you have the Figure of a man! 

Is there, O ſpeak, a poſlibility 

To be forgiven ? 

Leon. Thy Father does forgive thee, 

Azd Honour will, but on this hard Condition, 
Never to ſee him more—— 

Athen. See him! Oh Heavens! 

Leon, Unleſs it be, my Daughter, to upbraid him. 
Not tho? he ſhould repent and ſtreight return, 

Nay proffer thee his Crown No more. of that. 
Honour too cries revenge, revenge thy wrongs, 
Revenge thy ſelf; revenge thy injur'd Father. 

For *tis revenge ſo wiſe ſo glorious too, 

As all the world ſhall praiſe 

Athen. O give me leave, 
For yet Iam all tenderneſs, the woman, 

The weak, the mild, the fond, the- Coward Woman 3 

Dares not look forth; but runs: about my Breaſt, 
And viſits all the warmer Manfions there, 

Where ſhe ſo oft has harbour'd falſe Y/aranes. 
Cruel Yarazes ! falſe, forſworn YVaranes ! 

Leon! Is this forgetting him? is this the Courſe 
Which honour bids thee take ? 

Athen, Ah, Sir, allow 
A little time for Love to make his way 
Hardly he won the place, and many ſighs 
And many tears, and thouſand Oaths it coſt him. 
And oh 1 find he will not be diſlodged 
Without a groan at parting hence for ever. 

No, no! he vows he will not yet be raz'd 
Without whole floods of grief at his farewell, 
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Which thus I ſacrifice ! And oh' 1 fear, | 
Had' he proved true, ' I'wotld'as eaſily | 
Haye empty'd -allmy blood, and dy*d to ſerve him, 
As now | ſhed theſe drops or vent theſe ſighs, 
To ſhew how well, how petfeCtly I lov'd him. 

Leon. No Woman: ſure, but thou, ſo low in Fortune, 
Therefore the nobler is*thy fair Example, 


Would thus have griev'd, becauſe a Prince ador'd her : 


Nor will” it be believ'd in after-times, 

That there was ever ſucl'a” Maid in being ; 
Yet do as I adviſe, \preſerve thy vertne ; 
And ſince he does difdain thee}for his Bride, 
Scora thou to be —— | 

Athen. Hold, Sir, oh hold,” forbear; 

For my Nice Soul abhors the very ſourd ; 

Yet with the ſhame of that, and the" deſire 

Of an immortal name, I am ioſpir'd ! 

All kinder thoughts are fled for ever from me, 
All tenderneſs, as if['-ne're had loy?d, 

Has left my Boſom colder than the Grave. 

Leon. On, Athenais! on, *tis bright before thee, 
Purſue the track,-and thou ſhalt be a' ſtar. 

Athen. O, Leontsne;'T ſwear, my noble Father, 
That I will ſtarve *©re once forgo my Vertue ; 
And thus lets joyn to'contradift the' World, 
That Empire could not-tempt' a poor old man 
+ To ſeil his Prince the Honour of his Daughter ; 
And ſhe too match'd the Spirit- r Father; 
Tho? humbly born, and yet-more! humbly bred; 
She for her Fame refus'd #'RoyaÞ'bed:; wy 
. Who, tho? ſhe'lov'd, yer did pys'off 'the' hour 
Nor could her Vertte' be berray'd' by 'Pow'r. 

« Patterns like theſe wilt guilty: Courts improve, 
& And teach the fait*to bluſh at conſcious love; 
«© Then let all Maids for Honour: come in view, | 
«If any Maid*can more for Glory do. - [Exeut. 
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ACT.IIL SCENE 


V 


Enter Varanes and Aranthes. 


. 
Ward. C2 to my Arms, my Faithful, Dear Aranthes, 
Soft Counſellor, Companion of my Youth ; 

if I had longer been alone, moſt ſure, 
With the diſtraQtion that ſurrounds my h 
My hand would have rebelPd againſt his Maſter, 
And done a Murder here. 

Aranth. The Gods forbid. 

Vara. I ſwear, I preſs thee with as hearty joy» 
' bs ever fearful Bride embrac'd her man, 
When from a Dream of Death ſhe wak'd and found 
Her Lover ſafe and ſleeping by her fide. 

Aranth. The Cauſe, my Lord ? 

Vara. Early thou know'ſt laſt Night I went to reſt ; 
But long, my Friead, e*re ſlumber clos'd my eyes 
Long was the Combat fought, *twixt Love Glory z 
The Fever of my Paſſion burnt me up, 

My pangs grew ſtronger, and my Rack was doubled, 
My bed was all a-float with the cold drops 

That mortal pain wrang from my lab*ring Limbs; 
My groans more deep than others dying gaſps : 
Therefore, 1 charge thee, haſte to her Apartment ; 
| do conjure thee tell her, tell her all 

My fears can urge, or fondneſs can jnyent : 

Tell her how | repent, ſay any thing ; 

For any thing ll do to quench my Fires : 

Say 1 will marry her now on the Inſtant ; 

Say all that I would ſay; yet in the End 

My Love ſhall make it more than Gods can utter. 

Aran. My Lord! both Leontine and ſhe are gone 
- From their Apartment. 

Fara. Ha! gone, ſayſt thou! whither ? ; 

Arant. That was my whole Employment all this day - 
But, Sir, 1 grieve to ſpeak it, they have . left 
No track behind for care'to find em out; 

Nor is it poſſible _—— | 
Fara. It is, it ſhall; 
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Vil ſtruggle with impoſlibilities, 
To find my Athenais: Not the Walls 
Of Athens, - nor of Thebes, ſhall hide her from me: 
Pll bring the force of all my Fathers Arms, 
And lay *em waſte, but Pll redeem my Love, 
O, Leontine / moroſe old Leontine, 
Thou meer Philoſopher;'\ O- cruel Sage, 
Who for one haſty word, one Chollerick doubt, 
Has turn'd the Scale; though, in the ſacred Balance: 
My Life,. my. Glory and m __ e hung. 
Aran. Moſt fare, mY: Lor 


Vara. No, no, Avantbes ;- 1 + 
Prepare my Chariots,” for: Pit: = in Patton 
* I ſwear till now, till I began to fear 
Some other might enjoy my Athenais, __ 
I fear, I did not; know. how much 1 loy'd her ; 
But let's away, ll to th? Elperour, . 
Thou to the;haſty management; of my buſineſs , 
Prepare! to day Ill go, to; day 1'It figd her : 
No more ; Il take my leave of Theodoſuus, 
And meet thee. ,on;, the Hypedrome ; away, 
Let the wild hurry, of thy rs. Love, 


Make quick thy aber cReaſpn.s. Haſte, and "ny; IMF- . 
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O, Chryſoſtom' lack. down. _ ſee, © 
An Off "ring . worthy. Heav'n,,. and thee! 
So rich the V. f 3ear! bright and iT, 
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Your hours ſhall faſs, 9g, 


And when the on 6La are þ 
To. pleaſant Gardens you N_ baf e- 
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The Force of Love, 
Where many a- flowry bed. we have, 
That Emblem (till to each a Grave : 
And when within the ſtream ,aye_ look, 
With tears we uſe te ſwell the Brook: 
But Oh, when in the liquid glaſs, 
Our Heav'n appears, we ſigh to paſs? 
For Heawv'n alone we are deſign'd, | 


"Y 


And all things bring Our Heay'n to mind. | 


Votar. 


Chor. 


Atchen. O Princeſs! O moſt worthy of the World, 
That is ſubmitted by it's Emperour, _ 
To your moſt wiſe and providential . ſway : 
What Greek,, or Roman Eloquence, can paint 
The Rapture and Devotion of my Soul ! 

I am adopted yours; you. are my Goddeſs, | 
That have new-form'd, new-moulded my Conceptions, 
And by the plat-form of a Work Divine, 
New-fram'd, new-built me to your own deſires; 
Thrown all the Lumber of,my Paſſions gut, 

And made my heart a Manſion of perfection ;. 

Clean as an Anchorites Grot, or Votaries Cell, . 

And ſpotleſs as the glories of his ſteps 

Whom we far off adore ! 

Pul. Riſe, Emdoſta, X 

And let nie fold my Chriſtian in my Arms. 

With this dear pledge of an Eternal Love 

I Seal thee, O Eidoſia! mine for ever. | 

Accept, bleſt Charge, the vows of my affection; 

For, by the ſacred Friendſhip that I giye thee, 

I think that Heav'n by. Miracle did ſend thee, 

To eaſe my Cares, to help me in_ my Councils, 

To be my Siſter, partner. in my bed ; 

And equally, thraugh my whole Courle of Life, 

To be the better part of thy Pu!cheria, 

And ſhare my Griefs and Joys. 

Athen. No, Madam, no; 

Excuſe the Cares that this ſad Wretch muſt bring you- 
O rather let me leave the World for ever ; 

Or if I muſt partake, your Royal Secrets, 

If you reſolve to load me with ſuch Honour, 

Let it be far from Cities, far from Conrts, 

Wherel may fly all humane Converſation; 

Where 1 may never ſee, nor hear, nor name, 
Nor think, nor dream, Q Heav'n! if. poſlible, 
Of Mankind more. | * | 
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Pulch. What now, int Tears, Endoſia ? | 
Athes. Far from tlie guilt of Pallaces ! O ſend me. 

Drive 'me / O Drive'm&from the Traytor man: 

So I might *ſcape that Monſter, let me dwell 

In Lyons haunts, or in ſome Tygers Den ; 

Place me on ſome ſteep, craggy, ruin'd Rock, 

That bellies out, juſt -dropping in the Ocean ; 

Bury me in the hollow of it's Womb ; 

Where, ſtarving on my cold and flinty bed, 

T may from far, with giddy apprehenſion, 

See infinite Fathoms down the rumbling deep : 

Yet not ev'n there, in that vaſt whirle of Death, 

Can there-be found ſo terrible a ruine, 

As Man: falſe Man, ſmiling deſtruCtive Man. 

Pulc. Then thou haft lov'd, Eudoſia; or my Siſter ; 

Still nearer to my heart, ſo much the dearer; 

Becauſe our Fates are like, and hand 'in hand 

Our Fortunes lead us through the Maze of Life : 

I am glad that thou haſt Lov'd;. nay, Lov'd with danger, 

Since thou haſt *ſcapt the ruin, ——Methinks it lightens 

The weight of my Calamities, that chou - | 

(In all things elſe {o perfect and Divine, ) 

Art yet a-kyn to my Infirmity, 

And bear'ſt thy part in Loves melodious ill : 

Love that like bane perfum'd infeCts the mind, 

That ſad delight that Charms all Woman-kind. 

Athen. / Yes, Madam, I confefs, that Love has charm'd me, 

But never ſhall agen: 'No, I renounce him ; 

Inſpire me all the wrongs of abns'd Women, 

All you that have been Cozen'd by falſe. Men : 

See what a ſtrict 'Exampte I will make 3 

But for the perjuries ,of one I will revenge ye 

For all that's paſt,” that's preſent, . and to come. 

' Pulc. O thou far more than the moſt Maſculine Vertue ! 

Where our Afrea; where, O_drowning brightneſs, 

Where has thou been ſo long? Let me again 

Proteſt my admiration and*my Love; | 

Let me declare aloud,: while thou;art here; 

While ſuch clear Vertue ſhines within our Circle; 

Vice ſhall no more appear within the Pallzce, 

But hide her -dazled eyes , and*this be call'd 

The holy Court : But loe, the Emperour comes. 


Enter Theddoſius, and Attendants. 


Eeauty Tike thine may drive thar Form away That. 
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That has ſo long entranc'd his Soul——My Lord 
Theod. If yet, alas! 1 might but hope. to ſee her ; 

But, oh forgive me Heav'n! this wilder ſtart, 

That thus would reach impoſlibility : 

No, no, I never muſt behold her more, 

As well my Atticus might raiſe the Dead, 

As Leontine ſhould charm that Form in view. 

Pulc. My Lord, I come to give your grief a Cure, 

With purer Flames to draw that cruel Fire 

That tortur*d you ſo long Behold this Virgin—— 

The Daughter of your Tutor Leontine. 

Theo Ha! 
Pulc. She is your Siſters Charge, and made a Chriſtian, 

And Athenais is Eudoſia now ; 

But ſure a fairer never grac'd Religion, 

And for her. Vertue fhe tranſcends Example. 

Theod. O all ye bleſt above, how can this be ? 

Am | awake, or is this poſlible ? FAthen. Kneels. 
Pulc, She kneels, my Lord, will you. not go and raiſe her ? 
Theo. Nay, do thou raiſe her, for | am rooted: here ; 

Yet if laborious Love and melancholly 

Have not o'recome me, and quite turn'd me mad, 

It muſt be ſhe ! that naked dazling ſweetneſs : 

The very figure of that morning Star, 

That dropping Pearls, and ſhedding dewy Beams, 

Fled from the greedy Waves when I approach”: 

Anſwer me, Leontine, am | diſtratted ? 

\ Or is this true? by thee in all incounters 
| will be ruPd, in Temperance and wildneſs, 

When Reaſon claſhes with extravagance 

But ſpeak ——— 

Leon. 'Tis true, my Lord, this is my Daughter, 

Whom 1 conceaPd in Perſia from all Eyes 

But yours, when chance directed you that way. ; 
Theo.. He ſays, 'tis true: Why then this heartleſs Carriage * 

O! were I proof againſt the Darts-of Love, 

And cold to Beauty as the Marble-Lover 

That lies without a thought upon his Tomb ; 

Would not this glorious dawn of Life run through me, 

And waken Death it ſelif——— Why am 1 flow then? 

What hinders now, but that in ſpite of Rules 


. I burſt through all the bands of Death' that hold: me, 
[He Kneels. 


And fly with ſuch a haſte to that appearance, 
| & bury'd Saints ſhall make at the laſt Summons -? 


Athen. 
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Atrhen. The Emperovr at my Feet! O Sir! forgive me, 
Drown me not thus with everlaſting ſhame z 
Both Heay*n and Earth, muſt blfſh at ſuch a view z 
Nor can I hear it longer. -—— _ 
Leen. My Lord, ſhe is unworthy 
Theo, Ha! what ſay*lt thou, Leontine ! 
Unworthy ! © thou Atheiſt to perfection ! 
All that the blooming Earth could ſend forth. fair ; 
All that the gawdy Heav'ns could drep down glorious / 
Unworthy, ſay*ſt thou / Wert thou not her Father, 
1 ſwear I would revenge ——But haſte, and tell me, 
For love like mine will bear no ſecond thought. 
Can all the Honours of the Orient, 
Thus facrific'd with the moſt pure affection, 
With ſpotleſs thoughts and languiſhing deſires, 
Obtain, O Leontine, (the Crown at laſt) 
To thee 1 ſpeak, thy Daughter for my Bride ? 
Leon. My Lord, the Honour bears ſuch eſtimation, 
It calls the blood into my aged Cheeks, 
And quite ore-whelms my Daughter with Confuſion ; 
Who with her Body proſtrate on the Earth 
Ought to adore you for the proffer*'d Glory. 
Theo. Let me embrace, and thank thee: O, kind Heay'n ? 
O, Atticus! Pulcheria! O, my Father / 
Was ever change like: mine ? Run through the Streets; 
Who waits there ? Run, and lowd as Fame can ſpeak, 
With Trumpet-ſounds proclaim your Emperours joy : 
- And, as of old, on the great Feſtival 
Of her they call the Mother of the Gods, 
Let all work ceaſe, at leaſt an Oaken Garland 
Crown each Plebeian head ; let ſpritely Bowls 
Be doPd about, and the tofs'd Cimbals ſound : 
Tell 'em their much lamented Theodoſives 
By Miracle is bronght from death to life - 
His Melancholly*s gone, and now once more 
He ſhall appear at the State's Helm again ; 
Nor fear a Wrack while this bright Star direfts us; 
For while ſhe ſhines no Sands, no cowring Rocks, 
Shall lye unfeen, but 1 will cut my way 
Secure as Neptune through the higheſt ſtream, 
And to the Port in ſafety ſteer the World. 
Athen. Alas, my Lord, conſider my ExtraCtion, 
With all my other wants ——— 
Theo. Peace, Empreſs, peace | 
No more the Daughter of old Leontine, 


The Force of Lowe: 
A Chriſtian now, and Partner of the Eaſt. 
Athen. My Father has difpos'd me, you command me z 
What can I anſwer then but my Obedience ? 
Theo. Attend her, dear Palcheria ; and, oh tell her, 
To Morrow, if ſhe pleaſe, I will be happy. [Ex. Pulc. ard Athen 
© why. ſo long ſhould 1 my Joys delay? | 
Time imp thy Wings, let nat the Minutes ſtay, 
But to a moment change the tedious day. 
The day ! *twill be an Age before to Morrow : 
An Age, a Death, a valt Eternity, 
Where. we. ſhall cold, and paſt Enjoyment. lye.. 


Enter Varanes and Aranthes. 


Vara. O., Theodofins ! 
Theo. Ha! my Brother here ! 
Why doſt thou come to make my bliſs run o're ? 
What is there more to wiſh ? Fortune can find 
No flaw in fach a glut of happineſs, 
To let one Miſery in O, my FVaranes ! 
Thou that of late didſt ſeem to walk on Clonds, 
Now give a looſe, let go the ſlacken'd Reins, 
Let us drive down the Precipice of Joy, 
As if that all the Winds of Heay'n were far us. 
Vara. My Lord, 1 am glad to find the Gale is turn'd; 
And give you joy of this auſpicious Fortune. 
Plough on your way, with all your Streamers out : 
With all your glorious Flags and Garlands ride 
Triumphant on - And leave me to the Waves, 
The Sands, the Winds, the Rocks, the ſure deſtruction 
And ready Gulphs that gape to ſwallow me. 
Theo. It was thy hand that drew me from the Grave, 
Who-had been dead by this time to Ambition, 
To Crowns, to Titles, and my flighted Greatneſs. 
But ſtill as if each work of thine deſery*d 
The ſmile of Heav'n——thy Theodoſius met 
With ſomething dearer than his Diadern, 
With all that's worth a wiſh; that's worth a life; 
| met with that which made me leave the world. 
Vara. And I, O turn of Chance / O curſed Fortune! 
' Have loſt at once all that could make me happy. 
© ye too partial Powers ! But now no more. 
The Gods, my dear, my molt loy'd T heedoſins, 
Double all thoſe joys' that thou haſt met upon thee; 
For ſure thou art maſt worthy, worthy more 


Than 
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Than 7eve it all his prodigality | 
Can ere beſtow in bleſſings on Mankind ! 
And- oh methinks my Soul is ſtrangely moy'd, 
Takes it the more unkindly of her Stars, 
That thou and I cannot be bleſt together : | 
For 1 muſt leave thee, Friend / this night muſt leave thee, 
'To go in doubtful ſearch of what perhaps 
I ne'ce ſhall find; if ſo my cruel Fate 
Has order'd it : Why then farewell for ever, 
For | ſhall never, neyer ſee thee more. 
Theo. How ſenſible my tender ſoul is grown 
Of what you utter! O my Gallant Friend ! 
O Brother / O Yaranes! Do not judge 
By what I ſpeak / for ſighs will interrupt me; * 
Judge by my Tears, Judge by theſe ſtrict embraces, 
And by my laſt Reſolve : Tho” I have met 
With what in filence I fo long*ador'd, 
Tho” in the rapture of peoteſting joyes ; 
| had ſet down to morrow for my Nuptials; 
And Articus to night prepares the Temple z 
Yet, my Yarares, I will Rob my Sonl 
Of all her health, of my Imperial Bride, 
And wander with thee in the ſearch of that 
On which thy life deperds 
Vara.. If this I ſuffer, | 
Conclude me then begotten-of a Hind, 
And bred in Wilds : No# Theodoſws, no; 
| charge thee by our Friendſhip, and conjure thee 
By all the Gods, to mention this no more : 
Perhaps, dear Friend, I ſhall be ſooner here 
Thaa you expect, or | my ſelf imagine: 
What moſt 1 grieve is that I cannot wait 
To ſee your Nuptials: Yet my Soul is with you, 
And all my adorations to your Bride. 
Theo. What, my Yaranes, will- you be ſo cruel 
As not to ſee my Bride before you go ? 
Or are you angry at your Riyajs Charms, 
Who has already raviſht, half my heart, 
That once was a:l your own? 
Vara. You know I am diſorder'd ! 
My melancholly will not ſuit her bleſt Condition. 
And the Gods know, ſince - thou, my. Athenais, 
Art fl:d from thele ſick Eyes, all other Women 
To my pall's Soul. ſeem like the Ghoſts of Beauty, 
And haunt my memory with the loſs of thee. 


[Ex. Theo. 
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Enter Athenais, Theodoſius leading her, 


Theo. Behold, my Lord, the occaſion of my Joy. 

Vara. O ye immortal Gods! Ayanthes! oh! 
Look there, and wonder : Ha! is't poſlible ? 

Athen, My Lord, the Emperour fays you are his Friend, 
He charges me-to uſe my intereſt, 

And beg of you to ſtay, at leaſt ſo long 

As our Eſpouſals will be ſolemnizing ; 

| told him I was honour'd once to know you ; 

But that ſo ſlightly, as 1 could not warrant 

The grant of any thing that I ſhould ' ask you —— 

Vara. O Heaven! and Earth ! O Athenais! why, 
Why doſt thou uſe me thus? had I -the Word 
Thou know'ſt it ſhould be thine. | 

Athen. 1 know not that 
But yet, to make ſure work, one halfW&f it 
Is mine already, Sir, without your giving. 

My Lord, the Prince is obſtinate, his glory 

Scorns to be moy'd by the weak breath-of Woman ; 

Heis all Heroe, bent for higher game; 

Therefore, *cis nobler, Sirg-to let him go: 

If not for him, my Lord,\yet for my ſelf 

I muſt intreat the Fayour to retire. [Ex. Athen. &c. 

Vara. Death ! and deſpair ! Confuſion! Hell and Furies. 

Theo. Heav'n guard thy health, and till preſerve thy Vertue. 
What ſhould this mean? I fear the Conſequence, 

For *tis too plain they know each other well. 

Vara. Undone ! Aranthes! loſt, undone for ever. 
1 ſee my doom, I read it with broad eyes, 

As plain as if I ſaw the Book of Fate: 

Yet I will muſter all my Spirits up, 

Digeſt my griefs, ſwallow the riſing paſſions. 
Yes, I will ſtand this ſhock of all the Gods 
Well as 1 can, and ſtruggle for my life. 

Theo, You muſe, my Lord: and if you'l give me leave 
To judge your thoughts ; th?y ſeem employ*d at preſent 
About my Bride : I gueſs you know her too. 

Fara. His Bride! O, Gods! give me a moments patience! 
[ muſt confeſs the ſight of Athenais, | 
Where I o little did expect to ſee her, 

S.grac'd, and ſo adorn'd, didraiſe my wonder: 
; Vit what exceeds all admiration is = 

That you ſhould talk of making ber your. Bride 


"Tis 


34 THEODOSIUS, or, 


*Tis ſuch a blind effeft of monſtrous Fortune, 

That tho' I well remember you afficm'd it, 

| cannot yet believe 
Theo. T hen now. believe me, 

By all the pow*rs divine, 1 will eſpouſe her. 

Vara.. Ha! I ſhall leap the bounds. Come, come, my Lord, 
By all thoſe pow*'rs you nam'd, I ſay you muſt not. 

Theo. 1 ſay, I will; and who ſhall bar my pleaſure ?. 

Yet more, I ſpeak the Judgment of my Soul, | 
Weigh but with Fortune merit in the Ballance, 
And Athenais loſes by the Marriage. 

Vara. Relentleſs Fates! malicious cruel Pow'rs! 
O for what Crime do- you. thus rack your Creature ? 
Sir, I muſt tell'you this unkingly meanneſs 
Suits the Profeſſion of an Anchorite well. 

But 1a an Oriental Emperour | 
It gives offence ; nor cagyyou without ſcandal, 
Without the notion of a.Zroveling Spirit, 
Eſpouſe the Daughter of old . Leontine, 

Whoſe utmoſt Glory is to have been my Tutor. 

Theo. He has ſo well acquitted that Employment, 
Breeding you up to ſuch a gallant height 
Of full perfeQtion, and. imperial greatneſs, 

That ev*a for this reſpect, if for- no other, 
I will eſteem him worthy while I live. 

Vara. My Lord, you'l pardon me a little Freedom) - 

For I muſt boldly urge in ſuch a Cauſe, 
Who-ever flatters you, tho? ne're ſo near 
Related to your blood, ſhould 'be ſuſpeCted. 

Theo. If Friendſhip would admit a cold ſufpition, 

After what I have heard, and ſeen to day, 
Of all Mankind I ſhould ſuſpeCt Faranes. 

Vara. He has ſtung me to the heart z my groans will choke me; 
Unleſs my ſtruggling. paſſion gets a vent. 
Ont with it then——1 can no more diſlemble 
Yes, yes, my Lord, ſince you reduce me to 
The haſt. neceſſity, I mult confeſs it; 

I muſt avow my Flame for Arhenais. 

I am all Fire! my. paſſion'eats me up, 

It grows incorporate with my fleſh and blood {! 
My pangs redouble, now they cleave my heart ! 

O Athenais ! O Eudoſia ——0ha——— 

Though plain as day I ſee my own deſtruction, 

Yet to my death, and oh let all the Gods 
Bear Witneſs! 1 ſwear I will adore thee. . 
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Theo. Alas: Yaranes. Which of us two the Heay?ns 
'Have mark'd for Death, is yetabove the ſtars; 
But while we live let us preſerve our Friendſhip 
Sacred and juſt, as we have ever done. 

This onely Mean in two ſuch.hard Extreams 
Remains for both: To morrow you ſhall ſee her, 
With all advantage in her own Apartment ; 

Take your own time, ſay all you can to gain her, 
If you can win her, lead her into Perſsa 3 

If not, conſent that | eſpoulſe her here. 

Vara. Still worſe and worſe ! O Theodeſius! oh, 
1] cannot ſpeak for ſighs, my death is ſeal'd 
By this laſt ſweetneſs; had you been leſs good, _ 
1 might have hop'd ; but now my doom's at hand. 
Go then, and take her, take her to the Temple : 
The Gods too give you joy. O Athenass 
Why does thy Image mock my Fooliſh ſorrow ? 
©O Theodoſins, do not ſee my Tears: 

Away, and leave-me / leave me to the Grave, 

Theo, Farewel; lets leave the iſlue to the Heay'ns, 
I will prepare your way withall that Honour 
Can urge in your behalf, tho* to my Ruine. CEx. Theod. 

Vira. O, 1 could tear my Limbs, and eat my Fleſh; 
Fool that I was, fond, proud, vain-glorious fool / 
Damn'd be all Courts, and treble .damn'd Ambition : 
Blaſted be thy remembrance ! Curſes on thee. 

And plagues on plagues fall on thoſe .Fools that ſeek thee. 

Aranth. Have comfort, Sir ——— 

Vara. Away, and leave me, Villain; 

Traytor, who wrought me firſt to my deſtruction —— 
Yet ſtay and help me, help me to curſe my pride, 
-Help me to wiſh that I had ne*ce been Royal, 

That I had never heard the name of Cyrus, 

That my firſt Brawl in Conrt had been my laſt. 

Oh that I had been born ſome happy Swain, 

And neyer known a life fo great, ſo vain! 

Where I extreams might not be forc'd to» chooſe, 

And bleſt with ſome mean Wife, no Crown could 4gſe : 

Where the dear Partner of my little ſtate, . 


With all her ſmiling Offpring at the Gate, 
Bleſſing my Iabours, might my coming wait. 
Where in our humble Beds all ſafe might ly, 
And not in curſed Courts for glory dy. —— [ Exeant, 
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I, 
Hail to the Mirtle Shade, 
All hail to the Nympbs of the Fields; 
Kings would not here invade 
Thoſe pleaſures that vertne yields. 
Chor. Beauty here opens her Arms, 
To ſoften the languiſhing mind; 
And Phillis »nlocks ber Charms ; 
Ah Phillis ! -ah why ſo kind? 
2 


Phillis, thou Soul of Love, 
Thow joy of the neighb"ring Swains 3. 
Phillis rhat Crowns the Grove, 
_ -» And Phillis that gilds the Plains. 

Chor. Phillis, that ne're had the hill, 
To paint- and to patch and be fine; 
Yet Phillis, whoſe eyes can kill, 
Whom Nature bad made Divine. 


3. 
Phillis, whoſe charming Song, 
Makes Labour and pains a delight ;, 
Phillis that makes. the day young, 
And ſhortens the live-long night. 
Chor. - Phillis, whoſe lips like May, 
Still laughs at the ſweets that they bring ; 
Where Lover never knows decay, 
Bnt ſets with Eternal Spring. 


ACT IV. SCENE IL 


Exter Marcian, and Lucius at 4 diſtance, 


Marc. 7 £05 General-of. the Oriental Armies, 


*Tis gone: why what care I: O Fortune, Fortune ! 
Thou laughing Empreſs of this buſie world, 
Marcian defies thee now——— , __ 

Why what a thing is a diſcarded Favourite ? 
He' who but now, tho? longing. to retire, 

Cowd not for buſie Waiters be atone, / 


Was a_ Commiſſion large as Fate could give: 


Throng'd 
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Throng'd in his Chamber, haunted to his Cloſet: 
With a full Crowd, and an Eternal Court ; 
When once the favour of his Prince is turn'd, 
Shun'd as a Ghoſt, the Clouded man appears; 
- And all the gawdy worſhippers forſake him; 
So fares it now With me where-e*re 1 come, 
As if I were another Cataline. : 
The Courtiers riſe, and no man will fit near me, 
As if the Plague were on me all men fly me: 
O Lucims) Lucius ! if thou leav?lt me too, 
L. think, 1 ſwear I think I cou'd not bear it; 
But like a Slave, my Spirit broke with ſuffering , 
Should on theſe Coward knees fall dowa and beg, 
Once to be great again 
Luc. Forbid it, Heav'n / 
That e*'re the noble Marcian condeſcend 
To ask of any, but the immortal Gods 
Nay, I avow, if yet your Spirit dare, 
Spite of the Court, you ſhall be great as Ceſar. 
Mar. No, Lucius, no;-the Gods repel that humour. 
Yet ſince we are alone, and mult ere long 
Leave this bad Court E let us like Vetterans 
Speak out —Thou ſay'ſt, alas! as great as Ceſar : 
But where's his greatneſs ? Where is his Ambition ? 
If any ſparks of Vertue yet remain 
In this poor Figure of the Roman Glory, 
I fay, if any be, how dim they ſhine, 
Compar*d with what his great Fore-Fathers were ; 
How ſhould he lighten then, or awe the World, 
Whoſe Soul in Courts is but a Lambent-Fire, 
. And ſcarce, .O Rome ! a Glow-worm in the Field: 
Soft, young, Religous, God-like qualities, 
_ For one that ſhould recover the loſt Empire ; 2 
And wade through Seas of blood, and walk o're Mountains 
Of Naughter'd Bodies to immortal Honour. 
Luc. Poor heart ! he pin'd a while ago for Love. 
Marc. And for his Miſtreſs vow'd to leave the World; 
But ſome new chance, it ſeems, has- chang'd his mind. 
A Marriage ! but to whom, or whence ſhe came, 
None knows: but yet a Marriage is proclaim'd, 
Pageants prepar'd ; the Arches are adorn'd 
The Statues Crown'd; the Hyppodrome does groan 
Beneath the Burden of the mounted Warriors; 
The Theater is epen'd too, where he 
And the hot Perſian mean to at their Follies. 
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Gods! Gods! Is this the'Tmage of our Ceſars? 

Is this the model of our Romulus ? 

O why ſo poorly have you ſtampt Rome's glory ! 

Not Romes, but yours! Is this Man fit to bear it ? 

This waxen Portraifture of Majeſty ! 

Which every warmer paſſion does melt down, 

And makes him fonder than a Woman's longing. 
Luci. Thus much 1 know, to the eternal ſhame 

Of the Imperial blood ; this upſtart Empreſs, 

This fine new Q1een is ſprung from abject Parents; 

Nay, baſely born! but thar's all one to him, 

He likes and loves, and therefore marries her. 
Marc. Shall I not ſpeak ? Shall Il not tell him of it ? 

I feel this big ſwollen throbbing: Reman Spirit 

Will burſt, unleſs 1 utter what I ought. 


Enter Pulcheria with a Paper in her hand, and Julia. 


Marc. Pulcheria here! why ſhe's the ſcourge of Marcian; 
I tremble roo when ever ſhe approaches ; 
And my heart dances an unyſual meaſure, 
Spite of my ſelf 1 bluſh and cannot ſtir , 
While ſhe is here What, Lucius, can this mean? 
"Tis ſaid Calphurnia had the heart of Ceſar: 
Augultus doted on the ſubtle Liva: | 
Why then ſhould I not worſhip that fair Anger ? 
Oh didſt thou mark her when her fury lightned, 
She ſeem'd all Goddeſs; nay, her frowns became her ; 
There was a beauty in her very wHdneſs. 
Were I a man born great as onr firſt Founder, 
Sprung from the blood divine: But 1 am caft 
Beyond all poſlibility of hope. 
Pul. Come hither, AMarcian! read this Paper cre, 
And mark the ſtrange negleCt of Theodoſens : 
He ſignes what-e*re | bring, perhaps you 'have heard 
To morrow he intends to Wed a Maid of Athens 
New made 'a Chriſtian, and new nam*d Endeſia; 
Whom he more dearly prizes than his Empire: 
Yet in this Paper he has ſet his hand, 
' And feaPd it too with th? Imperial Signet, 
That ſhe ſhall loſe her head to morrow morning. 
Marc. *Tis not far me to Judge; yet this ſeems ſtrange—-*- 
Pulc. 1 know he rather wonld commit a murd:r, 
On his own perſon, than permit a veih 
Of ber to bleed; yet, Atarcian, what might foHow, 
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If I were envious of this Virgins honour , 
By his raſh paſſing whatſoever | offer. 
Without a view——ha, but 1 had forgot! 

Julia, let's haſte from this infeftious perſon—— 

| bad forgot that AMarcian was a Traytor ; 

Yet by the powr*s divine, I ſwear ?cis pity, 

That one ſo form'd by Nature for all honour, 

All Titles, Greatneſs, Dignittes Imperial, 

The *nobleſt Perſon, and the bravelt courage, 

Should not be honeſt : Fulis, is't not pity ?— 

© Marcian, Marcian! I could weep to think 

Vertue ſhould loſe it ſelf as thine has done. 

Repent, raſh man, if yet ?tis not too late, 

And mend thy errors; ſo farewell for ever. LEx, Pulc. Jul. 

Marc. Farewell for ejer! no Madam, ere I go, 

I am reſoly'd to ſpeak, .and you ſhall hear me: 
Then if you pleaſe, take off this Traytors head ; 
End my Commiſſion and my life together. 

Lac. Perhaps you'l langh at what I am going. to ſay; 
But by your life, my Lord, I think *cis true: 
Pulcheria loves this Traytour ? did you mark her ? 
At firſt ſhe had forgot your baniſhment ; 

Makes you her Counſellour, and tells her ſecrets, 
As to a Friend; nay, leaves *em in your hand, 

And ſays, *cis pity that you are not honeſt, 

With ſuch Deſcription i your gallantry 

As none but Love cou'd make: Then taking leave, 
Through the dark laſhes of her darting eyes, 
Methought ſhe ſhot her Soul at every glance ; 

Still looking back, as if ſhe had a mind 

That you ſhould know ſhe left her heart-behind her. 

Marc, Alas! thot doſt not know her, nor do 1! - 
Nor can the Wit of all man-kind conceiye her 
But let's away. This Paper is of uſe. 

' Luc. 1 gueſs your purpoſe; 
He is a Boy, and as a Boy you'l uſe him 
There is no other way. 

Marc. Yes, if he be not 
Uuite dead with ſleep, ſor ever loſt to honour : 
Marcian with this ſhall rouze him. O, my Luci tf 
| Methinks the Ghoſts of the great Theodoſims, 

And thundring Conſtantine appear before me: 
They charge m2 as a Souldier to chaſtiſe him, 
To laſh him with keen words from lazy Love, 


And ſhzw him how they trod the paths of honour. [Bm 
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SCENE 1T. 


Theodoſius lying on a Conch, with two Boys areſt like Cupids 
ſinging to him as he ſleeps, | 


SONG. 


Happ ! ah happy day ! 
na, Beams bf 6 diſplay, 
So peaceful was the happy day- 
The Gods themſelves did all look, down, 
__ Ids Repel Trifant”s [Birth to Crown, 
So pleas'd thty ſcarce did on the guilty frown. 


Happy day! ah happy day ! 
And oh hoe happy "i 
That made ſuch Goodneſs Maſter of ſuch Pow'r : 
For thus the Gods declare to men, 
No day like this ſhall ever come agen. 


Enter Marcian with an Order. 


Theo. Ha! what raſh thing art thou, who ſet?ſt fo ſmall 
A value on thy life thus to preſume | 
Againſt the fatal Orders I have given, 
Thus to-entrench on Cezſar's ſolitude, 
And urge me to thy ruine ? 

Marc. Mighty Ceſar, 
I have tranſgreſt, and for my Pardon bow 
To thee, as to the Gods when | offend: 
Nor can I doubt your Mercy when you know 
The nature of my Crime. I am Commiſſion'd 
From all the Earth to give thee thanks and praiſes, 
Thou Darling of Mankind' whoſe Conqu'ring Arms 
Already drown the Glory of great 7ulins, 
Whoſe deeper reach uy and Policy - 
Makes wiſe Augu/izs envy thee in Heav'n ; 
What mean the -Fates by ſuch prodigious Vertue ? 
When ſcarce the manly Down yet ſhades thy Face, 
With Conqueſt thus to over-run the World ; 
And make Barbarians tremble? O, ye Gods! 
Should Deſtiny now end thee in thy Bloom, 
Methinks I ſee thee mourn'd above the loſs 
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| ©»: Theo How, Maxcian! 
| Os aid Yes, the Taging multityde, 
* = Like torrents, ſet -no bound to their mad grief; 


© Sha e their Wives heads, and tear off theic own hair, 
» With wild deſpair ghey bring their Infants out 
"To brawl their Parents ſorrow in the Streets: 
ade is. no more, all Courts of Juſtice ſtqpt 

| ſtones they daſh the Windows of their Temples, 
- Pull down theic'Altars, break their houſe-hold Gods 
© And till the Uniyerſal groan'is this, 
's ors lolt, -our Empire*s ruin'd-: 
© Since he is gone, that Father of his Country; 
> Since he is dead, Q life, where is thy pleaſure? 
© Rome! Oh conquer'd World, where is thy Glory ? 
> Theo. 1 know thee well, thy Cuſtom and thy manners 
> Thou doſt upbraid me; but no more of this, | 

= Not for thy Life-—— | 
HY 
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> Marc. What's life without my Honour? 
Could you transform your ſelf into a Gorgon, 

© Or make that. beardleſs Face like Fupirer's, | 
= be heard in ſpight -of all your Thunder : 


? 


 Opow'r of Guilt, you fear to ſtand the Teſt 
* Which Vertue brings ; like Sores your Vices ſhake 
” Before this Romar-healer : But, by the Gods, | 
Before I go Il rip the Malady, 
V let the Venom flow before your eyes. 
© - This is a debt to the great Theodoſius, 
=» » TheGrandfather of your illuſtrious blood ; 
And then farewell for ever. 
”. Theo. Preſuming Marcian / 
| What canſt thou urge againſt my innocence? 
© Through the whole Courſe of all my harmleſs youth, 
© "Er. to this hour, I cannot call to mind | 
. One wicked act which I have done to. ſhame me. 
Mare. This may be true : yet if you give the ſway 
To other hands; and your poor ſabjects ſuffer, 
Your negligence to. them is as the Cauſe. 
| O Theodoſius credit me, who know : 
- The world, and hear how Souldiers cenſure Kings ; 
In after-times, if thus you ſhon'd go on, 
Your memory by Warriors will be ſcorn'd, 
As much as Neyo or Caligula loath'd, | 
They will diſpiſe your floth, mw backward caſe, 
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SCENE 


Theodoſius lying on a Conch, with two Boys dreſt like Cupids 


ſinging to him as he ſleeps, 
SONG. 


Happy day! ah happy day ! 
- That lacs, Beams me, 6 diſplay, 
So peaceful was the happy day. 
The Gods themſelwyes did all lock, down, 
The Royal Infant”'s Birth to Crown, 
So pleas'd they ſcarce did on the guilty frown. 


Happy day' ah happy day ! 
And oh thrice happy heur ! 
That made ſuch Goodneſs Maſter of ſuch Pow'r : 
For thus the Gods declare to men, 
No day like this ſhall ever come agen. 


Enter Marcian with an Order. 


Theo. Ha! what raſh thing art thou, who ſet'ſt ſo ſmall 
A value on thy life thus to preſume 
Againſt the fatal Orders I have given, 
. Thus to-entrench on Czſar's ſolitude, 
And urge me to thy ruine ? 

Marc. Mighty Ceſar,; 
I have tranſgreſt, and for my Pardon bow 
To thee, as to the Gods when | offend : 
Nor can I doubt your Mercy when you know 
The nature of my Crime. I am Commiſlion'd 
From all the Earth to give thee thanks and praiſes, 
Thou Darling of Mankind! whoſe Conqu'ring Arms 
Already drown the Glory of great Fuliws, 
Whoſe deeper reach in Laws and Policy 
Makes wiſe Auguſias envy thee in Heav'n ; 
What mean the Fates by ſuch prodigious Vertue ? 
When ſcarce the manly Down yet ſhades thy Face, 
With Conqueſt thus to over-run the World ; 
And make Barbarians tremble? O, ye Gods! 
Should Deſtiny now end thee in thy Bloom, 
Methinks I ſee thee mourn'd above the loſs 
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Of loy'd Germanicus, thy Funerals 
Like his are ſolemniz'd with tears, and blood. 
Theo. How, Marcian! 
Marc. Yes, the raging multitude, 
Like torrents, ſet no bound to their mad grief; 


Shave their Wives heads, and tear off theic own hair, 


With wild deſpair they bring their Infants out 
To brawl their Parents ſorrow in the Streets: 
Trade is no more, all Courts of Juſtice ſtopt ; 


With ſtones they daſh the Windows of their Temples, 
Pull down their Altars, break their houſe-hold Gods, 


And ſtill the Univerſal groan is this, 

Conſtantinople's lolt, our Empire?s ruin'd : 

Since he is gone, that Father of his Country, _, 
Since he is dead, OQ life, where is thy pleaſure ? 

O Rome ! Oh conquer'd World, where is thy Glory ? 


Theo. I know thee well, thy Cuſtom and thy manners 


Thou doſt upbraid me; but no more of this, 
Not for thy Life — - 
Marc. What's life without my Honour? 
Could you transform your ſelf into a Gorgon, 
Or make that beardleſs Face like Fupiter's, 
I would be heard in ſpight of all your Thunder : 
O pow*r of Guilt, you fear to ſtand the Teſt 
Which Vertue brings ; like Sores your Vices ſhake 
Before this Romar-healer : But, by the Gods, 
Before I go I'll rip the Malady, 
And let the Venom flow before your eyes. 
This is a debt to the great Theodoſius, 
The Grandfather of your illuſtrious blood: 
And then farewell for ever. 
Theo. Preſuming Marcian ! 
What canſt thou urge againſt my innocence ? 
Through the whole Courſe of all my harmleſs youta, 
Ev'n to this hour, I cannot call to mind 
One wicked act which I have done to ſhame me. 
Mare. This may be true : yet if you give the ſway 
To other hands; and your poor ſabjects ſuffer, 
Your negligence to them is as the Cauſe. 
| © Theodeſius credit me, who know - ; 
The world, and hear how Souldiers cenſure Kings ; 
In after-times, if thus you ſhon'd go on, 
Your memory by Warriors will be ſcorn'd, 
As much as Neyo or Calioula loath'd, 
They will diſpiſe your floth, and backward cale, 
| G 
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More than they: hate the others cruelty. 
And what a thing, ye Gods! is- ſcorn or pity ? 
Heap on me, Heay?n, the hate of all mankind ; 
Load me with Malice, envy, deteſtation : 
Let me be horrid. to all apprehenſion, 
And the world: ſhun me.. ſo I eſtape but ſcorn. 
Theo. Prithee no more / a 
Marc. Nay, when the Legions make Compariſons; . 
And ſay, thus cruel Nero once reſoly*d 
On Galb-'s Inſurrection,. for revenge, 
To give all France as plunder to the Arms, 
To poiſon the whole Senate at a Feaft ,. 
To burn the City, turn the wild beaſts out ; 
Bears, Lions, Tygers,. on the Multitude , S 
That ſo obſtruCting thoſe that quenct'd the Fire, | 
He might at-once deſtroy Rebellious Rowe. q 
Theo. O cruelty! why telPft thou me of this ? | 
Am 1 of ſuch a barb'cous bloudy temper ? 
Marc. Yet ſome will fay; this ſhew'd he had a ſpirit,. 
However fierce, avenging, and pernicious, 
That ſavour'd of a Roman ; but for you, 0 
What can your partial Sycophants invent, 
To make you Room. among the Emperors ? 
Whoſe utmoſt is the ſmalleſt part of Nero ; 
A- pretty Player, one that can aft a Heroe,, 
And never be one. Q ye immortal Gods ! 
Is this the old Ceſarian Majelty ? 
Now in the name of our great Romnlus, 
Why ſing you not; and fiddle too aghe did ?: | 
Why have you not like Nero a Phenaſcus ? . | 
One to take care of your celeſtial' Voice ? 
Ly on your. back, my Lord, and on-your ſtomach 
Lay a thin plate of Lead, abſtain from fruits 
And when the. buſineſs of the Stage is done, 
Retire with your looſe Friends,.to coſtly Banquets, . 
While the lean Army groaris upon the ground. 
Theo. Leave me, I ſay; leſt 1 chaſtiſe thee: 
Hence, begon, | ſay—— 
Marc. Not till you have heard me out —— 
Build too like him. a Pallace lin'd with gold, 
As long and large as that to the Eſquiline:: 
Incloſe a pool too in-it like the Sea, 
And at the Empires coſt let Navies meet : 
Adorn your ſtarry Chambers too with Gems, . 
Contrive the plated Ceilings to turn round, 
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With Pipes to calt Ambroſian Oyles upon you : 
Conſume with his prodigious Vanity, 
In meer perfumes, and Odofous diſtillations, 
Of Siſterces at once 400 Millions, 
Let naked Virgins wait you at your Table, 
And wanton Cupids dance and clap their Wings; 
No matter what becomes -of the poor Souldier; 
So-they perform the drudgery they are fit for; 
-” . Why let em ſtarve for want of their Arrears, 
* Drop as they go, and lye like Dogs in Ditches. 
Theo. Come, you are a Traytor ! 
Marc. Go too, you are Boy 
Or by the Gods 
Theo. If arrogance like this, 
And to the Emp*ror's face, ſhould ſcape unpunyh'd, 
Pll write my felf a Coward ; dye then Villain, 


| '% A death too glorious for ſo bad a man, 
-” By Theodoſins hand. [Marcian diſarms him, but is wounded, 


Marc. Now Sir, whereare you ? 
What in the name of all our Roman Spirits 
Now charmes my hand from giving thee thy Fate ? 
Has he not cut me off from all my honours ? 
Torn my Commiſſons, ſham*d me to the Earth, 
Baniſht the Court, a vagabond for ever ?, 
Does not the Souldier hourly ask it from me ? 
Sigh their own wrongs, and beg me to revenge %em ? 
What hinders now, but that 1 mount the Throne? 
And make to that this purple Youth my Footſtool ? 
| The Armies Court me, and my Countryes Caule : 
The injuries of Rome and Greece perſwade me. 
Shew but this Roman blood which he has drawn, 
They'll make me Emperor whether I will or no: 
Did not for leſs than this the latter Brutws, 
Becauſe he thought Rome wrong'd, in perſon head 
Againſt his Friend a black Conſpiracy? 
And ſtab the Majeſty of all the World ? 
Theo. ACt as you pleaſe, I am within your Power. 
Marc. Did not the former Brutus .for the Crime 
Of Sextus drive old Tarquin from his Kingdons ? 
And ſhall this Prince too, by permiting others” >. 
To att their wicked Wills and lawleſs pleaſures, 
Raviſh from the Empire it's dear health, 
Well being, happineſs, and ancient glory, 
Go on in this diſhonourable reſt. 
Shall he, 1 ſay, dream on, _— the ſtary'd Troops, 
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Lye cold and waking in the Winter Camp ; 
And like pin'd Birds for want of ſuſtenance 
Feed on the Haws and Berries of the Fields ? 
O temper! temper me ! ye gracious Gods! 
Give to my hand forbearance; to my heart 
Its conſtant Loyalty ! T' would: but ſhake him, 
Rouze him a little from this death of Honour, 
And ſhew him what he ſhould: be. 

Theo. You accuſe me, 

As if 1 were ſome Monſter, moſt unheard of: 

Firſt, as the Ruin of the Army; then 

Of taking your Commiſſion : But, by Heav'n: 

I. ſwear, O Mearcian ! this 1 never did; 

Nor e're intended it : Nor fay I this 

To alter thy ſtem uſage; for with whiat- 

Thou haſt ſaid, and'done, and brought to: my remembrance, 
]. grow already weary of my life. 

Marc. My Lord, I take your word: you do not know 
The wounds which rage within your Countries _Bowels : 
The horrid uſage of the ſuff*cing Souldier : 

But why will not our Theodsſwws know, 

If you intruſt the Government to others 

That aft theſe Crim:s: Who but: your ſelf”s to blame ? 
Be witneſs, ye Gods! of my plain-dealing, 

Of Marcian's honeity, how-e*re degraded : 

I. thank you for my baniſhment / but, alas ! 

My loſs is little to what ſoon will follow 3 
Reflect but on your ſclf and your* own joys :- 

Let not this Lethargy for cver hold you : 
*Twas rumor'd through the Gity that you lov'd : 
That your Eſpouſals ſhould b> ſolemniz?d ; 

When on a ſudden here you ſend your Orders 
That this bright Favourite, the: lov'd Endeſoa, 
Should loſe her head. 

Theo. O Heav®n, and Earth ! What ſay*ſt thou, 

That I have ſeal'd the death of my Emndoſia ? . 

Marc. *Tis your own hand and Signet : Yet I ſwear, 
Tho” you have given. to Fenfale hands your ſway, 

And therefore 1 as well as the whole Army 

For ever. ought to Curſe. all. Woman-kind, 

Yet when the Virgin came, as ſhe waz doom'd, 

And: on the Scaffold, for that parpoſ: rais'd, 

Without the Walls appear*'d before the Army! 
Theo. What, on a Scaffold.! ha, before, the Army ! 
Aſarce. Hom quick'y was the tide of Fury turn'd 
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To ſoft compaſſion and relenting tears: But: when the Axe 
®  $Sever'd the brighteſt beauty of the Earth 
= From that fair body,- had you heard the groan,. 
"F Which like a peal of diſtant Thunder ran 
F © Through all the Armed Hoſf,. you would have thought, 
| By the immediate darkneſs that fell round us, 
Whole Nature was concern'd at ſuch a ſuff ring, 
And all the Gods were angry. - Ay 
 " Thee. O, Pulcheria'! 
Cruel ambitious Siſter, this muſt be 
' Thy doing. O ſupport me, noble Marciar! 


q F Now, now's the time, if thou- darſt ſtrike ; behold. 


- 1 offer thee my Breaſt, with my laſt breath 
Vl! thank thee too, if now thou drawſt my blood. 
> Were 1 to live, thy Counſel ſhould direct me; 
But *cris too late He ſwoons. 
" Marc, He faints! what, hoa there, Zucins! [Emer Lucins. 
My Lord, the Emperour, Edeſia lives , "= 
| She's here, or will be in a minute, moment, 
Quick as a thought ſhe calls you to the Temple. 
O Lucius, help——1I have gone too far ; but ſee.,. 
He breathes again — Exdoſia has awak'd him. 
Theo. Did you not name Emndeſia ? 
Marc. Yes, ſhe lives; 
I did but fzign the ſtory of her Death, 
To find how near you plac'd her to your heart: 
And may the Gods rain all their plagues upon: me, 
If ever. I rebuke you thus again : 
Yet *ris fnoſt certain that you ſign'd her Death, 
Not knoviing. what the wiſe Pulcheria offer'd, 
Who left it in my hand to ſtartle you: 
But, by my Life and Fame, I did not think 
It would: have toucht your life. O pardon me, 
Dear Prince, my Lord, my Emp'ror ! Royal Maſter / 
Droop-.not becauſe I utter'd ſome raſh words, 
And was a Mad man by th? immortal- Gods ! 
I love you as my Soul : what-ere I ſaid, 
My thoughts were otherwiſe; believe theſe tears 
Which do not uſe to flow;' all” ſhall be wel) : 
| ſwear $ there are ſeeds in that ſweet temp?r, 
To-atton@for all the Crimes in this bad age, 


Theo. I thank thee. Firſt for my Endoſias life. 
What but my Love could have call'd back that life 
Which thou haſt made me hare, and oh methovghs 
"Twas harJ, dear Marcia, very hard from thee, 


From 
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From him 1 ever _rgyerenc'd. as; my: Father. 
To hear ſo harſh a Meſſage——but, no- more: 
We are Friends : Thy hand 3 Nay, if thou wilt, not riſe, 
And ler me fold my Armes about thy Neck, wo 
Pl! not believe thy Love! In this- forgive-me. . . 
Firſt let me wed Eudeſia, and wel iout; - - 
We will my. General, and make-.amends - 
For all that's paſt : Glory and Armes ye call, 
And Marcian leads me on 
Marc. Let her not-reſt then, 
Eſpouſe her ſtreightz Ul] ſtrike you at a heat); 
May this great humqur get large gromth within, you, 
And be encourag'd by the emboldening Gods: :: - 
O what a ſight will this be to the Souldier ; 
To ſec me bring you dreſt jn ſhining Armour, 
To head the ſhouting Squadrons——O ye Gods! 
Methinks [ hear the ecchoipg; Cries of Joy 3 
The ſound of Trumpets, _ the beat of Drums. 
I ſee each ſtarving Souldier bound from Earth, 
As if ſome God by miracle bad-rais'd him, 
And with beholding you grow fat again: | 
Nothing but gazing eyes, and opening months ; 
Cheeks red with joy, and lifted hands about you : 
Some wiping the g:ad tears that trickle down 
With broken 7's, and with ſobbing raptures, 
Crying to Arms: He's come /. our Emp'cor*s come 
To win the World. Why, is not this far better ; 
Than lolling in a Ladies lap, and fleeping, | 
Faſting, or praying ? Come, come, you ſhall be merry. * 
And for Eudeſia, ſhe is yours already : 
Marcian has ſaid it, Sir, ſhe ſhafl be yours. 
Theo. O Marcia oh my Brother ! Father! all: 
Thou beſt of Friends, moſt faithful Counſellor, 
Fll find a match for thee too ere I reſt, 
To make thee Love me. For when thou art with me, 
Pm ſtrong aad well : But when thoy art gone, I am nothing- 


Enter Athenais, meeting Theodoſius. 


Theo, Alas, Endeſia, tell me what to ſay; 

For my full heart can ſcarce bring forth a word, 6 

Of that which I have ſworn to ſee perform'd. . | 
Atherr, 1 am perfeQly obedient to: your pleaſure! | 
Theo, Weil then I come to teil thee that Yaranes 

Of all man-kind is neareſt to my heart; 
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" F love him, dear - Euaeſia, and to prove 
* , That love on trial all my blood's too little ; 

Ey'n thee, if I were ſure to dy this moment, 

As Heayv'n alone can tell how far my Fate 

Is off!) O- thou my Soul's moſt tender joy, 

With my laft breath I would bequeath him thee. 
Athen. Then you are pleas'd, my Lord, to yield me to him. 
Theo, No, my Endoſia, no, 1 will not yield thee | 

While 1 have life; for Worlds I will not-yield thee : 

Yet, thus far I am engag'd to let thee know, 

He loyes thee Arhenais more than ever. 

He languiſhes, deſpairs, and dies like me; 

And I have paſt my word that he ſhall ſee thee. 

Athen. Ah, Sir, what have you done againſt your ſelf, 

And me ? Why have you paſt your fatal word ? 

Why will you- truſt me, who am now affraid 

To truſt my ſelf 2 Why do you leave me naked 

To an aſſault, who had made proof my Vertue, 

With this ſure guard never to ſee him* more. 

For, oh with trembling Agonies I ſpeak it, 

I cannot ſee a Prince, whom once 1 loy'd, 

Bath'd in his grief, and gaſping at my Feet, 

In all the violent trances of deſpair, 

Without a ſorrow that perhaps may end me. 

Theo. O ye ſeverer Pow*rs! too cruel Fate! 

Did eyer Love tread ſuch a maze before ? 

Yet, Athenais, ſtill 1 truſt thy Vertue; 

But if thy bleeding Heart cannot refrain, 

Give, give thy ſelf away ; yet ſtill remember, 


That moment Theodoſines is no more 
Ex. Theo. with Attic. Pulc, Leon, 


Athen. Now glory ! now, if ever thou didſt work 
In Womans mind, . aſſiſt me--—— Oh my heart ! 
Why doſt thou. throb, as if thou wer*t a breaking ? 
Down, down, 1 ſay, think on thy Injuries, 
Thy wrongs! thy wrongs. *Tis well my Eyes are drye, 
And all within my Boſom now is ſtill. 


v. 


Enter Varanes, leaning on Aranthes. 


Ha! is this he! or is't Varanes Ghoſt : 

He looks as if he had beſpoke his Grave, 

Trembling and palez 1 muſt not dare to view him; 
For oh 1 feei his melancholly here, 


And fear I ſhall too ſoon partake. his ſickneſs! 
| Varae 


48 I HEODOSIU:S; or, 
Yara. Thus to the angry Gods offending: Merwls, 
Made ſenſible by ſome -{evere affliftion, - | 

'How all their Crimes are Tegiſtred -in Heavy? 0, 
In that nice Court, how.no raſh -word eſcapes, 
But ev*n extravagant thonghts are ail ſet down: 
Thu s the poor Penitents with fear approach 
The: reverend Shrines, and thus for. mercy bow, [Kneek, 
Thus melting too, they waſh the hallowed Earth, lt 
And groan to be {orgiven—— : -- 
O Empreſs! O Exdoſia! ſuch you are now, 
Theſe are your Titles, and I muſt 'not dare 
Ever to cal-you Athenais more. 
Athen. Riſe, riſe, my Lord, let me intreat. you ie, 
Ll will not hear you in that humble polture : 
Riſe, or I mult with 
For you and me, ſhould it behold. a Prince, 
Sprung from immortal Cyrxs, on his knees 
Before the Daughter of a poor Philoſopher, 
Vara. *Tis juſt, you righteous Gods! my doom is juſt ; 
Nor will 1 ſtrive to deprecate her anger. 
If poſſible I'll aggravate my..Crimes, 
That ſhe may rage till ſhe has broke my heart : 
For all I now deſire, and let the Gods, _ 
Thoſe cruel Gods that joyn to my undoing, 
Be witneſles to this unnatural wiſh, 
Is to fall-dead without a wound before her. 
Athen. O ye known ſounds ! But 1muſt ſteel my ſoul. 
Methinks theſe Robes, my Dela, are too heavy. 
Vara. Not worth a word, a look, nor one regard ! 
is then the Nature of my fault ſo hainous, 
That when.1 com? to take my eternal leave, 
You'll not vouchſafe to yiew me? This is ſcorn 
Which the fair ſoul of gent'e Athenass 
Would ne*re have harbour d——— 
O, for the ſake of him, whom you e're-long 
Shall hold as faſt as now you 'r wiſhes form kim, 
Give me a paticnt hearing; for how-ever 
I talk of death, and ſeem to loath my life, 
| would deliberate with my. Fate a while 
With ſuatching glances eye theg to the laſt, 
Pauſe o're a loſs like that of Athbenass, 
And parly with my ruine. 
Athen. Speak, my Lord, 
To hear you is the Emperor's command ; 
ASS for that Cauſe | readily obey. 
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Trek, 


The Force of Love. 


Tara. The Emperor, the Emperor's command ; 
” And for that cauſe ſhe readily obeys, 


EY 1 thank you Madam that on any terms 


© You codeſcend to hear me—— 


"'F Kzow then, Exdoſia. Ab, rather let me call thee 


© By the Lov'd name of Athenais ſtill ; 
That name that I fo often have invok'd ! 
And which was once Auſpitious to my Vows; 


2 So oft at Midnight fighd amongſt the Groves : 


The Rivers murmur and the Eccho's burden, 

* Which every Bird could ſing and wind did beat ! 
* . By that dear Name, I make this proteſtation, 

+ By all that's good on Earth, or bleſt in Heayn: 

I ſmear 1 love the more, far more than ever, 

© With conſcious bluſhes'too ! Here, help me Gods, 
+. Help me to tell her, tho? to my Confuſion, 

" And everlaſting ſhame; yet I muſt tell her, 
* 1 lay the Perſian Crown before her Feet. 

Athen. My Lord, I thank you, and to expreſs thoſe thanks, 
As nobly as you offer 'em | return 
The guift you make, nor will F now upbraid you 
With the Example of the Emp'ror 


& Not but | know 'cis that that draws you on, 


* Thus to deſcend beneath your Majeſty; 
And ſwell the Daughter of a poor Philoſopher 
With hopes of being great. 
Vara. Ah, Madam ! Ah you wrong me, by the Gods 
| had repented e're I knew the Emp'ror—— 
Athen. You find perbaps too late that Athenass, 
How'ever lighted for her birth and Fortune, 
Has ſomething in her Perſon, and her vertue, 
Worth the Regard of Emperors themſelves, 
And to return the Complement you gave 
My Father, Leontine, that poor Philoſopher, 
Whoſe utmoſt glory is to have been your Tutor : 
| here proteſt, by vertue, and by Glory, 
| ſmear by Heay'n and all the Pow'rs Divine, 
The abandoned Daughter of that poor o'd man 
Shall nere be ſeated on the Throne of Cyrus. 
Vara. O death to all my hopes! what haft thou ſworn ? 


| To turn we wild! Ah curſed Throne of Cyrus ! 


Would thou hadſt been o're-turn'd and laid in duſt, 
His Crown too thunder-ſtrook. My Father, all 
The Perſian Race, like poor Darizs rvin'd, 


| 


Blotted, and ſivept for cver from the world; 
H When 


$0 THEODOSIUS; Or, 
When firſt Ambition blaſted thy Remembrance———, 
Athen. O Heay*n! I had forgot the baſe affront 
Offer*d by this proud man! a wrong ſo great, 
It is remoy'd beyond all- hope of mercy : 
He had deſign'd to bribe my Fathers vertue,. 
And by unlawful meang—— - 
Fly from my” ſight, leſt I become a Fury ——- 
And break thoſe rules of temp*rance I propog'd,. 
Fly, fly, Varanes! fly this ſacred place 
Where. Vertue and Religion are profeſs'd: 
This City will not harbour Infidels, 
Traytors to.Chaſtity, Licentious Princes -- 
Begon, I ſay, thou can'ſt not here be ſafe, 
Fly to-lmperial Libertines abroad; | 
In forreiga Corrts thowlt find a thouſand Beauties 
Taat wilt comply for gold, for gold. they'll weep, 
For gold be fond as Athenais was 3 
- And charm thee ſtill as if they low?d indeed. 
Thowlr find enow Companions too for riot z 
Luxuriant all, and Royal as thy felt; 
Tho' thy loud Vices ſhould reſound to heav'n. 
Art thou not gone yet ? , 
Vara.. No, | am charm'd to hear: you : 
© from my Soul 1 do confeſs my ſelf 
The very blot of Honour; I am moreblack 
Than thou, .in all chy heat of juſt revenge 
With all thy glorious Eloquence, canſt make me. 
Athen. Away, Faranes. 
Vara. Yes, Madam, I am: going- 
Nay, by the Gods, 1 donot ask thee pardon ; 
*- Nor while 1 live will | implore thy mercy. 
But when 1 am dead, if as thon doſt return, 
With happy Theodoſirs from the Temple, 
If as thou go'it in Triumph through the ſtreets, . * 
Thou chance to-meet- the cold Yaranes there, 
Born by his Friends to his Eternal home 
Stop then, O Arhenais ! and behold me 
Say as thou hang'ſt about the Emp'ror's Neck, 
Alas !- my Lord, this fight I; worth our pity 
!f to thoſe pitying words, * thou add a tear, 
Or give one parting groan —— If poſlible, 
If the good Gods will grant my Soul the freedom, 
Pll leave my (hrow?'d, and wake from Death to thank thee. 
Athen.” He ſhakes my reſolution from -the bottom : 
My bleeding Heart too ſpeaks -in his behalf, 
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And ſays my Vertue has been too ſevere. 

Vara. Farewell! O Empreſs: No Athenais, now; 
| will not call thee by that tender Name; 

Since cold deſpair begins to freeze my -Boſom; 

And all my Pow'rs are now reſfoly'd on Death. 

"Tis ſaid, that from my Youth I have been raſh, 

Chollerick, and hot; but let the Gods now Judge 

By my laſt wiſh, if ever /patient man 

Did calmely bear fo a a loſs as mine; 

6 | *tis fo doom'd by Fate you muſt be wedded, 

* For your own peace, when [I am laid in Earth, 

Forget that e*re-Yaranes had a being; 

Turn all your Soul to Theodoſins boſom : 

Continue Gods their Days, and make *%em long : 

Lacina wait upon their fruitful Hymey, 

And many Children, -beautious as the Mother, 

And piovs as the Father, make em ſmile, 

Athen. O Heay*ns ! 

Fara. Farewell—Pll trouble you no more : 
The malady that's lodg*d within grows ſtronger ; 
I feel the ſhock-of my approaching Fate : 

My heart too trembles at his diſtant march ; 

Nor 'can I utter more, if you ſhou'd ask me. 

Thy arm, A4ranthes' © farepell for ever—— 
Athen. Varanes, ſtay, and e'ce you go for ever, 

Let me unfold my heart. 

Vara. O, Athenass | 
What further cruelty haſt thou in ſtore 
To add to what I ſuffer ? 

Athen, Since it is doom*d 
That we muſt part, let's part as'Loyers ſhou'd, 

As thoſe that have lov'd long and Lov'd well. 
Vara. Art thou ſo good! O Athenais, oh ! 
Athen. Firſt from my Soul 1 pity and forgive you; 

I pardon you that haſty little Error, 

Which yet has been the cauſe of both our ruines. ' 

And let this ſorrow witneſs for my heart, 

How eagerly 1 wiſh it had not been, 

And ſince I cannot keep it, take it all. 

Take all the Love, O Prince, I ever bore you ; 

Or if *cis poſſible, VI! give you more 3 

Your noble carriage forces this Confeſſion : 

I rage! I burn! | bleed! I dye for Love: 

1 am diſtraſted with this world of paſlion. 
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Fara. Gods! cruel Gods! take notice 1 forgive you. j 


Athen. 


Athen, Alas!. my Lord ! my weaker tender Sex 
Has not your manly patience ; cannot curb 
This Fury in; therefore I let it looſe, 

Spite of my rigid duty, L will ſpeak 

With all the dearnefs of 'a-dying Lover, 
Farewell moſt lovely, and molt lov'd of men; 
Why comes this dying paleneſs o'ce thy Face ? 
Why wander thus thy eyes? Why doſt thou bend 
As if the fatal weight of Death were on thee ? 

Vara. Speak yet a little more ; For by the Gods; 
And as [ prize thoſe bleſſed happy moments, 

I ſwear, O Athenais)-all is well!. 
O never better ! 

Athen. | doubt thee, dear Faranes ; 

Yet, if thou dy*ſt 1 ſhall not long be from thee: 
Once more farewell and take theſe laſt embraces. 

Oh! I could cruſh him to my heart ! Farewell ; 

And as a dying pledge of my laſt Love, 

Take this, which all thy Pray'rs could never Charm ; 
What have I done? oh lead me, lead me, - Delia ! 
Ah, Prince farewell!” Angels prote& and guard thee. 

FVara. Turn back! O Athenais! and behold me! 

Hear my laſt words, and then farewell for ever : 
Thou haſt nadone me more by this confeſſion : 
You ſay, you ſwear you love me more than ever : 
Yet, | muſt ſee you marry'd to another, 
Can there be any plague or: hell like this ? 
O Athenais ! Whither ſhall I tura me ?* 
You have brought me back to life : but: oh what life ?* 
to a life more terribke than a-thonſand- Deaths ; 
Like one that had been buried in a Trance, 
With racking ſtarts, he wakes and gazes round, - 
Forc'd by diſpair his whirling Limbs to Wound, 
And bellow like a Spirit under-ground. 
Still urg'd by Fate, to turn, to toſs, and rave, 
Tormented, daſh'd and broken in the Grave. 


ACT. V.. SCENE L 


The Force of Love. 


Athenais dreſt in Imperial Robes, and Crown'd, a Table with 


a bowl of Poiſon, 
Athen. A Midnight Marriage! muſt I to the Temple, 


Thus at the Murderers hour ? *Tis wond'rous ſtrange 3 


But fo thou ſay*ſt my Father has commanded 


And that's Almighty reaſon. 


Delia. Tt? Emperor in compaſſion to the Prince, 


' Who would perhaps fly to extravagance, 


If he in Publick ſhould reſolve to eſpouſe you, 
Contriv'd by this cloſe Marriage to deceive him. 


Athen. Go fetch thy Lute, and fing thoſe lines 1 gave thee: 


So, now I am alone; yet my Soul ſhakes ; 


For where this dreadful draught may carry me, 
The Heay*ns can onely tell; yet I am reſolyed 


To drink it off in ſpite -of Conſequence, - 


By ſympathy of Soul let him too tremble, 


Thus in the rapid Chariot of the Soul ; 


And ſing my waftage to immortal Joys, 


O my Yaranes! tho? my Birth's unequal: 
My vertue ſure has richly recompenc'd 
And quite out-gone Example ! 


S ONG. 


Ah Cruel bloody Fate, 
What canſt thou now do more ? 
Alas, "ts all too late, 
Philander to reſtore : 


Whiſper him, O ſome Angel! what 1 am doing ; 


To hear my wondrous Faith, my wondrous Love, 
Whole Spirit not content with an Ovation 
. Of lingring Fate, wich Triumph thus reſoly'd: 


To mount and dare as never Woman dar'd : 
"Tis done, haſte, Delia, haſte ! come bring thy Lute, 


Methinks I cannot but ſmile at my own bravery, 
Thus from my loweſt Fortune rais'd to Empire, 
Crown'd and adorn'd ! worſhipt by half the Earth, 
While a young Monarch dyes for my embraces : 
Yet now to Wave the glories of the World : 


[Dy imles 
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Why ſhould the Heavenly Powers perſwade 
Poor Mortals to believe, 
That they guard. us here, 
And reward us there, 
Yet all. our Joys deceive. 
2 


Hey Poinyard then ſhe took, 
And beld it in her hand; 
And with a dying look, 
Cry'd, thus 1 Fate command : 

Philander / ah my. Love I come, 
To meet thy ſhade below ; 
Ab, 1 come, ſhe Cry'd, 
With a wound ſo Wide, 

There needs no ſecond blow. 


3, 

In Purple Waves her blood 

Ran (treaming: down the Floors 

Unmov'd ſhe ſaw the flood, 

And bleſt ber dying honr : 
-Philander ! ah, Phi ler! flill 

The bleeding Phillis cry'd, 

She wept a while, 

And ſhe ford a ſmile, 

Then clos'd her eyes and dy'd. 


Enter Pulcheria. 


Fule. How fares my dear Exdoſia ? ha, thou look?ſt, 

Orelſethe Tapers cheat my ſight, like one 

That's fitter for thy Tomb than Ceſar's Bed: 

A Fatal ſorrow dims thy ſhaded eyes, 

And in deſpight of All thy Ornaments, 

Thou ſeem'ſt to me the Ghoſt of Athenass. 4 
Athen, And what's the puniſhment, my dear Pulcheria 3 

What Torments are alloted thoſe ſad Spirits, 

Who groaning with the burden of deſpair ; 

No longer will endure the Cares of Life, 

But boldly ſet themſelves at liberty, 

Through the dark Caves of Death to wander on, 

Like wilded Travellers without a Guide, 

Eternal Rovers in the gloomy Maze, 

Where ſcarce the Twilight of an Infant Moon, 

By a faint glimmer checkering through the Trees, 

Reflects to diſmal view the walking Ghoſts, 


The Force of Love. 


And never hope to reach the bleſſed Fields ? 
Palch. No more o' that; Atticus ſhall reſolve Thee; 

But ſee, he waits thee from the Emperour 3 

Thy Father too attends. 


Enter Leontine, Atticus, & 6; 


Leone. Come, Athenais ! Ha, what now in tears ? 
O fall of honour, but no more charge thee, 
I charge thee, as thou ever hop'[t my bleſſing, 
Or fear*ſt my Curſe, to baniſh from thy Soul - 
All thoughts, if poſſible the memory, 
Of that ungrateful Prince that has undone thee. - 
Attend me to the Temple on this inſtant, 
To make the Emperour thine, this night to wed him, 
And lye within his Arms. 
| Hiben. Yes, Sir, Ple go 
Let me but dry my Eyes, and 1 will go, 
Eudoſia, this unhappy Bride ſhall go, 
Thus like a Viftim crown'd and doom'd to bleed, 
Ile wait you to the Altar, wed the Emperour, 
And if he pleafes, lye within his Arms. 
Leont. Thou art my Child agen. 
Athen. But do not, Sir, imagine that any Charms, 
Or threatnings ſhall compell me 
Never to think of poor Yaranes more : 
No my Varanes : No 
While I have breath, I will remember thee. 
To thee alone, I will my thoughts confine. 
And all my Meditations ſhall be thine, q 
The Image of thy Woes my Soul ſhall fill, 
Fate and my end, and thy remembrance ſtill, . 
As in ſome Pop'lar ſhade the Nightingale 
With piercing moans does her loſt young bewail,. 
Which the rough Hind, obſerving. as they lay 
Warm in their Downy-Neſt, had ſtoln away, 
But ſhe in mournful ſounds does ſtill complain, \ 
Sings all the night, tho? all her Songs are vain, c 
And ſtill renews her miſerable ſtrain : 
So my Varanes till my death comes on : 
Shall ſad Exdoſia thy dear loſs bemoan- LEx Athenals, Atticus» 


Scene 
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Enter Varanes. 


Vars. *Tis Night, dead night, and weary Nature lies 


So faſt as if ſhe never were to riſe : 


No breath of Wind now whiſpers through the Trees 


No noiſe at Land, nor murmur-in the Seas | 
Lean Wolves forget to howl at Nights pale Noon ; 
No wakeful Dogs bark at the ſilent Moon : 

Nor bay the Ghoſts that glide with horror by, 

To view the Cavernes where their bodies lye: 

The Raverss perch, and no preſages giwe; 

Nor to the Windows of the dying cleave. 

The Owls forget to ſcream, no midnight ſound 
Calls drowſie ecchoe from the hollow ground, 

In vaults the walking Fires extinguiſht lye, 

The ſtars Heay?n centry wink and ſeem to dye. 
Such Unjverſal ſilence ſpreads below, 

Through the vaſt ſhades where Iam doom'd to go 
Nor ſhall 1 need a violence to wound : 

The ſtorm is here that drives me on the ground 
Sure means to make the Soul and Body part, 

A burning Feaver and a broken heart. 


What hoa, Aranthes | [Enter Aranthes. 


i ſent thee to the Apartment of 

Athanais ! 1 ſent thee, did I not, to be admitted ? 
Aran. You did my Lord ; but oh 

I fear to give you an account. 
Vara. Alas ! 

Aranthes, | am got on the other ſide 

Of this bad World; and now am paſt all fear. 

O ye avenging Gods is there a plague 

Among your hoorded Bolts and heaps of Vengeance 

Beyond the mighty loſs of Athenass, 

'Tis contradiftion, ſpeak, then ſpeak Aranthes, 

For all misfortunes if compar?d with that, 

Will make Yaranes ſmile 
Aranth. My Lord, the Empreſs, 

Crown'd and adorn'd with the Imperial Robes, 

Art this dead time of Night with ſilent pomp, 

As they deſign'd from all to keep it ſecret, 

But chicly ſure from you; [ſay the Empreſs 

is now condutted by the General. 


Altic. 


The Force of Love. 
! Attic and her Father to the Temple, 
There to eſpouſe 1h? Emperor, Theodoſrus. 
| Var. Sayit thou ? ist certain ! hah. 

0 Arant. Moſt certain, Sir, 1 ſaw %em in proceſſion. 

; -Vara. Give me thy Sword, Malieious Fate ! O Fortune !. 
O giddy chance! O turn of Love and greatneſs ! - 
Marry'd'! ſhe has kept her promiſe now indeed; 

And oh her - pointed fame, and nice revenge, 
Have reacht their end. No Aranthes! no! 
* - I will not ſtay the Lazy execution 
”- Ofa ſlow Feaver, Give me thy hand, and fivear 
By all the Love and Duty that thou ow'ſt me 
To obſerve the laſt Commands that I ſhall give thee; 

Stir not againſt my purpoſe, as thon fearſt 

My anger and diſdain; Nor dare to oppoſe me 

With troubleſome unneceſſary formal reaſons ; 

For what my thought has doom'd my hand ſhall. ſeal. 
1 charge thee hold it ſtedfaſt to my heart, 
Fixt as the Fate that throws me on the point. 
Tho' I have liv'd a Perſian, I will fall 
\ As fair, as fearleſs, and as full reſoly'd 
' As any Greek, or Reman of *em all, 
Arant. What you cemmand is terrible but ſacred, 
And to attone for this t00 cruel duty, 
s | My Lord, I'll follow you 
Para. 1 charge thee not! - 

But when 1 am dead take the attending ſlaves, 

And bear me with my blood diſtilling down 

Straight to the Temple, lay me! O Aranthes! 

Lay my cold Coarſe at Arbeneis Feet, 

And fay, O why, why do my eyes run o'ret! 

Say with my lateſt gaſp I groan'd for pardon ; 

Juſt here my Friend hold faſt, and fix the Sword; 


| feel the Artery, where the life blood liesz 
lt heaves againſt the Point——Now 0? ye Gods; 
If for the greatly wretched you have Room, 
Prepare my place for dauntleſs loe 1 come ! 
e force of Loye thus makes the Mortal wound, 
And Athenais ſends me to the ground. 


CKills himſelf, 
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SC EN E the third, the outward part f the Temple. 


. Enter Pulcheria «nd Julia at one door, Marcian and Lucius a 
another. , 


Pulc. Look 7alia,. ſee the penſive AMarcian comes ; 
"Tis to my wiſh, I muſt no. longer loſe him; 
Leſt he ſhould leave the Court indeed -- he looks 
As if ſome mighty ſecret work'd within bim, 
And labour'd for a vent, inſpire me Woman, 
That what my Soul deſires above the world, 
May ſeem impos'd. and forc'd on my affeftionsg—— 
Luc. I fay iſe loves you, and ſhe ſtays to hear it 
From your own Mouth : now in the name of all 
The Gods at. once, my Lord, why are you ſilent ? 
Take heed, Sir, mark your opportunity ; 
For if the. Woman lays it in your way, 
And you over-ſee it : She is loſt for ever, 
Marc. Madam, I come to take my eternal leave. 
Your doom has baniſht me, and I obey: 
The Court and I ſhake hands, and now we part, 
Never to ſee each other more; the Court 
Where I was born, and bred-a Gentleman; 
No more, till your illuſtrious. bounty rais*d me, 
And drew the Earth-born 'vapour to the Clouds: 
But as the Gods ordain'd it I have loſt, | 
I know not how through jgnorance, your Grace : 
And now the Exhalation of my. glory 
Is quite conſum'd and vaniſht into Air. 
Pulch. Proceed, SiIF——— | 

Marc. Yet let thoſe Gods that doon'vd me to diſpleaſe you, 

Be witneſſes how much I honour you-—— 

Thus worſhipping I ſwear by. your bright ſelf, 

L leave this lafamous Court with more content, 
'Fhan Fools and Flatterers ſeek jt; But, oh Heaven! 
1 cannot go if-ſtill your ;hate purſues me, 

Yes, 1 declare it is inipoſſible, | 

To go to. baniſhment without your pardon 

Pulc. You have it ; Marcian, is there ought beſide, 
That you would ſpeak, for I am free to hear. 

Marc.. Since I ſhall never ſee you more, what hinders, 
But my laſt words ſhou'd here proteſt the truth, 
Know then Imperial Princeſs, matchleſs woman, 

Since. firſt you calt your eyes ppon my meanneſs, 


The Force of Lowe. 


Ey'n till you rais?d me to my enyy'd height, 
| have in ſecret lov'd you— 
Pulc: Is this, Marcign ? 
Marc. You frowng but IT am ſtill prepar'd for all; 
I fay 1 lov'd you and I love you ſtill, 
More than my life, and equal to my Glory 
Methinks the Warring Spirit that inſpires 
This Frame, the yery Genius of old Rome ! 
That makes me talk without the Fear of Death, 
And drives my daring toul to acts of honour, 
Flames in your eyes? our thonghts too are a-kin, 
Ambitious, fierce, and burn alike for glory : 
Now, by the Gods ! | lov'd you in your Fury, 
In all the thunder that. quite riv'd my hopes, 
I lov'd you molt eva when you did deſtroy me. 
Madam, ve ſpoke my heart, and cou'd ſay more; 
*But that I ſee it grieves- you, your high blood 
Frets at the arrogance and ſawcy pride 
Of this bold Vagabond: may the Gods forgive me : 
Farewell z a worthier General may ſucceed me; 
But none more faithful ro the Emperors intereſt, 
Than him you are pleas'd to cail the Traytor, XMarcian. 
Pul. Come back, you have ſubtilly play'd your part indeed; 
For firſt, th' Emperor, whom you lately ſchool'd, 
Reſtores you your Commiſſion z next commands you, 
As you're a Subject not to leave the Court. 
Next, but oh Heay'n ! which way ſhall 1 expreſs 
His cruel pleaſure, be that is ſo mild 
In all things elſe, yet obſtinate in this, 
Spite of my tears, my Birth, and my Diſdain, 
Commands me, as I dread his high diſpleaſure, 
O Marcian | to receive you as my Husband. 
Marc, Ha, Lucius! what, what does my Fate intend ? 
Luc. Purſue her, Sir, *tis as I faid, ſhe yields, 
And rages that you follow her no faſter. 
Pulc. ls then at laſt my great Authority, . 
And my intruſted pow?r declin'd to this ? 
Yet oh my Fate, what way can I avoid it? 
He charg'd me ſtreight to wait him to the'Temple 3 
And there reſolve! O Marcien! on this Marriage. 
Now genrous Souldier as you're truly noble ; 
O help me forth, loſt in this Labyrinth 
= me to looſe this more than Gordian Knot, 
And make me * and your ſelf for eyer happy. 
Marc. Madam, Þ11 ſpeak as briefly as 1 can, 
; I 2 


And 
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And as a Souldier ought the onely way 
To help this knot is yet to tye it faſter. 
Since then the Emperor has reſoly'd you mine, 
For which I will for ever thank the Gods, 
And make this Holiday throughont my life, 
| take him at his; word, and claimhis promif=:;. 
The Empire of the World ſhall not redeem you: 
Nay, weep not Madam, though my outſide*s rough, 
Yet by thoſe eyes your ſouldier has a heart | 
Compaſſionate and tender as a Virgins, 
Ev*n now it' bleeds to ſee thoſe: falling ſorrows, 
Perhaps. this grief may move th” Emperour 
To-a Repentance !'Come then to the Tryal ; 
For by my Arms, my Life, and dearer honour, 
If you. go-back. when given me by his hand, 

In diſtant Warrs my Fate I will deplore, 
. And Marcarn's Name ſhall ne*re be heard of more. [Exe 


SCENE the Temple. 


Theodoſius, Atlienais, Atticus joyning their hands ——Marci- 
an, Pulcheria, Lucius, Julia, Delia, &c. Leontine. 


Attic. The more then Gordian knot is tyd, 
Which Deaths ſtrong Arm (ball ne're divide, 
For when to bliſs :ye. wafted. are; 
Your Spirits ſhall. be Wedded there; 
Waters are loſt, and Fires will aye, 
But Love. alone can Fate defic. 


Enter Aranthes with the. Body of Varanes. 


Aranth. Where RN the Empreſs ? where ſhall I find Eudoſta ? 
By Fate I am ſent to tell that cruel Beauty, | 
She: has robb'd the World of Fame; her eyes have giy'n. 

A blaſt to fhe big bloſſom of the War ; 

Behold him there nipt in:his Ffowry Morn, 
 CompelPd ta break bis promiſe of-a day; 

© A day that conqueſt would: have made her boaſt, 
Behold her Lawrel wither'd to: the Root 
Ganker'd and kilPd-by  Arbenasis ſcorn. 

Athen. Dead ! dcad, Varaner "4 

Theo.. O ye Eternal Powrs 
That guid the World ! why db you ſhock onr Reaſon, 
With. aQts like theſe that lay our thonghts-in dult ? 

n Forgive. 
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Forgive me Heay'n this ſtart, or elevate | 
tmagination more, and make it nothing. : | 
Alas! alas, YVaranes ! But ſpeak, Arantber, | 
The manner of his Fate: Groans choak my words; 
But ſpeak, and we will Anſwer thee with Tears. 
Aran. His Feaver would no doubt by this have done 
What ſome few minutes paſt his Sword perform'd, 
He heard from me your progreſs to the Temple , 
How you defign'd at midnight to deceive him, 
By a Clandeſtine Marriage: But, my Lord, q 
Had you beheld his Racks at my Relation ; 
Or had your Empreſs ſeen him in thoſe Torments, 
When from his dying Eyes ſwoln to the brim 
The big round drops rowI'd down his manly Face ; 
When from his hollow Breaſt a murmuring Crowd 
Of groans ruſt'd forth, and eccho'd, all is well : 
Then had you ſeen him! O ye cruel Gods: 
Ruſh on the Sword I held againſt his Breaſt, 
And dye it to the Hilts with theſe:laſt words— 
Bear me to Athenais 
Athen. Give me way, my Lord,. 
[ have moſt ſtriftly kept my promiſe with you, 
I am your Bride, and you can ask no more, 
Or if you did, I am paſt the power to give: 
But here ! oh here! on his cold bloody Breaſt, 
Thus let me breath my laſt. : 
Theo. O Empreſs, what, . what can this.tranſport mean ?” 
Are theſe our Nuptials ! theſe my promis'd Joys. 
Athen. Forgive me, Sir, this laſt reſpeCt 1 pay 
Theſe ſad remains And oh thou- mighty Spirit, 
If yet thou art not mingled with the ſtars, 
Look down and hear the wretched- Athenais, 
When .thow- ſhall know. before. I-gave conſent 
To- this indecent Marriage, 1 had taken 
Into my Veins a cold-and deadly draught, . 
Which ſoon would render. me, alas, unhe 
Fortthe,warm Joys of. an Imperial Lover, . 
And: make me ever thine! yet keep my word 
With Theodoſius : Wilt thou not forgive me ? 
Theo. Poiſon'd to free thee from the Emperor / 
Oh, Arherais! thou haft done a deed 
That tears my. heart! whit have I done againft thee. 
"'Thit thou ſ»1'dſt- braad m2 - thus with Infainy 
And everlaſting ſham: | Thou 'migktsſt hav? mace 
Thy choice withous this cruel act” of Death. 
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I left thee to thy will, and in requital 
Thou haſt murder'd all my Fame —— 
Athen, O pardon me! 
1 lay my dying body at your Feet, | 
And beg, my Lord, with my laſt ſighs intreat you 
To impute the fault, if *cis a fault, to love; 
And the ingratitude of Athenais, 
To her too cruel Stars; Remember too, 
I beg?d you would not let me ſee the Prince, 
Preſaging what has happend ;, yet my word, 
As to our Nuptials was inviolable ! 

Theo. Ha ! ſhe is going ! ſee her languiſhing eyes 
Draw in their Beams, the ſleep of Death js on her, 
Athen. Farewell, my Lord ! alas! alas, Yaranes! 

To embrace thee now is. nct immodeſty ; 

' Or if it were, I think my bleeding heart, 

Would make me criminal in Death to claſp thee, 

Break all the tender nicities of- honour, 

To fold thee thus and warm thee into life, 

For oh what man like him cou'd woman move! 

O Prince beloy*d ! O Spirit moſt divine ! 

Thus by my death, I give thee all my Love, 

And ſeal my Soul and Body ever thine 
Theo. O Martian ! O Pulcheria' did not the Pow*r 

Whom we adore plant all his Thunder-bolts 

Againſt ſelf-Murderers, I would periſh too: 

But as 1 am [I ſwear to leave the Empire: 

To thee my Siſter I bequeath the World ; 

And yet a gift more great the gallant Marcian / 

On then, my Friend, now ſhew thy Roman Spirit : 

As to her Sex, fair Athenais was, 

Be thou to thine a pattern of true honour, 

Thus we'll attone for all the preſent Crimes, 

That yet it may be ſaid in after-times ; | 

No age with ſuch Examples cou'd compare, 

So great, ſo good, fo yertuous, and fo fair. 
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.. Epilogue. 


How pleas'd and bold they quit the ſafer ſhore : 


T Hrice happy they that never writ before ;, 


Like ſome new Captain of the City Bands, 
That with big looks *n Finsbury Commands, 
SwelPd, with huge Ah be cries, beat, beat'a Drum, 
Pox o' the French-King, uds bud let him come : 
Give me ten thouſand Redcoats, and alloo, 
We'll firk, his Crequi and his\Conde tos. 
Thus the young Scriblers, Mankinds ſenſe diſdain; 
For ignorance” is ſure to make %em vain, 
But far from Vanity, or dang'rous pride ; 
Our cautious Poet courts you to bit fide : 
For why ſhould you be ſcorn'd, to whom are due, 
All the good days that _ Authors knew. 
If ever "tis. you that make *em fine ; 
The EY Shay make the 7A mg 
And he ſcarce drinks but of the Criticks Wine. 


+ Old Writers ſhonld not for vain glory ſtrive 


But like old Miſtrzſſes think how to thrive, 

Be fond of evry thing their Keepers ſay , 

At leaſt till they can live without a Play. 

Like one that knows the Trade, and has been bit ; 

She doats and fawns upon her wealthy Cit , 

And ſwears ſhe loves-him. meerly for his Wit. 

Another more untaught than a Walloon, 

Antickh and ugly, like an old Baboon ; 

She ſwears is an accompliſht Beau-garſon, 

Turns with all winds, and ſails with all deſires; 

All hearts in City, Town, and Court, ſhe fires, 

Young callow. Lords, lean Knizhts, and drivlins Squires. 
She 18 reſiſHleſs flattery finds her ends, 

Gives thanks for Fools, and makes ye all her Friends, 
So ſhould wiſe Ports ſooth an aweard Age, 

For they are Proſtitutes upon the Staze : 

To ftand on points were fooliſh and ill-brea, 

As for a Lady to be nice in Bed: 

Your wills alone muſt their per formance meaſure, . 


Aud. you may turn *em ev'ry way for pleaſure. 
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Forc 'd Marriage, or the Jealous 
Bride. 

Englsſh Monſieur. 

= Miſtaken, or the mad Cou- 
ple. 

Generous Enemies. 

Andromacha : A Tragedy. 

Caliſto : or the Maſque at Court. 

Country-Wit, A Comedie. 


Deſtruction of Feruſalem, 2 patts 
Miſeries of Civil-War. 


Henry 6. with the Murder of the 
Duke « of Gloceſter. 

Nere, a Tragedie. 

Gloriana, a Tragedie. 

Sophonisha, -Oor Hanibals over- 
throw. 

Alexanaer the Great, or the Ri- 
val Queens. 

Mithridat e-King of Pontys. 


| Ceſar Borgia, Son of Pope A- 


lexander G6. 
Oedipus, King of Thebes. 
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Theodeſius, of the force of Love, 

The Plain-Dealer. 

The Town Fop, or Sir Timely 
Ta 


Madam Fiekle : 
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ting Siſters. 
The Vertuous Wite, or, good 


luck at laſt. 
The Fool turn'd Eciricky a Co 
med 


venturers. 
The Miſtaken Husband, -2-Come- 
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Mr. Limberham, or the Kind- 
Keeper. 

Notes and Obſervations on: the 
Empreſs of Morocco. 

The Orphan, or Unhappy Mar- 
riage. | 

The Souldier of Fortune, in the 
Preſs. 


Abdellezar,or the 2foors Revenge. 


The Fond Husband, or the Plot- 
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Squire Ilaſap, or the Night Ad-* 
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:Love ſmiles when he feels the ſharp point of his Dart, 
And he wings it to hit the grim God in the heart, 
-Who leaves his Steel Bed, os Boliters of Braſs, 
For Pillows f Roſes, and Conches of Graſs. 
His Conrſer of iefvaing to now grown ſo ſlow, 
That 4 Cupid 7th'S, ſits bending his Bow. 
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: Love, Love 71-the cry ; Love and Kiſſes go round, 
Till Phillis a»d Damon lie claſp'd on the ground. 
The Shepheard too quick does her pleaſure deſtroy, © 
Tis abortive, ſhe cries, and ho murders my Joy : 
Eut be rallies again by the force of her Charms, © 
And Kiſſes, Embraces, and dies in ber Arms: 


E 
- 


en... "OY OY POEY OT | 


SONG after the Third ACT. 


ls th. es 
—_ 


Inn 


thy wm —— _——_— — 


hn ” my 
. 
ha: a "GI 


—_— —_— — — Dy —_— y Hand — 


Hail to the Myrile ſhade, all Hail to the Nymphs of the Fields, 


Kings will not her in—vade, tho Vir-tue all free-dom yields. 
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Beanty here opens her arms to ſoften the 


langwniſhing mind, and 
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Phillis #2—locks her Charms, ah Phillis! ah: why ſo kind? 
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Beauty here opens her Arms to ſoften the languiſhing wind, and 
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Ward ns there, yet all our Joys deceive.. 
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26 
Her Ponyard then fhe took, 
And bell # in her Hand, 
And with a dying look, 
Cryd, thes 1 Fate command: 
Philander } Ah my Love, T come: 
To meet thy Shade below! 
Ah | I come, fhe cry d, 
With a Wound ſo wide , 
. There needs no ſecond blow. 


g Jo 
In Purple Waves her Blood, 
Ran ftreaming down the Floor, 
Unmov'd ſhe ſaw the Flood, 
Lind blefF the Dying Hour. 
Philander! 4h Philander | f:2. 
The bleeding Phillis cry'd'3. 
She wept a while, | 
And he forc'd « ſmile, 
Then clos'd her Eyes, and dy d- 
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” dreadful to him ; when mens minds in this dead 

» calmot Stateareasbuſie, as-'tis fear'd, the hands = 
& of ſome wou'd bein the Tempeſt of a Battel, to 

| ke a Poct plotting in. his Chamber. quite another 
\ way, painting faſt as yigorous Fancy can inſpire 

\ him, drawing the paſt World, the preſent, and to 

*. come, inanarrow ſpace, 1s an Image not unwor- 

Boa grave man's Contemplation. Ir 1s the buſineſs 

ot p00 


To the Right Honourable P HILIP, 
Earl of PEMBROKE, and 


| My Lord; 


Hen anUniverſalConſternation ſ preads 
through the Kingdom, and the peace 
which eyery man enjoys becomes 


r Poets to bethe diyerſionof mankind ; plea- 


| fure is theirbeing,Ithink I may call 'emrhe Miſtreſles 


of the World ; which if granted, I am fate 'is eafic 


E. prove their Gallants very brutiſh, for they gene- 


loath them as ſoon as. they are enjoy'd : The 


a 


+ beſt of 'cm come under the ſeyereſt laſh of the 
; Ta_gh men; nay, the leaſt will be ſhooting their 
' Bolts, and when the Maſtifls worry 'em, the little 
\- Gurswill be barking ; ay whole World cenſures, 
> ' 2 : 


and 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory, 

and ev'ry caring Poet that comes forth; mult ex. 
pect to be like the A/manack Hero, all over wounds, 
For my own part, I have been ſo harſhly hand{4 


by ſome of 'em, that my courage quite faild me, 
nor wou'd I now appear in print, but under the 


Protection and Patronage of your Lordſhip. Your 


Iluftrious Forefathers, and indeed all your Em. 


nent Relations, have always been of the Firſt-rate 


Nobility; Patrons of. Wit and Arms, magnificent- 


ly brave, true old-ſtampt Brittons,. and ever fore- 
moſt in the Race of Glory. Not to unravel half 
your Honourable Records, I challenge all-the men 'Þ 


of Fame to ſhow an Equal to the Immortal Sid- 


zey, ev n- when ſo many contemporary Worthies: Þ 


fouriſh'd, I mean Sir Philip, the name till of your 
Lordſhip,. true Riyal of your Honour, one ther 


cou'd. match your Spirit, fo moſt cxtravagandy. | 


great, that he refusd to be a King, He was at once 


a Ceſar and a Virgil, the leading Souldier, and the. } 


foremoſtPoer, all after this muſt fail: I haye-pai 


juſt Veneration to. his Name, and methmlks the 


Spirit of Shakeſpear puſh'd the commendation. 
That there arc in your Lordſhip all-theſe Excd- 
lent Grains which madethis Perfect Man T-chmk gm 
&If bound by rcafon to tell theWorld, which tomy 
particular obſcryation and certain knowledge has 
done you wrong.I muſt acknowledg;that yourbol- 
mg Youth has-madegreat Salleys; and1o dill + 
lexander, and our Great Fifth Henry : Your Spit 
com- 
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The Epiite Dedicatary. 
lains , as Alexanders did, for Action, who 
gradg'd his Fathers Congueſts, as if his Soul was 
cnt, and wanted Elbow-room, reſolv'd te go a- 
road ore Walls, if not through Doors; and men- 
of Senſe laugh at your preciſe Fellow, your Cynick 
na Tub, who thwarts the courſe of Nature, and is 
never pleas'd, but when he ſees grey Hairs upon a 
young Head. It to be truly Valiant, ev'n in cold 
Mood Magnificent as the old dloviity, infinitely 
Eharitable,, modeſt as Humility it fz1f, the faſteſt 


& Friend upon Earth, where your Lordſhip is pleas'd 
& tofix the Honour 1f theſe Ingredients can com-- 
F pound one admirable Man, then may your Lord- 
ſhip ſtand forth 4- Monument of laſting Honour. 
F Pcrhaps for this I ſhall incur the notion of a Flat-- 


terer ; Flattery indeed is a Catholick 1ll, it paſſes 
Enough the World, and ſuits with. all Complext- 
ons: 'Tis an inſfinuating Poyſon, a Feſuit's Pow- 
der, which ſeems to intend the Cure of the Diſeaſe 
x promotes : I am confident, all thoſe who have 
the honour of your Lordſhips acquaintance, will. 
tell me 1 have faid tootetle. Let it ſuffice, that 1 
mutate the beſt of Poets in a-ſhort but hearty ac-- 
knowledgment of my Obligations to your Lord-- 


ſhip. 


Therefore I hope, as your Lordſhips Great Uncle - 
ſhone-npgn the nughty Ber. with a full Favour, 


 khough my beſt Merits arg-not the ten thouſand. 


. _ 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory; 


goodneſs will accept of my honeft intentions, 
which to your Lorgdſhips ſervice ſhall cyer be hum- 
bly offcr'd, 


By my Lord, 
Your Lordſhips moſt Humble and 
Obedicnt Servant, 


NAT. LEE, 


part of his ſmalleſt Iabours) your Lordſhips infinite | 


TH unhappy man, who once bas traiÞd a Pen, 
, Lzves not to pleaſe himſelf but other men : 
| Is always drudging, waſts his Life and Blood, 
Tet only eats and arinks what you think, good : 
What praiſe” ſore the Poetry deſerve, 
Tet every Fool can bid the Port ſtarve : 
That fumbling Lether to revenge 3s bent, 
Becauſe he thinks himſelf or Whore is meant : 
Name but 4 Cuckold, all the City ſwarms, 
From Leaden-hall zo Ludgate 9m Arms, 
' Wert there ns fear of Antichriſt or France, 
In the beſt times poor Poets live by chance. 
Either you-come not here, or as you grace: | 
Some old acquaintance,arop into the place, 
Careleſs and qnalmiſhwith a yawning Face, 
You fe Ore Wit, andby my troth you may,. 
Mo 4 your Talents Jys atother way: © : : 
You love to hear of ſome prodigious T ale, 
The. Be told alone; or Iriſh Whale. .: 
'News is Jour Food, and you enough provide, 
'Both for your ſelves and all the V Vorld beſide. 
One Theatre there is of vaſt reſort, 
VVhich whilome of Requeſts was call'd the Court. 
But now the great Exchange of News tis hight, 
And full of hum aud buzz from Noon till Night : 
Up Stairs and down you run as for a Race, 
deach man wears three Nations in his Face. 
So big you look, tho? Claret you retrench, 
That arm'd with bottled Ale, you buff the French - 
But all. your Enfettainment Tat is fed -, 
By Pelle, in our own dult Iſland bred: 
VVould you return to us, we dare engage 
To ſhow you better Rogues upon the Stage : 
Tou kyow no Poiſon but plain Rats-bans here, 
Death's more refind, and better bred elſewhere. 
They have a civil way in Italy 
By ſmelling a perfume to makg you dye, 
A Trick, would makg you lay. your Snuff-box by. 
Marder's a Trade ———ſo known-and prattis'd there, 
That tis Infallible as is the Chair 


But mark, their Feaſts, you ſhall behold ſuch Pranks, 
The Pope ſays Grace, but "tis the Devil gives Thanks 


PROLOGUE » Written by Mr. Dryden, 


L ramatis Perſonz. — | 


(Ceſar Borgia, ar Pa DOTY Mr. Berrerron, 


_ rm the Sixth. Mr, Williams, 


Machiavel, Secretary of Florence. Mr. Smith. 


Paul Orfino, Readof cho Faftions Mr, Gillow, 


Aſeario Sforzs, A Buffoon Cardinal, - Mfr. Lees \ = 
Vitellozzo, Chief of the Fed, Mr. Perc F 2 
Enna, , 


Ange, I 
Cardinals, &c, + 


Bellamira, Daughter of Orſimo, Mrs, Lees 


. Adorna, Her Kinſwoman and © Ars, Price. 
Confident, 


Attendants, vc. 


The Scene R OME. 
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Ceſar Borgna. 
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Scene is' a Chamber" of State, at diſtance are diſcovered little American 
Boys with Boxes Jewels in their hands;, on each ſide of the Stage, 
' rom the flat Scene to the Chamber, long Indian Screnes are ſpread at 
| their full length. 
I Enter Alonio, avd Don Michael. 
4 | DMich. RE theſe the Preſents, fay'ſt thou, of the late 
» - New Cardinal Afcanio Sforz.4 ? 
. . ns 2 Alomz. They are; he offers thus to Machiaved, 
And thinks that Gold may bribe him to betray 
| The Duke Yalentino;s. But, Michael, tell me 
What does the World report of this Creation,” 
* . Does it not rail, and grin, and bite the Pope ? 
D. Mich. Has it not Reaſon ? For, betwixt our (elves; 
Would any man in his high Dignity 
$0 vilely ſell the Glories of the Church ? 
Twelve Cardinals at once created ! 
Aſcanio firſt,, becauſe he bids him moſt : 
A fine effeminate Villain, bred in Brothels, 
Senſeleſs, illiterate, the out of Rome, 
A blot to the whole See i One fifter far 
For Hoſpitals, that paints and patches up 
+ A wretched Carkaſs worried in the Stews. 
But, ſee! the gaudy Pageant moves this way : 
How ſpruce he looks! and with a Pocket-Glaſs 
Surveys the gloating Image. 
Alenz.. All Luxury: | 
| heard, the night ſucceeding his Creation, 
That he got drunk, and kiſs'd the Prelates round | 
For joy——But, ſee he comes; retire and leave me» [Ex, D:Mich, 
| i Enter 


CASAR BORGHIAM. 


; Emer Aſcanio Sforza. 
Aſcan. Well, Borgia, well! if I am-not reveng'd / 

Was there none elſe in Rome, -but Bellamira ? 

Ah Bella, Bella, Bella, Bella, Bellamira ! 

I ſaw her firſt at Maſs, as I remember ; 

Cherubin and-Seraphin were nothing to her: 

Oh ſuch a skin-full of alluring fleſh? - 

Ah, ſuch a ruddy, moiſt, and pouting Lip 

Such Dimples, and ſuch. Eyes! ſuch melting Eyes, | 

Blacker than Sloes, and-yet they ſparkVd fire; 

Then ſich a way ſhe had to roul em round ; 

As thus, and thus——a thouſand atnorous ways ; 

And wink and gloat, and turn *em to the corners —— 
Alonz. My Noble Lord! | 
Aſcan. . My dear, my dear. Alonzy !”. 

Nay, let me greet thee : *twas the Fathers Cuſtom. 

But tell me, lovely, dear Alonzo, tell me; 

Thou halt the ſofteſt fine Complexion for 

A Loyer ; beſt take heed of walking late : 

Tell me I fay, or I ULD thy Cheek ? 

Moves he this way, or does "he teem alone 

With ſome ſtate Birth? if ſo, I'll wait agen-. 
Almz.. Whom does your Eminence intend ? 
Aſcan. Thy Lord: 

Whom ſhould 1 mean, intend, or think of elſe ? 

Thy Lord and mine. Well he's-an Oracle! intend! 

Why man I dream of nothing elſe! 
Alonz. But Wenches. 


1 / 


Aſcan. O, Machiavel\ there, there's a_ word, a ſound, 


An Air, a blaſt, a Thunder-clap of wit, 

To rowſe our Foggy thick ſcul'd Cardinals -- 

I'l fay no more; Would'he were Pope, 
Head of the Chriſtian world, and I his Engine, . 
His particular member, to bring, to caſt, 

To throw, diſperſe, convey the. warmeſt. 
Sprinklings of his benediction.. 

Alonz. My Lord I humbly offet'd your Addreſs, 
While with an eye, ſwift as the Sun and piercing, 
He ran your Letter ore: and ſure it ſticr'd him; 
For ſtrait he turn'd; and darting me, he ask'd 
If the great Cardinal, meaning you, my Lord, 
Which ſhews the deep reſpe& he bears your perſon,., 
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CASAR BORGIA. 


Knew not that Borgia was his beſt of Friends. 

Borgia, he cry*d again, to whom the Lords 

Of Florence ſent me their Ambaſladour 

With promis'd aid againſt the Rebel Orr. 
Aſcan. Has he receiv'd—— ſtay, I ſay, has he? here, 

Open thy Fiſt, now gripe me faſt, and tell me. * 
Alon. I durſt not name your Preſents ; 

But, bowing, ſoon retir'd, and plac'd 'em here, 

That as he follows, he may view at once 

All your Magnificence-—if ought of Earth 

His temper holds, this lightning will diſſolve it - 


* But ſee ! He comes ; be pleas'd, Sir, to retire, 


And you ſhall hear the Zeal with which I ſerve you. 
Enter Machiavel. 


Mach, Thus have I drawn the platform of their Fates ; 
As oft 1 have beheld, by Maſters hands, 
A Tale in painting admirably-told ; 
Here a ſoft Dido ſtabb'd into the breſt, 
A Hero there thrown headlongfrom a Window, 
Tomeet her Lover wrack'd upon the Shore - 
$0 have I form'd in more than Brafs or Marble, 
The Deaths of thoſe whom-1 intend to huſh. 


'O, Ceſar Borgia! ſuch aName and Nature! 


That is my ſecond ſelf ; a Machiavel : 
A Prince ! who, by the vigor of this brain, 
Shall riſe to the old height of Roman Tyrants: 
Alenz. He deeply thinks; nor dare I interrupt him, 


' Till he comes forward. 


Aſcan. Peace, and give him way——Oh ſuch a Head-piecef 
Mach. In all my ſtrift enquiries, all the humors 

Which I have drain'd with more then Chymiſts pains, 

| have not found a temper ſo compleat | 

To finiſh forth a greatneſs as my Ceſar s. 

Firſt; he's a Baſtard, got in a fit of Nature! 

She ſhook him from her Nerves in a . Conyulſion;, : 

His Father ſtampt the Bullion in a heat, 

And taking from the Mint the fiery ore, 

His Image bleſt, and cry'd, it ismy own- 

Yet more, a Prieſt begot him, and *tis thought 

That Earth is more oblig*d to Prieſts for Bodies, 

Than Heay*n for Souls! nay, anda young Prieſt too, 

Perhaps in the Embraces ofa Nun, | 

Who ventur'd life to claſp the luſty joy. 


B 2 Alcan 


4 CASAR BORGTIA. 
Aſcan. Oh, if a mancould but hear him now ! Brain, all brain 
Fe... + Hoy we are ſtaff to-him-— TY "7 
Meer Entrails, but the Guts -of Government, 
Nothing to him——hark——he goes on—— 
Mach. Why, what a ſtart of Nature is this man 
Whom by Ambitioa, not by Love Fll raiſe ? 
Therefore Aſcanio's new. golden World, 
I gravely take, for ruine tothe Bride, 
To her old doting Father, Brothers, Uncles, 
And the whole race of Orſ#2 and Pell; 
Is fixt by Fate and me: No more the fleeting Air 
May catch the ſounds, and walls themſelves have ears. 
Alonz.. My Lord! the Cardinal Aſcanio [coming forward and boing. 
Is planted to your prder. 
Mach. Let bim hear us——— | 
Urge me no more, — for *tis impoſlible ! 
Alonz, My Lord, he thinks not fo: 
He fayes your voice is as the mouth of Heay'n, 
Stiles you a God, and in the extravagance 
Of his unbounded admiration, ſwears 
Nothing to you can be impoſlibley: 
Mach. Extravagance indeed ! 


Yet ſuch extravagance expreſſes love, 


And merits all my thanks: and had he mention'd 
Ought but the ruine of my: beſt of Friends, 
I would with all the Wings of ition t 
Have ſhot through 1000: bars to: do him ſervice. 
Alonz. My Lord} he does nat hint at Boygi's ruine. 
Mach. Does'he not wiſh that: I ſhould break the Nuptials?: - 
"Tis ſure the marriage I at firſt diſlik'd , | 
I pierc*d the Charmer with a narrow. eye, 
And found how Wit and beauty threatg'd in her, 


With all the ſabtleſt graces, that might lull 


Stubborn. ambition to inglorious reſt : 
But love already had perform'd his part, 
And laid the Warring Borgia at. her Feet, 
How then ſhould I eppoſe his firſt Enjoyment, 
Who was his Legate and follicited: 
The Parents of the beauteous Bellamira. 
Alonz. At leaſt, Sir, for the future, lay ſome block 
That may diſturb the progreſs of their loves; 
And ſince you haye alledg'd *tis. for his glory 
This marriage were undone: fince it. is done, 
Let it be hurtful in the conſequence. _ ;h 
24h. Thus I ſhould proye indeed a Friend to Flarexce, 


CASAR' BORGIA 


Who hate Orſmo's Race: Nay, I ſhould A& 
The trueſt Part of an, my Borgia, 
Snatching this Soft'ner from his War-like Boſom, 
And turning him new bent, tor Arms and Glory.—— 
Ha! What new Scene of Gallantry is this ? 
Whence, and from whom comes this Magnificence ? 
And wherefore kneel theſe Offerers at my Feet ? 
Alenz. They are the Children of the new-found World, 
The Forms of Zemes, call'd the Þdian Gods. 
Mach. Away with 'em, and bid *em tell their Lord, 
Mechievel's Virtue never ſhall be brib'd ; 
And for their ſervice give *em twenty Crowns: 
But if thou dareſt to rob 'em of a Spangle, 
You know my humour, — never ſee me more. 
Alonz. Doubt not, my Lord, but I'll obſerve your humour. —— 
Come in, my Lord.-— 1 told you he would melt. - 
Sir, the great Cardinal. So,-—— now they cringe: 
What, and embrace too! Oh thou damn'd, damn'd World! 
Theſe will be heard, and make your Stateſ-man fmile, 
When Orphans, Widows, and the crippled Souldiers 
Are Elbow'd off, and thruſt away in frowns. [Exit, with the Boys. 
Mach. My Lord, you make nie wonder ! Sure you've been 
In love your ſelf withold Orſino's Daughter ! | 
Aſcan. Loy'd her, my Lord! witneſs theſe falling tears! 
Why doyou thaw my Natore with your Queſtions ? 
Witneſs bright Stars! witneſs you golden Planets ! 
And all ye Woods, and all ye purling Streams ; 
And Birds and Flocks, and Grots, and Rocks, and Flow'rs: 
Nay Sir, I tell yon, ſhe was mine betrotH'd, 
It I could caſt my Coat, which had been done, 
For nothing tickles the preſent Pope like Gold, 
Dazles: him that he weeps Indulgences, 
Forgives, abſolves, all for Omnipotent Gold; 
Diſpenſes Pardons ſometimes in a fury, 
. He ſends his Bulls abroad thatroar like Thunder : 
When ſtrait a golden Calm 
Comes o're their backs; and then they're ſtill as Lambs z 
Why ſhould I hold you long amongſt the reſt, 
That ſaw her Borgia, that unlucky Baſtard, _ 
Beheld and loy'd her.— I, my Lord, was ruind. 
Mach. My Lord, 1 wiſh the Mariage may not proſper : 
He's bent to enjoy her, and in that I ſooth him: 
For ſubtly offering once to bring him off, 
| found pale anger in his Face like Death, 


< CAESAR BORGIA. 
Whereon I feign'd compliance , and have wrought 
The buſineſs to a head——But kt time work, 
And reſt aſlur'd, that what ſo mean a man 
As Machiavel with honour can performe, 
To pay you perfect ſervice ſhall-be done. c 
Aſcan. My Lord! farewel — when I proteſt aid ſwear, 
Ev'n by the Altar vf fair -Bellamira, 
My life is pow Believe 1 am your Servant, 
Not a ſtep further by my Robe ! your Captive, 


Your Eminencemolt humble Creature, Servant, Slave. [Ex. Aſcanio, 


Mach. | am ty'd for ever. [Walking. 
No dull Buffoon ! thou walking lump of Luſt ; | 
Not to revenge thy ungorgd. appetite 

' Shall Borgia kill ber; But for his .own Renown: 
He is .my:Champion-prince, Jralian Tyrant, 

Not form'd to languiſh in a Womans arms. 
Oh—is a fault, were 1 ſo fram'd for greatneſs, 
E're I would amble- in a Female Court, 

And cringe, and skip, - and play the Ladies Cripple, 
I would be Gibbetted i'th*” Common-way, | 
For Crows-and Daws to peck-my Carrion Limbs. 
But. I muſt rouze him, and ll do't-by Death, 
Eva by the bloody Death of her he doats on. 


-Enter Adorna- 


Here's one Ingredient- I-muſt mix to make 
The potion Death——The Wretch is deep in Love 
With Borgia's Brother, the young Duke ol Gandia, 
That way I make her ſure! _. 

Ador. My Lord. 

Mach. My dear Adorna, 
How goes. the marriage forward? . and how treats 
The gallant Boygia, great Yalentinoss, 
Romania's Duke his fair and Virgin Bride ? 

Ador. The Rites are to be ſolemniz'd: this morniag ; 
Tho? Bellamira quite abhors the Marriage, 
Who ſtill when Boxgia humbly. ſnes for Love ; 
Anſwers him with her Tears, and pays his Vows _ 
With Ominous weeping. 

Mach. And how takes-he that ?- 

Ador. He waiks:and mules deeply, ſpeaks to no. man, 
But Pax! Orſino, whoſe moſt watchful wit 
I fear deſcries whcr: ſhe has lockt her heart; 
With a beat brow he eyes the Duke of Ganasa, 
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CAMASAR BORGTA: 
Slates him not of late: He came this morning 
Into her Chamber ; dreadful was his ation, 
Unworthy of my blood, he.thundred out 
But if the generous Borgia is refus'd ; 
Think not of Gardia, but of. blood and death: 
Mach. What inauſpicious Chance diſcovered to him 
A ſecret, which I thought conceal'd from all, 
But thee and me, and thoſe unhappy Lovers ? 
Azor. 1 cannot gueſs; he paus'd a while, then figh'd, 
And ſtarting up in fury charg'd her riſe: 
Receive, he cry'd, receive him as a *Husband 
Whom the ſelected vertues of thy Sex * 
Can ne*re deſerve, adorn. thee-like aBride, - 
:And meet him, tho” thy Treacherous heart is Mortgag'd . 
Meet him at leaſt with welt diſfembled Love, 
Or.by my hopes, I'll wzeke my anger on thee, 
With all the Totments that Jralian Fury 
Could &re- invent for an Adulterous Wretch : 
He cry'd I will, and after- make- thee -nothing. 
Mach. Haſte thee away / charm with thy utmoſt skill* 
The mourning Bellamira, to obey him - 
The knot once ty'd, Gandia will ſoon deſpair. - 
Leave me to work him then : Millions to -one 
But 1 ſhall make him thine. 
Aaor. But did Duke of Gandia once -proteſt ? 
Mach. Proteſt ! He did-proteſt,- and ſwear, and vow. 
Go go, and haſte ! for the day grows upon us. Ex. Adorna--- 
His Brother too ! this Duke of Gandia bleeds ; 
For he is grown' of late the Romans darling, 
Warm'd in the very Boſom-of the Pope, 
And dearer than my Borgia. to his*Sifter,- 
The famous Lucrece, who can charm her :Father 
1n all the heat of Excommunications, 
When he throws Bulls, like Thunderbolts about him ; - 
She like a Yenxs to this angry Fove - 
Moves with inceſtuous Fires, folds her white arm 
About his chafing 'Neck, ſtrokes his black Beard, - 
And ſmoorhs his furrow'd Cheeks to dimpled ſmiles ; 
The Brdthers too enjoy'd her. O -Heav'n, and Earth / : 
Not the firſt day, after ſuch infimte time 
That Motion had th” irregular matter rowl'd,. 
When al the wandring Atoms hit at laſt 
Into this beauteous form, even when our Sires 
Firſt mingled, was there ſuch a looſe of Naturey... 
Such atriumyirate of Lawlels Lovers, 


Such i 
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Such Rivals as -out-do even Lucians Gods / 

Ha! the Or/ins here ! and the Yitells ! 
They move this way in murmuring Cabals ; __” 
Methinks Dzath darkens every Viſage there. vas 
'Tis fo——They are no more——-Or this is true, | £7 
Or Machiavel knows nothing .of Man-kind. - Ex. Mub. 


Enter Orſino, Vitellozzo, Aſcanio, Adrian, Enna, Ange, three +: 
Cardinals. Oliverotto, Gravina. 


Vitel.-I ſay agen, I do not like the Marriage; 
Were Bellamira mine, I'd fell her off 
For Gold, I'd merchandize her tender beauty 
With Infidels, and fend her to the Turk, 
Like an Arndromada, to gorge the Monſter, 
Rather than wed her to perfidious Borgia. 
Orſ{m. You are too violent. 
Vitel. Ithink not fo: : 
A drowning man will. grasp at any thing, 
Nay, ſink his Frien& that leap'd among the Waves 
To give him life : but you tho in the'gulph, 
Ride on to ruine, tho yaur- Friends call out. | 
Ang. Nay, though they point the Whirle-pool juſt before you, . 
That would devour us all. | 
Adrian. Beſides *tis Impions, - . ' 
Againſt all Right of Nature, Law of Reaſon, *% 
Toa the Tyrant o're a Daughters will. 2 ; 
Aſcan. She knows the- Cruelties of Ceſar Borgia , 3» 
Has heard his Rapes and Murders f mercy on me /? 3 
How did he uſe the poor Fenetian Lady ? 
He forc'd her in a Wood, 'nay-ina Ditch, ' | 51 W- 
As 1 am credibly ifiform'd by thoſe | Fe . 
That heard her ſqueak, in a Dry-Ditch deflowr'd her ! | 
Add yetto this, my Lords; How, when the French, þ 
At ſacking of 4 Town, broke open Nunneries, | | 
He truſs'd at leaſt 40 the pretty'ſt Rogues, | 
The tenderſt quaking things ! never broke. up!: | 
All ſpotleſs Maids, like Buds fie're blown upon, n 
Nor touch'd even with the tip of any Einger; | 
And kept *em for: his Letchery.- ' [124 
Orſin. Methin':'s my: Lord Afeanio! my Lord of Mbllain, 
Or my Lord Cardinat, more moderation 
would better fit a man. of your profeſſion ? 
I would not come to the old Argument, 
For then we claſh : Borgis is now- my Soil; 
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© Therefore I pray once more forbear totax him ;, | ” | 
- The Thentte is great and worthy that we metition, 

Duke and Nephew to the Pope.” 


Jha” 4 More, old Pad: P now ben't ſo hot : 

| Reverend Gray-beard' $20 tame his Greatneſs, E 
-»"Profxeunce him right,ev'it as his Holinefs ; 

© Hasown'd him to L.h World wee þ-wr 

T His natural ephew or his y-blow, that is 

© laſhort,old Pa,his down tigtit Baſtard, * * * 

© Orfw. Without a bluſh : ſhould I ſtand ty the Champion 
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* , darkeſt Deeds of Luſt | 
F And darſt thou call me Dotard ? Saucy Churchman ! 
3 that gav'ſt Whores Iadulgences for Sin z © 
$0 ratik; he frequents the Common Stews z 
+ Fora new Face would give his Scarlet Coat 
= Tomake the Strumpet fine; + 
'  "Ok#7 MyLord, Conſider where, to whom, of whom; 
 "Andwhatit iS you utter ? 
© Orfn. Place me, ſome Power, 
Upon Sdint Peter's Vane, the very Ball, 
| And turn my Voice to Thunfler,- that I may 
| Lay open to the World the Helliſh Acts 
this Contagious Prelate. : EET = 
Aſcan. Spit, ſpit thy Veriom;, nay, nay, let him out with't— 
Matk how he ſhakes now; by my Holy-Dame 
'  Ihavenettled him: Poor Paul——1 pity the old Fool--— 
| Orſin. Then Prieſt, let me demand thee; 
' ls not the Cupping-glaſs that burns thy Luſt, 
| And draws thy riſing Gall to ſuch aBliſter, 
My Daughter's ſcorn, and loathing of thy perſon ? 
! is'tnot that? Ithink I've ſtung you, Cardinal! 
Worſe than the Neapolitan Pox you gave 


' Our Roman Harlots 


Aſcan. Why how now, Paul, what doſt thou grow foul 


Mouth'd now ? by my Holy-Dame, had I a Sword 

Fd firk thee, Orſi: I'd fo whip thee, Paul, 

So flawg and ſcourge thee, thou ſhould'ſt eat- thy words. 

The Pox! why, how now ? ha! the Pox i'faith / 

The Pox to me! let me _come-at him. hah ! 
Orſin. Ha ! wilt thou fight ? 

So forward Prieſt !*by Heay'n I'll ſhave your Crown; 

Stand back and let. me mow this Poppy oft; 

This rank red. Weed that ſpoils the Churches Corg.. 
Vitel. Did ever fury rug to ſuch a height / 

Why , my Lord Cardinal, know you this place,, 

And how *tis priviledg'd ? | 
Aſcan. My Lord, I-am filenc'd: 

An eaſie Man, made up of patience, .I / 

No Gall in me / give me thy hand, Old Paul : 

Henceforth w'are Friends, and as a Friend 1'll tell thee, 

Ev*n from my Heart, Vl tell thee what I think: 

Thon art. bewitch't, Old: Pal,” befotted, fool'\d ——— 

This Son-in-Law of thine has ſeal'd thine Eyes, 

And ſhortly I ſhall ſee thee-walk the Streets 

With a Dog and a Bell nay— prithee be not angry, 

For *tis in love: Vl tell thee of a Dotage, 

And ſo your Servant noble Yitellazzo, 

Azge.and Enna yours——Farewell, my Lord, 

And laſtly thine whoſe Neck is in the Nooſe, 


Old Woodcock, Orſin: [Exit Cardinal.. 


D-Gravin. Iam not us'd tofear . 
But yet methought Aſcanto's lalt words, 
Were dreadfubto my. Ears. . 
Orſi. 1 have engag'd - 
My Daughter, Life and Honour, anqdall my Fortunes. 
For the Duke's Faith, andthe ſecurity 
Ob every perſon here  why:ſhould we doubt him ? - 
Have we not ſeen his Labour in this matter ? 
Four thouſand Duckets, . given us down in hand, 
VVith an aſſurance of our former pay ; 
Nay more, he binds himſelf not to conſtrain 
Any one of us. to appear in perſon 
Before him, but who pleaſes of himfelf : 
Therefore let me intreat you clear your Brains. 
Meetall this day together at the Marriage, 
And pay him, as he merits, faithful homage. 
Fitel.. There's ſomething here fore-bodes, in ſpite of 
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{ The Mubick that he makes, a harſh Concluſion, 


= Orſin, For ſhame no more ! the very fears of Children, 


F . Becauſe he gives our Friends allowances, 
EX +2] oth . 
® And honours them with Charges, Governments, 


Beyond their Qualities, we dread hisDealing, 
And ſwear he means to draw our Fattion from us. Went 
' Vitel. Henceforth ſay what you will, do what you pleaſe, 
SF Since toyour Intereſts I am link*d by Fate : 
”  Iwillnomore oppoſe your ſpecious Reaſons, 
7 Butinſtantly go wait upon the Duke. * Trumpets. 
1 n. This day to add new Honours to the Marriage, 
© Our Son-in-law, the Duke Yalentinojs, 
-* Receives the Koſe before the Conſiſtory, 


T. AGrace which ſeldom is vouchſafed to Kings 


2 Indeed the greateſt which the Sacred Head 


©. Of the whole Chriſtian World cangiveto Man, 
= Thevery higheſt Round of Humane Glory: 


Scene draws, and ſhews the Conſiſtery : Borgia comes forward, 
with the Roſe carri'd before him in great Pomp. His Son Se- 
raphino led by. Alonzo, Machiavel, Attendants, Aſcanio, 
and five Cardinals, &c. 


Borg. O Machiavel! was ever Pomp like this ? 
-The Morning dawns with an unwonted Crimſon ; 
The Flow*rs more od*rous ſeem, the Garden Birds 
- Sing louder, and the laughing Sun aſcends 
Thegandy Earth with an unuſual brightneſs — 
Al Nature ſmiles, and the whole world is pleas'd, 
Eyen all the World, but thy unhappy Borgsa. 
Mach. And why ſhould he, whom eyery man concludes 
TheDarling of the Times, whom bounteous Heav'n 
Has Crown'd with Glory in ſucceſsful Wars, 
Whom it now doubly Crowns with Beauty too, 
The brighteſt of her Sex,. why ſhould he thwart | 
The whole Worlds Vogyne, and think himſelf unhappy ? 
Berg. Yes Machiavel ! thou worthi'ſt of Mankind, 
Tothee Ill ſtrip my Heart, that ſecret Bed, 
With Vices, Vertues, every naked thought, 
And ſhew thee all the mixture of a Man. 
We are obſery'd— Think me not over.frail . 
Becauſe Love : were Bellamira dearer, 
Ner Father bleeds, and all the Rebel-Race ; 
PII firſt inſnare the Fools: then preach Fate to 'em. 


Mach, And let *em know, juſt as the Cords are drawing, 
C2 None 
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None ovght to offend his Prince, and after truſt him. 
__ My Lord o__ ! Oforgive me, Heay'n { 
Who have thus groſly faild to pay the Reverence 

I owe the beſt of Fathers, beſt of Friends : 
This day, this glorious day, for ever bleſt, 
And never to be-loſt in Time; dark Legend, 
Crowns me your Son. Thus then I bend my knees, 
Which are not us'd to kneel bur at the Altar : 
And O! permit me thus to kiſs your Hand, 
And pay theEternal Vows of my Obedience. 

- Orſin. Oriſe, my Lord, all Duty is out-done 
With but one ſingle bare Acknowledgment ; 
Yet for a ſatisfaction to this Company, 
Say, do you love my Danyhter Bellamira ? 

Borg. Ha! what ſays my Father? do 1 live ? - | 
O Heav'n ! why do you wound me with the Queſtion ? 
Does the poor ſuff*ring Fair One Vertne love, 

Who drinks the Brook, and eats what Nature yields, 
Rather than feaſt in Courts with loſs of Honour ? 

Do thoſe, who on the Rack for Heay*n expire, 

Love Angels, and Eternal brightneſs there ? 

*Tis ſure they do: And oh—'ris full as ſure, 

That Ceſar Borgia dies for Bellamira. 


Orſin. No more; you honour her and me toomnch : 


Therefore this day I give her to your Arms 
With all the pleaſure of a prond old Father, 
O'rejoy'd to ſee his Daughter match'd above him : 
By Heav*n, my eyes grow full; here all our Diſcard 
For ever end, all Jars hetwixt the Orſins, 
Vitells, and the Duke of Yaleminois, 
Be buri'd ever in this ſtrift Imbrace. 
Borg. Since you Will haye it fo, forgive my Duty ; 
Let me grow bold, and as a Friend imbraceyou— 
Orſin. See here, my Lord, for ſcarce can] diſtinguiſh, 
Through the bright jay that dazles my weak ſight, 
Oliverotto, and the Duke Graviana, 
When Y:tellozzo come to grace your Nuptials : 
All on their Knees acknowledge you their Prince. 
Borg. My Equalsall : Nor ſhall this Homage be, 
I ſwear it ſhall not :*Riſe my Lords; your Arms: 
Let me imbrace you round : by all things ſacred, 
I ſwear thatnone of you have been too blame. 
Were you Confederates againſt my Arms? 
You were: but Forgie's infinite Ambition _ 
Forc'd you againſt your wills to let him know, 


Bet: 
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His head-ſtrong Youth, like a young fiery Hotſe, 
2 Unleſs you kindly ſtopt him in his ſpeed, 
© Would hurl him from ſome Precipice to rvine. 
Orſin. See Vitellozzo: how he takes our Crimes 
Upon himſelf. 
Borg. «Behold this Child, my Son / 
I Kiiow fot any thing the World calls precious, 
Which in the, dearneſs of my heart can niatch him, 
But "Bellamira. Take him” Vitellozzo, 
Take the dear blood that trickles from-my heatt, 
* The very ſtrings that wind about my lite, 
” And let him for my part be Surety, 
As beauteous Bellamira'is for yours. 
.Orſn. Farewel, my Lord: with theſe Attendants here 
I go to haſte the Bride; atid let my life 
Be anſwer for the little Seraphine. Ex, Orſm. Vitels. 
Aſcan. He has her now, that delicate bit of Beauty 
Which I reſerv'd for my own Letchery, 
He drilts her from her old deluded Sire : 
Hell! and ſhe melts; ſhe melts into his mouth: 
But by my Holy-Dame TI! be reveng'd 
On every part of him : His little Baſtard, *+ 
Becauſe he doats on him, ſhall ſtrait bz mangled—— 
Tl do't I fay : Yes by my Holy-Dame, 
' I will revenge my loſs of Letchery—-: 
” Ha! what a jerk was that? it grates my bones; 
Pray Heav'n it berP't a Spice, a little Tang : 
Of the- Neapolitan Itch, O my Holy-Dame. Ex. with Cardinals. 
Borg. Now Machiavel, prepare to hear my Soul, 
Hear to what ſoftneſs and effeminate mourning 
All my dear Victories at laſt are melted : 
For 1 will tell thee, though thou'lt ſcarce believe, 
Since firſt I ſaw the Charming Bellamira, 
The very Image of Charletta's ſcorn, 
I have not had one hour of free repoſe 
Ev'n when at laſt I have reſoly'd to joyn 
Our hands, and truſt her with my tender glory, 
I've ſtarted from my Bed, at midnight roſe, 
And wander'd by the Moon: Then laid me down 
Upon-ſome dewy bank, and ſlept till morn. ; | 
 _ Mach. Therefore there muſt be ſome ſtrange Circumſtance * 
| That firſt induc'd thoſe fears, ſome dang'rous hint * 
For your ſuſpitions— j 
Borg. Yes Machiavel, | 
There js, there is a cauſe for my fuſpitions, 
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Mach. Are you ſure of it ? f 
Borg. Moſt ſure I am; EP | 

Sure as reſerv'dneſs dozs imply averſian :: 

Yet I, as if my flames were fire in Froſt, 

The more ſhe cools, ſcorch, rage, and burn the more— 
Mach. 1 gueſs your meaning; like Charlorta, ſhe 


Borg. Ha ! didI know the name of him I dread? 


What God in Arms ſhould fave him from my Sword? * 


Here thou haſt rouz'd the Lion in my heart, 

Italian ſpite, revenge and blaſting fury 

Devours my Soul! all mildneſs fleeps like Death : 

I boil like Dcunkards Veins—Death ! Hell and Vengeance ! 
Mach. Suppreſs this Fury _ 


Come! come! my Lord——1 find you are better skil'd 


In Camps than Courts, and know not yet Loves World. 
She is reſerv'd you ſay, when you approach her ; 
Why, let her weeptoo : was it ever known 

A ſubtle Bride laugh'd on her Wedding Day, 

Or clasp'd her Lover'in the eyeo'th world ? 

I find you are unlearn'd ! Sir——'tis their Trade, 

The very Nature, Soul, and Life-blood of *em—— 

To whine, and cry, and tura their heads away, 

When their hearts dote on what they ſeem to ſcorn ! 

Borg. If it were ſo! | 

Mach. Why it was always ſo, 

Is ſo, and will be fo to the worlds end ! 

Give me your hand, and take her on my word ; 

I have been bred 4 urts; ſounded the hnmours 
Even of all Woman-kind: Therefore adyiſe you 
Repair immediately to old Orſ, 

Who with his Beauteous Daughter waits your Coming. 

Borg. Could ſhe be truly mine! the wings of . Winds 
Wou!d be too ſlow to waft me to her arms / 

Mach. Once more I ſay, ſhe is and ſhall be yours, 
Truly, religiouſly, devoutly yours —— 

Why all this thought and groundleſs Jealouſy ? 
Let manly Confidence and Romar-Vertue 
Maſter this Gothick Fury in your blood. 

Borg. By arms ! by all the glories I have won ? 
Thou haft awak'd my Love, and Charm'd my fears. 
Charkaga ! O the very hignre of her ; 

But ſure th2 beauteous Lines are ſofter here: 
And now I find 'tis ruine to forgo her—— 
Mach. No more my Lord. 'TS I thatthus embark you, 


Has pawn'd her heart——but *tis confeſs'd you know him—" ' 


And 


2 CASAR BORGTIA: 
© And if fome ſtarting Plank ſhould flaw the Veſlel, 
* Toyour deſtruftion——1 am ruin'd too 
T  Sinceall I have, or am, or ever would be, 
"to be yours, your ſworn, unbyaſs'd friend. 
. FF Borg: Thou beſt of men: 

® Thou art my Oracle, my Heav'n, my Genius, 

'F And,as fome God, ſhalt guide me throngh the World. 
Let's goto Conqueſt, tho through Death we go 
;- Marriage and Death both new Experiments. 
2+ Methinks I ſee the Taper in the Window, 
” » The Buſie Nurſe uaveils the weeping Maid, 
AndI muſt naked paſs through Seas to reach her. 
* Ofatal Marriage / O thou diſmal Gulph / 

© Which like the Heleſpont do'ſt rore between 
Meand my Joys: Is there no other way ? 


& None, none, the Winds and thedaſh'd Rocks reply : 


Why let em roar ; and let the Billows ſwell ; 
- Tillthe rack't Orbs be with the Deluge drown'd. 
"Tis fixt ; Ill plunge, or periſh, or enjoy her—-— 
Mach, Juſtly reſolv'd; nor let a few talſe Tears 
Melt you again to an untimely mildneſs. 
Charlotta thus deluded you in France, 
3% Which render'd all your Caurt ridiculous : 
FF Remember that, and leſt the like diſgrace 
© Should happen now, drag her if ſhe refules / 
| Borg. 1 will, my Machiavel, ——O Arms! O Glory ! 
What an Eternal Ruſt would ſmear your Luſter, 
Did not this Spirit of Ambition fire me ! 
PItell her that the lives of all her race 
Are now within my power.. 
| Mach. Nay, threaten her ! 
Borg. 1 will do more than threaten ; 
Think not the dreadful Ceſar will be rows'd 
Tothreaten only; that's a ſleeping Borgia, 
Aloving,dreamung, Conſcientious Borgia z 
But when I wake there's always Execution ——— 
Mach. It has been ſo. 
Borgia. And ſhall I ſwear again; 
No, Machiavel:; ſhe muſt be mine or dye 
Should ſhe for refuge to the Temple tlie ! 
Idafter her there, if ſhe ſcorns my flame, 
Tothe dumb Saints I will my Vows proclaim 3 
And in their view reſolve the glorious game - 
Upon the Golden Shrines I'll lay her head, 
And ev'athe Altar make my Bridal Bed——> 


CEx. Ambo. 
ACT. 
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ACT 1. SCENE L 


Enter Orſino and Bellamira 5: Mourning. 


: 


Orſino. vwW HERE didlt thou get the daring thus to moye mee © | | 


By thy dead Mothers ſhrowd, not the firſt Night, & 7 


When in my Youthſul arms I grasp'd her to me, 


Was I ſo hot with Love as now with rage, For 
Thon Young and Virgin Witch, thou new-found Fury ?. | ty 
Bella. Ah, Sir! for lam afraid to call you Father, bs = 


Give me my Death: give to theſe trembling breaſts 

A thouſand wounds; or cut me Limb from Limb; 

But do not lobk ſo dreadfully upon me—— 

Nor blaſt me with ſach ſounds. Oh pity me! 

There's not one fatal ſentence, one dread VVord, 

But runs like Iron through my freezing blood. 

VVhat have I done? Ah, what is my offence? 

And tell me how, which way I ſhall atone you ? 
Orſin. O, thou vile wretch! 'what is thy offence ? 

' Doſt thou not know it? Exquiſite diſlembler! 

Thou leading Sorc'reſs ! Hecat of thy-Sex ? 7 

Subtleſt of all thy kind, that ever rowld = 7 

Their falſe deluding eyes, and in their Glaſſes Wo 

Conjur'd for looks to cheat the ſimple work! 

But to take all evaſion from thy guilt, 

Did I not charge thee, as thou fear'ſt my curſe; 

This very Morning to adorn thy ſelf 

'As one, whom the great Duke intends to honour 

By making thee his Bride ? 
Bell. Alas! you did; | 

And I am come, Oh Heaven ! and all you Powers 

That pity womans weaKnefs, I am come 

My Lord as you commanded; and have vow'd, 

Tho Death attends my Nuptials, to obey you. EI 

.  Orſin. Thou ly'it even in'thy heart, thou know'ſt thon ly'ſt; 
Thou haſt maliciouſly,. moſt 'grofly fail'd ' | 

In this obedience : Say, declare, haſte, anſwer, 

Thou moſt ungrateful wretch; Al, how unlike 

Thy meek, thy Perfect bright and bleſſed Mother, 

Is this a babit for a glorious Bride? 

Doſt thou thus meet the generous Boygia ? WS | 

I know thy awkard Heart ; thou meanſt by this To 
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! Ko tell the VVorld, thou doſt not like thy Husband, 

' "FF Anddaſh him at the Altar : but by Heay'n, 

/ \. Þ- Whither thon, Murdrefs, now art ſending me, 

. = is ſhall not ſerve thy purpoſe : In this dreſs | f! 
=» blaſts my eyes, and itrikes my Soul with ſadneſs, 1 
* Til fce the Prieſt for ever make you one. þ | 

F  Bellen. Ah! how have I deſery'd this cruel uſage ? 

\F; Did ever Daughter yet obey like me ?- 

+ Not ſhe who in the Dungeon fed her Father 

'.4F With her own Milk, and by her'Piety 

' F Sav'd him from Death, can match my rigorous Vertue ; 
F For haye done much more : torn' off. my Breaſts, 

My Breaſts, my very Heart, and flung-4it from me, 

F, To. feed the Tyrant Duty, with-my blood. | 

Orſin. Callſt thou the lawful-lmpoſition of 
A careful Father, that intends thee honour, 
Tyrannical and bloody ? Rage reſume me, 
Here, ſeeſt thou this? O would the-gallant Borgia 

' Could fling thee from his Soul, as I from: mine, 

' For *tis reſpect to him that faves thy life z 
Elſe by the Feaver that quite burns me np, 

I'd ponyard thee till all thy Robes.were. Crimſon : 

8 Yet ſince thou haſt the Impudence to brave me, 

'F . And call thy Father Tyrant to his face, 

F 1 that have foſter'd thee even from the Womb, 

' And bred thee in my Bofom, hear and tremble 3 

* ForI will curſe thee till thy frighted Soul - 

Runs mad with horrour, till: thy-Mother ſtarts 
From her cold Monument, to beg me ceaſe, 
Though all in vain. | 
Bellam. 1 caſt me at your feet; 
I'm all Obedience : See, Sir, — ſee me here 
Grovelling: upon the Earth. 
Orſim.. Curs'd be the Night, ' 
Ten thouſand Curſes on that fatal hour, 
When my great Spirit trifled with thy Mother 
for the Production of ſo falſe a Joy! 
Bellam. O horrid blaſting breath! 
Omfn.. When 1 am dead, h 
My troubled Ghoſt ſhall nightly haunt thy Dreams. _ 
Rellam. Ah,hold—l1 kiſs your feet,and hug your knees — 
- Or. Though in thy Husbands Arms, Ill draw the Curtains, 
And ſtare thee into Frenzy z and thy Lord 4-4 
I'll Charm ſo faſt, thy ſhrieks ſhall not! awake him. | 
Bellam. Yet, Sir, forbear; tread on mes trample mes , 


Orſirt. 


T5 CESAR BOREt a. 


Orſr. And all the day, when other Spitits flevp, 2.28} © 
Fl! follow thee with groans, attd curſe thee Min 7 1 1 y 
Nay, when thou ſcek'it for company £6 we. © ' dT 
I'll make thee ſcream. See there his SpIFIt"H as. 1 JF 


B:llam. Hear him not Heay*n!-_ - - AA 1 
Orſm. After thy firſt imbrace,. vo 
May thy Lord loath thee; fwear-thou art fis-Viegio,. 


And caſt thee off as a moſt- keud' Adultefeſs. F) bh 
Bellam. If there be Saihts'or Angels: Oh Thar + rc "Ai; 


Orſi. Or if. thy Husband ſhould-by chante retain thee, 
Heart-burnings, Jealoufies incite. hint till. / 
To plague thee with a thouſand Hells- 09 "Earth, 
And after end thee it "ſome horrid'madher. 
Bellam. Ponyard-me as ybu prowiigd Sir 7: Oh ſtab the 1” 
Orſin. Eternal Barreniels ſhit "Womb; 
If ought that's humane charice to.raiſe 
May it be monſtrous at the curſt-Prod ion, 
An after-birth, or ſors abhorr'd Conception. 


Enter Diuk# of Gandia tb Motvhiny.- 


-Bellan, Y* have:faid enongh ! my Meart; its fail m6, 
And I have now my Wiſh ph Daj oy A 
Orſn. What now.? another "Movtirner ? -Hell- and Furies ! 
They both have plotf&d ts findo my Hofionr. 
Well — Duke of Gamliv-—but. PH callthe Bridegrootm.. 
Gang... Ha !" how's this ? 'fhe heauteotis Bellaaiyd 
Upon the Earth. . Help, help=iny 6rd; ſhe's cold, . 
Your Daughter SwoonSz==— 
Orſin. 1 care not, let her periſh ;.- 
And thou, who- haſt ſeduc'd her,- periſh With her t-- 
Swoon. with her, fink with her: Die both, and beth be nan 


Gand. Wake Bzllamira from this ſleep of Deatty: 
Life of Palate's life! give mea word z VS. 
See. thou. art. ſafe, claſp'd in thy Gaidid's airs. 

Palante holds thee. Say, what Mutdeter-- 
Offer'd this cruelty, and 1'11 revenge thee / 

Bellan. Where am I? ha! looſe looſe me froth your mem3y". 
Stand off ; ly from the z fly, Palutte, fly! | 
For.we mult never, Hhever- meet-agen : | . 

The Poles may. ſootier joyn : Orath tot; 
By:.an. inexorable Father ruin'd; 

Curſed, blaſted y and for-.thee, wil nappy Pringe; 
Thou. haſt uriddhe ite, though trot by thy MM 3- 
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WW” CASAF BORGITA 
F For fure thou lov'it the wretched Bellanire: 

3 Ir my ple tne pry 

Qeitroy a My- PEACE © r ever © 
3 haſt been ruinous and mortal to me / 
. As Robbers, Raviſhers, or Marderers/! 

' Therefore be gone! fly from my yes for ever, 
$ And never Jet me ſee Palare more. 

3 Gd. I go for ever fra you, as you charge me, 
++," , And for that purpoſe I did hither 


"= I. wi”? = at 


. - COME z 
+ But little th that 'you would drive me thus: 


B:lam, O Cruelty ! | 

You rend the Plaiſter from a-blecding wound. 

| Gand. An Elder Brother calls you to his Bed, 

And you perhaps. will not be rayiſhd thither : 

O Bellamira! I had once thoſe Vows 

Which thy frail heart does now reſign to Borgis- 

| * Butl have ſtaid too long: Farewel for ever , 
' When I am gone, and thou for many years 

Enjoy'ſt the Change thy. Father farc'd thee to, 

(For ſure I cannot think-it all thy doing! ) 

If happy Czſar Borgia chance to fold thee | 

_—_ cloſely in his arms _—_— his Cuſtom ; 
to th with a Ic 1 thought, 

Thus, if ; th Fates had vlea'd, the wretched Gendes 
| Would thus have lov'd me. But no more, farewel. 
You're-pleas'd to baniſh me—and—Vl obey. | 
: KF Bel. Come back! come back! you ſhall not leaye me thus: 
| Let Fathers Curſe, and Jealous Husbands Rage, 

Love has a force that can ſurmount-the World. 


Enter Borgia. 


If then 'tis deſtin'd that you -muſt be gone, 
{ And leave me tothe Arms. of Cruel Bargiar— <C_ 
Borg: Ha! but obſerve: there may be more ia this. 
Bell. If we two Lovers, whom: for tenderneſs 
The World can never match, muſt pact for evgr——— 
'Gand. O, that for ever1 
Avg: It's Apparition all; . . Ka 


By 
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By Heay'n, a Dreant;' 1 ſwear; a very Dream. 
Bell. Yet take, O take this dying revel with thee : 
And whomſoe*re'thy paſllion ſhall Eſp 
Remember! O remember this, and” Neg me : 
No Man was ever ſo: by Woman lov'd, 
As thou Palante art by Bellamira. 


Gand. Sto OP there z for to go on will "giv me - Death. 


O! thou haſt ntter'd Sounds of 'ſych'a ſtrain 
As Nature cannot bear : :like utmoſt Muſick, 


Which while it charms'the Senſe, makes chill the Blood. 


No more! for by my- glimmering; joys; fear *. 
Thow'lt ſing my Soul to Everlaſting Sleep! + 
Borg. Then let'me wake you.* 
Bell. O Heav'ns ! we are /undone? 


Borg. Start not, nor weep not *, beauteous Bellanirs 4 


For there is nothing toward you, but well; 
Fortune her ſelf now, ſiniles en your deſign, 
And Heay'n and Earth eonſpire to 'make you happy : 
Theſe Mourning Habits ' on your Wedding Day, 
Had chance notguided me to hear your Loyes,. 
Would have betray'd the ſecret==— : -. 

Gand. O Brother ! what muſt I expe? I know not 
Whether I ought to. hope or fear. | 

Borg. Hope all: | 
For curſt -is he that. parts whom Heay'n Io joyn'd * 
I ſtand convinc*d that. Love -has made:you one ; 
And may thoſe Chaſter Fires that warm Your hearts, 
Vie with the Stars for Immortality—— 111 

Gand. Speak it again; again- confirm this goodneſs;.. 
For one ſo NobI#fate-this World contains not : 
O! *tis too little but to'name him:Noble, | 
For fuch a Soul aſpires above the Clouds 3. 
So great, Ethereal, and: ſo God-like fram'd, : od 
He muſt look dome on Kings : / ſuch vaſt” tompaſſion,, 
Such an unheard magnificence: of Mercy- 
As we muſt both adore : Kneel, Bellamira; 
For *tis a- God we talk with. | 

Borg. © you muſt not. 
Methinks fair Bellamira," who {till anſwers 
With the acculton'd Language of her. Tears, 
Methinks you ſhould' have told me: all this while, 
Your. Beauties were not doom?d for- Ceſar Borgia: 
*Tis true, I often fear*d' by your reſerv'dneſs, 
Your Heart muſt be ingag'd——Or thou, Palante, 
Had'ſt thou but told me when, 1 woo'd her. fickt,. 


WBargFCXm=mwe 


DY »=S=7- 


<> TX 


%.) 


: oO 


#7 


CESAR BORGHTH.- 


| F. " Row niany ſighs and ſorrows hadft thou ſav'd me ! 


Iwould not then have launch'd, but yielded up 
The Noble Fraight, this more than 7ndian Treaſure, 
And given thee all my intereſt in her Fathef* 
» Gand: Alas! I fear'd 1: 
Borg 1 hold you Sir excus'd : 
May you be happy as your Souls can wiſh; 
But I muſt beg you from this place retire 
For your own Intereſt; Or/mo here 
Entreated me to-wait him, and *cig. now . 
Upon this day, allotted for:my Marriage, 
:Unfit to break the- buſineſs of your Loves. * 
Yet doubt not, -O moſt happy lovely Pair, 
But Care and Time ſhall-perfe&t: all. your Wiſhes. | 
Gand. Give me your Arms: I had defign'd this Morning, 
Made deſperate with my griefs, t' acquaint your ear 
With all the progreſs of my-ruin'd paſſion - 
I thought that you would ſtorm, and uſe me ill, 
And had deſign'd I know not what to forfeit 
My life, rather than loſe my Bellamira : 
But you haye ſo prevented me—— 
Borg. No more. t 
How, faireſt Bellamira! not one word ? 
Am I ordain'd the Proxy of your Love, 
Without the Breath of thanks ? 
Bell. The bounteous Heav'ns ; 
Rain on your head whole Deluges of mercies, 
For this great goodneſs! Hear me, oh ye Powers, 
Hear me upon my knees; where-e're he goes, 
Guard him with bleſſings ! give him his own wiſhes : 
If to the Wars he paſs, Renown attend him, 
And growing Conqueſt dwell upon his Arms; 
Let him attain by a long courſe of Valour, 
And gallant aCts, to the old\ Roman Greatneſs ; 
And when as laſt in Triumph he returns, 
May all the ſighing Virgins ſtrow his way, 


And with new Garlands Crown his coming Glory. Ex.with Gandia: 


Enter Machiavel.. 


Mach. Something's diſcover'd, and I gueſs the buſineſs? 


My Lord, you're wanted, and'the beauteous Bride, 
Borg. 1 charge thee name her not upon thy life. 
Here, tear, tear off theſe unbecoming Garments, 
Get me my Horſe, and bid my- Arms, be ready ; 


ee EE 
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+  C&84R: PAROLA. 
Yes, Machiavel, with to morrews das, : 
Thou ſhalt behvid do Lrmge aus me th ©. 


Breathing Defignce £9” renders bon nl te 


Mach. But why, Sir? 
Why have you g'd me that I ONT not 
Of Bellamira ? 

Borg. Cruel Machiavel! 
Why doſt thou bring the fatat Channer back, 
Whom 1 would drive for ever from my Soy? 

Mach. This wondrous altergtion' of your kumar, 
Muſt ſure ariſe from ſonge as ' WRnioer au 
_ you diſcover'd ought? | 

- All, alls diſcovers; . 
Aad ich an ore Ie. thee : but wx: bt nh 
der proc k omg "PART -1 
ion adonen bow. 0%, Fromits roi he ming 
arrants, Ingagements 
. Chaſtly, religiouſly, divaly mine? 
. Mach. ab is' ſhe not? _ 
Borg. By Heav'n quite oppolite-- _- 
All that my- boding , vac pre lag'd theo 
Before, hy happen'd ; happen'd in ſuch manner, 
As quite out-went my own I 

Mach. Who-e're he is that has anted yaus 
By your juſt rage he was 2 ſecret V 
"The cloſeſt Traytor that e're plotted tick 
And juſtly has deſerv'd the ſtab -you gave him. 

Borg. How, Machiavel? ha, didſtthou talk of tabbing? 

Mach, 1neither think, norknow what's your intention, | 
-But that's your Countries Cuſtom in ſach caſes: 
Beſides, Sir, when 1 did-diſcourſe you laſt, 

.You fell into Conyulfions of Deſpair, 
' With: mentioning the very ;name of Rival, 
And thunder'd out whole Volleys of revenge. 
True Machiavel: but could-not think my Rival 
Shqolf ne prove my. Brother. | 


= Fort raiſe me Heav'n, 
=—_ = on! that dares to _ her from me, 
o inatch tne.only Beauty, I gan. love | 
And at the Atrar too, from my imbraces; 
If I not end him, though he were Imperial, 
Ev'n in the middle of is Gyards-— 
Mach. Your Brother! 
And. have you Confirmation that ſhe Joyes/him? 
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FF No——11H revenge thee? cold as thou artand dead / ' 
Machiauth, 


- Gaze at the precious t 
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rd all his Vows, and her paſſionate Anſfyers : 
laves him - Yes, theſe c 
Theſe eyes have ſeen it-  O). 


- , - l IS, 
ea _it- O! ſhe" dotes on, him, 
feeds on his rc 9 im, as pregtant Women 
ing their Souls are ſet ot. 
Mach. And you perhaps will bear.it from & Brother 


| "With _ — ati Anchorite, N 
A man of quite another "you'd deſt+ 
Go to the Wars, be ſhot, and leave this Brother 
"The Heir of all, ſole DOE of the Pops 
eem 


Berg. Tis certain, that 1 'dto all appearance 
Mild and relenting; begg'd 'em leave me titre, 
That 1 might think—— - - 2 

Mach. Think ! by your Holy Father, .. _. - 
You have no blood, no ſoul, nor ſpirit left ? " 

"Genius of your fionſe mult blvſi'ke"thiss.- + 
A Brother ! why, ſo,much the awore a Villain. - 

Botg. O Machiavelt v5: ade 

Mach. O Confrientious 1: >. I 
By all that's great, .it is it kia flat-Hiceſt; 

There's for your Conſcience, if you will tayve Conftience, . 


| She was betrotl'd yours by her Fathers will,- 


Publiſh'd to-the World, atid what elfe makes a Martiage ? 
And. for-a Brother this to undermine yotty«- | 


| And carry it too? 'Ats you 7alian borh ? * 


Begot by one ? ©, make it fiot a dondt, 


* 1grieve, I groad; 1 aitt triad to ſee you thus! * 


, to be-made the talk, the ne of Rome, - . 
& once you were at Paris by Charletta: 


* 


And may this Steel be ſheath'd' in 


#$ lEthat the treacherous Duke of Gamdia ſeape me. Envtcurmt, 
: _— Come back, I ſay; for what is to be done, - 
a > 


my ſelf. Where was 17 ot where an 1? 
No Machiavet, thou know?ſt "tis not my Conſcience - 
That lets the Villain live: I think thon haſt heard ' 
The fatal Jars w* have had abvut my Siſter : 
for I remember, being in her Bath, - 
And by her Women told we were at words, 


 Sheran in haſte half naked to the Pope; 


Who came to part the fray; and wore in fury, 
With horrid Imprecations, who-c're fell 
by th' others hand, he never would have thercy- 

On:the Surviver. This, my Machwmeeel, 


* wet Why doſt thou wondet ? 1 both faw and heard; * 


mag, © 
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Is Burgia's Conſcience-=—eFaf" be do; a | murdeh, * fol 7 
IT: 


And not be ſafe, 4s | 
Mach. What then. $/Your. O01 kl 4's . | 
Borg. To follow 7 Ne | "y! 

For ſo do Flames, that burn, "19  IANG 

Yes, Machiavel, and Care Ti6t what" cores oft: - - 

So when ſecurity,”and: black occaſion © '; -** 

Point me to death,*I will;be" & thoſe, 


And blood him, till ke; changes t6'a Ghoſt: 
Yet ſince my = ron murder, 


I'll find a k 6 to ra 
Mach. H oy Lots A 1 


To kv gain Yoop eartrous Lite} that is, 4 :ivinbs 


The loyel Bellamira Lill-retaing *-- SOT 
Some, hold: yr hetr+ wr 0 fy 


And hoyſoe're my Tong I 
She Rgigns more {Fin ig 


OE Sos 


She Garriſoris my Breaſts and | ain 

Even my own Rebel thonghts, with! \Graces, 
Ten, thouſand Charts, and{mew- Siſtoverd, 

O !_ hadſt thqu cen. ber-when ſhe laroty-leſt =" 


What tears. what looks; and Jangyiſhings ſlie-darted ; 
Love -batl'd bimſalf in the. diſtilling g Balm: | 
And ob the-ſubtle Coons n made his entrance 
'Quite through my heart : 
And all his Cry 18 Deaths of | 
Mach. Why ! this is like. the pirit of your Father,” 
You bring ,his raceſnl Figonr jult: before: me, |. 
Juſt, juſt as fifit hes wore the triple Crown, . | 
Juſt Fx he walk'd, juſt Si that Movement z.; 
So ſparkled too bid e 10 glow'd his Checks. 


Nor feariPalante, when, a ng mn your. Arms; { ay 4 


© 3” 


When ſhe perceiyes the feryour -of your paſſion | 
Panting upon her naked. Breaſts fqr- Mercy. 
Borg. Sighing,»@s/if my very Soul would- burſt ;, 
And gaſping, Machiavel, as if, Deaths ,pangs were on me. 
Mach. Now ſtealing tocher Lips, diſſoly'd in Tears, 


And preſſing cloſe, but ſoftly to her ſide 


Whiſpering, O why, why, ,gentle-Bellanyr 42. 
Then Feith a ſudden ſtart let Jacks your love; + | 


Graſp her as if yoy-could no longes bear it.', 
Claſp her all night, and Nafle her, with Kills: 
©, there are thouſand way 

Bog: Ten thouſand enfand; 


uts-and, Gals too, 


Millions, 


CASAR BORGIA. 


Millions, and infinite, yet add to thoſe, 

ll try 'em all : nor ſhall a drop of mercy 

bY Fall fron, my eyes, though 1 beheld Palante 

m—_ Dead at her door, O expeRation burns me! 
0 Bellamira | heart! how the does inflame me ? 


The War like Winter vaniſhes; 'tis gone, 
And Bellamira with eternal Spring, 


= Dreſt in blew Heav'ns, and breathing Vernal ſweets, 


Drops like a Cherabiz in ſmiles before me. 


That Bellamira 1aw you in this height 
Of dazling Paſhon, and becoming Fury ! 


Mach. Then there's no need of warlike preparations ? 
Berg. Talk no more of War, for now my Theme's all Love: 


Mach. Oh, that the World could bnt behold you thus! 


Borg. Thus, to a glorious Coalt, through Tempeſts hucl'd, 


' '$ We fail like him who ſought the Indian World. 
'Tis more; 'tis Paradiſe 1 go to prove, 

And Bellamir Land -of Love : 

] have her in ; and hark, ſhe talks, 
And ſee, about, like the firſt Maid ſhe walks : 
Fair as the Day when firſt the World began ; 
And I am doom'd to be the bappy man. | 


Exemnnt. 


ACT. IIL SCENE L 


Enter Aſcanio and Alonzo. 


ad, Y Lord, this is an Af ſo newly horrid, 
So ghaſtly a contrivance of Revenge, 

That Fiends themſelves would ſtart at the Propoſal. 

I to do this; I, who have bred him up! 

Oh Seraphino! Nurs'd thee in my Boſom, | 

To gaſh thy Cheeks, and tear out both thy Eyes! 
Aſcan. The ſums of Gold are order'd to be paid 

Half on your bare conſent : on Execution 

The whole. Alonzo! thou haſt no compaſlion 

When Intereſt comes in play : Don't I know, 

At the Command of AMachiavel, or Borgia, 

Thou would'ſt not ſtick to poyſon ev'n the Pope ? 

Come, come, diſſemble- not thy Occupation, 

Murtler*s thy -Trade, and Death = Livelihood ; 


Therefore 
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1-2 Yes, Machio 
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CAESAR BORGIA. 


* Millions, and infinite, yet add to thoſe, 

Vil try 'em all : nor ſhall a drop of mercy 
Fall fromymy eyes, though 1 beheld Palarte 
Dead at her door, O. expeRation burns me! 
0 Bellamira * heart! how the. does inflame me ? 
Mach: Then there's no need of warlike preparations ? 
Borg. Talk no more of War, for now my Theme's all Love: 
The War like Winter vaniſhes; 'tis gone, 
| And Bellamira with eternal Spring, 

Dreſt in blew Heay'ns, and breathing Vernal ſweets, 

Drops like a Cherubin in” ſmiles before.me. . 

Mach. Oh, that the World could bnt behold you thus! 

That Bellamira faw you in this height 

Of dazling Paſſion, and becoming Fury ! 

Borg. Thus, to a glorious Coalt, through Tempeſts hurl'd, 

We fail like him who ſought the Indian World. . 

Tis more; 'tis Paradiſe 1 go to prove, 

And Bellamira is the. Land -of Love : 

I have her” in my view ; and hark, ſhe talks, 

And ſee, about, like the firſt Maid ſhe walks : 

Fair as the Day when-firſt the World began ; 


And I am doom'd to be the happy man. Exennt. 


ACT.IH. SCENEI. 
Enter Aſcanio and Alonzo. 


Y Lord, this is an Aft ſo newly horrid, 
So ghaſtly-a contrivance of Revenge, 

That Fiends themſelves would ſtart at the Propoſal. 

| to do-this; I, who have bred him up! 


Alont 


Oh Seraphino! Nurs'd thee in my Boſom, 


To gaſh thy Cheeks, and tear out both thy Eyes! 
Aſcan. The ſums of Gold are order'd to be paid ; 


Half on your bare conſent : on Execution 

The whole. Alonzo! thou haſt no compaſlion 

When Intereſt comes in play :. Don't I know, 

At the Command of Macbiavel, or Borgia, 

Thou would'ſt not ſtick to poyſon ev'n the Pope ? 
Come, come, diſſemble- not thy Occupation, 
Nurtler's thy -Trade, and Death thy Livelihood 


Therefore 


26 CASAR BORGTIA. 
Therefore perform this a(t of ſpritely Vengeance, 
And I'll Create thee Noble——  . 

Alonz. 'Tis ſure, &re long, when I have ferv's their turn; 
That they will end me too, for fear of talking, 
Therefore, my Lord, how-e're my Conſcience ſtings me, 
For *cis moſt true, I love the Innocent Boy; 
Send home the Gold—— 

Aſcan. Thou ſhalt along with me; 
I will not ſend, but pay it thee in hand, 
Full twenty thouſand Crowns — Why, what a ſum is that ? 
Full twenty thouſand Crowns ! 
Why, I will tell thee, there are Rogues in. Orders, 
Monks, Fryers, Jeſuits, that would kill their Fathers, 
Raviſh theic Mothers, eat their Brothers and Siſters, 
For half the ſam : what, twenty thouſand Crowns ? - 
Away, away ! Come, come, pull out his eyes, 
And make a Cupid of the little Baſtard. 
I ſwear thou ſhalt, what, twenty thouſand Crowns ! 

Alonz. My Lord, I aiti Chattn'd. | 


Emer Machiavel ata Adeyna. 


Aſcan. My good Lord Machiavel. 
Mach. My. Noble Lord, __ 
The humbleſt of your Servants. 
Now, my Adorna, now the time is coming, 
When thou ſhale Fuyal &y'n the Queen of Loye z 
For, by my life, a Bridegroom Ike Palate 
Might match an Empreſs——But he's thine; no more. 
I've ſworn he's thine : This day; that gives his Brother 
Thy beauteous Couſin, is the bleſt Fore-runner 
Of my Adorna's ceftain happineſs. 
| Ador. Heay'a only knows the iſſue of my Fate 3 
But did not love and —_— deſire 
Tranſport me from my ſelf, | ſhowld endeayour 
To help the poor deſpairing Belkamira. 
Not many -hours. ago {he ran upon me 
With Extaſies, even crying out for joy, 
In ſpite of Fate, Palante ſhall he mine ; 
Then told me all that you diſcourſt but now *: 
, When on that minute cruel Boygys enter'd 
With old Oyſino, who coimnanded her, 
Pth* mid'ſt of pray'rs and tears, and ſhrieking ſorrows, 
Strait to attend her Husband ts the Temple. 
Mach, Excellent | And how bears Paſante this ? 


o - 
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Adern. So much the worſe, becauſe quite unexpected. 
And while I told- it in moſt moving terms, 
He ſtruck his Breaſt, and caſt his eyes to Heav'n, 
Enquir'd for you; then talkt of blood, and vaniſh'd. 
Mach. | have been evyer ſince I came to Rome 
A Confident to both : I like the Method, 
The Machine moves exaCtly to my mind, 
ails like a Ship well ballaſt through the Air, 
And ploughs the riſing miſchiefs clear before me. 
Ive heard thee often talk of pretty Letters 
That paſt between Palzme and thy Confin. 
' Ador. 1 have 'em all in keeping, by her order. 
Mach. Let me peruſe *em. 
Adorn. Will you be ſecret then ? | 
Mach. Away, and fear not, they ſhall make thy Fortune: | 
Soon as the Marriage Rites are paſt, we*'U meet, Ex. Adornas 
But lo, they come! the Duke of Gandia frowns; 


1fear my Ceſar, and muſt watch their claſhing. 


Scene draws , and aleſcoutrs the Progreſs of # ſtately Marris 
age; Aſcanio, Adrian,, Enna , Cardinals , gving before , 
Orſino following *: | Bellamita ſupported by two Virgins mn 
White : Borgia follow'd ty Vitellozzo, Alonzo, ©. 


Gard. Sir, I muſt ſpeak with you. 
Borg. "Tis inconvenient. 
Gand. ”Tis not our firſt of Jars. Remember Lucrecez 
Our Siſter Lxcrece, and be then perfwaded 
Neceſſity requires your ear; 
Borg. For what ? | | 
Gand. If you dare walk aſide with me, I'll tell you 
Borg. After the Prieſt. —— 
Gand. No Sir-—before the Prieſt 
Fate hovers near us; you ſhall give me hearing. 
Borg. "What Boy: how fſay'ſt thou ? Shall !— 
Gand. Yes Sir, you ſhall, : 
Borg. No more; for fear we ſhould be over-heard*: 
Pl inſtantly return upon my Honour : 
me but wait Oro to the Gate, 
And Pll attend thee ; on'my word I will —— 
The Prieſt ſhall wait till thou haſt ſatisfaQion. S 
Ex. all but Mach? «v4 Gand: 
Math. What have you faid, my Lord? 
Gard. Forbear to know ; | : 
think thou loy'ſt me, yet a proof were _ 
2 
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And fince octalion now demands a tryal, 

Refuſe not what 'my Friendſhip ſhall enjoyn thee. 
Mach. Tis granted, though-the conſequence be death. 
Gand. Begone , this moment leave me to my ſelf. 
Mach. 1 apprehend : Let me imbrace you. 

Why ſhall 1 leave you ? but my word's ingag'd; 

Call all thoſe pow*rful provocations up, / 

Your wrongs, your moſt ignoble injuries... 

To ſteel your arm, and dye your Vidtory - 

In blood : I go—becauſe you grow. impatient.. 

No more, but Conqueſt, Death, or Bellamira 

Yet I muſt watch ,you hexgabputs: For Borgia, 

Though $kill'd and. gallant, yet may meet his Death. 

And that I muſt prevent, for I'll allow no ſtroke 

To Chance, though my-undaunted Hero dares all 

That. Man, can dare Ex. Mach. 
Gand, Why comes he not? 

I know he's brave, Renown'd in Forreign Wars, 

And to his $kill in Arms has ſuch a Courage, 

.As makes a raſh man run upon his ruine : 

Yet in his height of fury I can dare him, 

My- blood defies him mortally to death. | 

Yes Machiquel, Vil take thy fatal counſel; | 

The word is Conqueſt, Death, or Bellamira. . : 


Enter Borgia.- 


Borg. So Sir , you ſee 1 have obey'd your. Summons; . 


You muſt be fatisfi'd, though Beauty ſtays, © 
 Fhough the Bride ſtays, though Befamira ſtays : 
That is, tho Heav*n with all its waiting glories 
Stops at your call, and ſtands to give you hearing. .. 
Gand. Y* haye usg'd me baſely. , >. 
Borg. No, Hob 
*Gand. I ſay you have, . + 
Without a provocation. _ 
Baxg. That; were bag . 
Indeed: when unprovok'd I do a wrong, 
May I, when juſtly urg'd, want due revenge- 


Gand. Y' have falſifi'd your word, betray'd me. bafely, .., 


Betray*d-a Brother : O:my Stars, a Brother ! 

That would, lave? burſt through all the bars of death, 
And yielded all things to you, but his Love. 

©; fooliſh eyes! but theſe are your laſt tears, 

And. | myſt mend your couſe with, blood, _ 


—— 
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CASAR BORGIA. 
Borg. He weeps! 
'Was ever ſeen Hypocriſie like this ? Aſide. 
O thou young impudent and blooming lyar, 
Who, like our Curtezans, art early prattis'd, 
And in their Nonage taught the Arts of Vice. 
But I forego my temper—— ls this all? 
You know I am in haſte, and cannot brook 
A longer Conference. | 
Gard. | know you Cannot, 
But I ſhall force you : yes, thou Tyrant Brother, 
Thou that 'art fallen from all thy height of glory, 
To the low practice of the worſt of Slaves, 
] will revenge the honour thou haſt loſt : 
Nor ſhalt thou paſs to Bellemira's Arms,... 
Till through my heart thou cutr/t thy horrid way. 
Draw then— 
Borg. I will not. 
Gand. By Revenge and Fury . 
Thou ſhalt not paſs, but..on my Rapiers point. 
Borg. Think not, thou young Practitioner in Arms, . 
That all thy force, thoygh leveld at me naked, 
Should ſtop me, if I once refoly'd my way : 
But I am calm; and: wiſh-thee, for thy ſafety, 
To let me paſs. Thou talk'ſh awhile ago 
Of Lacrece—but no more of that—my Father, 
0, fear'd I not his Thunder which ſo oft 
Has menac'd 'me if e're I roſe againſt thee, 
Long, long e're this, had'ſt thou been duſt; even now © 
For- that abuſe which late thou ;gav'ſt my ear, 
For that abhorr'd Conception of my Silter, 
For that damn'd mention, by the loweſt Hell, 
And by the burning Fiends, thon ſhould'ſt be Aſhes. - 
Gand. Bluſh not,. nor purſe thy threatning Brow, but draw; - N 
And dare not. to deſpiſe the weakeſt arm 
That ſtrikes with Jultice. Yes, upon thy breaſt 
Etate, and haughty as thou carri'ſt it, 
| doubt-not but my-Sword ſhall write thee Traytor. 
Borg.. No more: O that. I had 
Some one Renown'd, and winter*d as my ſelf,. 
T encounter like an Oak the rooting Storm ! 
Bnt thou art weak, and to the Earth wilt bend, 
With my leaſt blaſt thy Head of Bloſſoms down: 
If by thy ' hand 1 fall (as who ere div'd- 
So deep in Fate, but ſometimes was deceiy.d ?”) 
Ldo bequeatlr thee more than.all my Dukedoms, 
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Far more indeed than Worlds, my beauteous Bride 4 
But if 1 conquer tnee, and ſhew thee mercy, 
Never love more; nor after 1 am marri'd, 
Dare for thy Soul to ſpeak of Bellamira. 

Gard. | thank thee, and accept the ternis with joy, 
Which blood mult ratifie: And here I fwear, 
If vanquiſh'd by thy Arm (though Death, I hope, 
Will, more than Oath, confirm the fatal bargain ) 
For ever to renounce all Claim, and yield 
By my Eternal Abſence Bellamrra. 

Borg. Come on then: And let Love and Glory ſteel 
Thy unfleſh'd arm: think on this moment hangs 
Thy whole lifes Joy, or worſe than Death, Deſpair 
I would not win ſuch Beauty withont blood : 
But as the brave Gonfalvo, being ſhot, 
Mov'd not at all, nor chang'd his mighty Look; 
As if the Gallantry of ſuch demeanour 
Could charm coy Victory to raiſe the Siege : 
So would I with my blood diftiling down, 
Anſwering her tears, lead Bellamira on, 
And woo her at the Altar with my wounds. 

Gang. No more. *. | 


Borg. Agreed. The word is Bellumira— Fight, Gandia 

Hold, hold Palante, for thou bleed'ft- 7s wounded, 
Gand. A (cratch. 7 4 _ " 

Borg. -My Father crys ont, fave himon thy lite. Fight again, 

Gard Guard well thy life. v- Borgia «s wownded 

| atay ' on. the arms Wt 

Enter Machiayel. © aiſarms Gandia- 


Mach. What means this noyſe of Arms ? 
Why theſe Swords drawn? what now, my Lords, 
Both wounded ? ; \ (Borgia throws Gan- 
By Heay'n, I ſwear, you ſhall proceed nofurther. «dia ws Sword: 
Borg. *Tis now too late to tell thee how we quarcel'd, 
Look to his wound : ſoon as the Cures perform'd, 
PII ſerve the Duke of Gandia with my Fortune, 
But far from Rome ; for he has agreed 
Never to ſee my Bellamira more. 
For me—Pll to the Temple. 
Mach. My Lord, you bleed. ; 
Borg. The $kin's but rac'd : ' | 
Would it were deep in the moſt mortal partf, 
So Bellamira, when the blood guſt'd forth, | 
Would fink upon 'my breaſt, and frrear ſhe 1ov'd me. 


| ſwear this night to graſp the conquer*'d Prize : 
Yes, yes, Palante, hear, and fly for ever; 

All the White World of Bellamira's Beauty 

This night VII travel o're, 'to feaſt my Loye ; 
The Little Glutton ſhall be gorg'd with Reyels, 
He ſhall be drunk with ſpirits of delight ; 

With all that amorous wiſhes can inſpire, 

And all the Liberties of looſe deſire. 

Gand. |'il after him, and at the Altar end him. 
Was't not enough to wound and vanquiſh me, 
But he muſt triumph too? I rave and talk 
I know not what; for he is generous, 

And nobly merits what his valour won : 
Yes, happy Borgia, I will keep my word 3 
And, fince thus loſt to all that I held dear, 
Abandon this loath'd world. 

Mach. You muſt retire. 

Gard. 1 will devote the ſad remains of life 
To the bleſt company of holy men : 

Learn Contemplation, and the dregs of life 
Purg'd off, taſte clearer and more ſprightly joys, 
Partake their tranſports in the brighteſt Viſions, 


See opening Heav'ns, and the deſcending Gods: 


Then as I view the dazling tracks of Angels, 


Sigh to my heart, and cry, ſee there, and there, 
In full: perfeftion thouſand Bellamira's. 


Mach. My Lord, your wound bleeds faſt. 
Gand. O Machiavel! 
When I am ſhut for ever from the world, 
Thou tenderſt.hearted, gentleſt, beſt of Friends, 
Wilt viſit me ſometimes : I know thou wilt. 


Mach. Why do you droop thus? lean upon my arm : 


All ſhall be well. - Yes, 1 will find a way, 
Ia ſpite of Fortune, yet to heal your ſorrows, 
And pour the Balm of Bellamira's tears 
Upon your wound. 

Gand. Could I but ſee her once 
Before I die ! 

Mach. Once, twice, a hundred times 3 


Doubt not, you {ball ; but haſte to your Apartment. 


Methinks if miſchief had but this to vaunt, 
That, like a God, none knows her but her ſelf, 
It were enough to mount her-o're the World. 


Love my ſelf; and for my ſelf, 1 love 
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But that's too much to hope ; what e're is doom'd, 


Exit. 


Ex. Gandia. 


Brigid 
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Borgia my Prince : Who does'tiot love himſelf? 
Selt-love's the Univerſal Beam of Nature, 

The Axle-tree that darts through all its Frame : 
And he's a Child in thought, who fears the ſting 
Of Conſcience ; and will rather loſe-hinvſelf, -- 
Than make his Fortune by anothers ruiftie'! + 71h 
Conſcience, the Bug-bears roar, the Nurſes howl, 
Our Infant laſh and whip-of Education. 


' Enter Aidcvaia 


My Genius, my Love, my little Angel, 
Haſt thou the Letters ? | 
Adorn. Firſt, my Lord, 
If I have breath to utter, let me tell you, 
Never was Marriage ſolemniz'd like this. 
Mach. Go on. 
Aadorn. The Bride in Mourning Robes was led, 
Or rather born like a pale Courſe- along 
I ſaw, her when ſhe firſt approach'd the Temple, 
How, ruſhing from the arms of thoſe that held/her, 
She threw her body on the Marble ſteps, -: - 
When ſtrait the Bridegroom with a kindled face 
Drew near, and buſhing Ttretcht his bloody arm, 
Wrapt in a Scarf, and gave itto this Bride: 
Then, bowing, wiſh's the Prieſt perform 'his- ern 44 
Mach. What follow'd? 
Adern. Urg2d, or rather brib'd before, O' | 
The Prieſt, at Oid Orſmo's Interceſſion, 
Soon joyn'd their hands: all from the Temple haſte, 
Orſino and his Son in deep diſcourſe, | 
And Bellamira blind with weeping, lod” 
This way. 
Mach, 1 am glad owt, for 1 wait to ſpeak with her. 
Prithee produce the Letters: Come, I know 
Thou haſt *em: nay, 'tis thy own- intereſt, 
Adorn. See Bellamira enters : ſtay ſome time, 
And Fll diſcover to your own deſire. 


Enter Bellamira. 


Hach. Madam, I would entreat a word in private. 

Bell. Can miſery, like mine, be worth diſcourſe ? 

= Mach. - Thedead are only happy,'-and' the dying - 
The dead are ſtil}, and laſting flumbers hold *@m; - 
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Where elſe he muſt 
. Who ballancing the Scales © 


He, who is near his death, but turns abour, 
Shuffles awhile to make his Pillow eaſic, 

Then flips into his Shrond, and reſts for ever. 
Bells. My mind preſages, (by the bloody hand 
That ſeiz'd me at the Aitar.— =E 

Mach. ln their Nonage 

A ſympathy unuſual joyn'd their loves; 

They pair'd like Turtles, ſtill together drank, 

' Together eat, nor quarrelPd-for the choice: 


- Like Twining-ſtreams both from one Fountain fell, 
- And as they ran, ſtill mingled ſmiles and tears: 


Butoh, when Time had ſwell'd their Currents high, 
This boundleſs World, this Ocean did divide 'em, 
And now for ever they have loſt each other. 

Fella. For ever ! Oh the horrour that invades me! 


Thou ſeem'ſt to intimate ſome horrid att : 


Icharge thee ſpeak, how fares the Duke of Gandia? 
Not anſwer me! why doft thou fhake thy head, 
And croſs thy arms, and turn thy eyes away ? 


| Has there been ought betwixt my Lord and him? 


Mech. There has, they fought. 
"Bells, The Cauſe, the curſed Cauſe 
Sands here, before thy eyes ſhe ſtands to blaſt thee: 


' I ktiow 'tis thus; Borgia for me was wounded 


And, oh my fears ! by his relentleſs hand; 
terhaps that poor defpairin loſt Palante 
s Wiſerably ſlain: If it be ſo, 
Pite of my Father, 1'll renounce my Vows, 
0, forſwear all comforts in this life, 

And fly the world. 

Mach. Would 1 were out ont; 
Nothing but fraud and cruelties reign here. 
He is not ſlain : but, as his Surgeons bode, 
| fear him much. Oh would you be ſo kind 
To ſee the wounds he ſuffers for your ſake, 
And charm his pains but with one parting view 
&efore your Lord return, —— 

Bella. Alas ! Idare not ! I : ; 

Mach. He graſpt me y b— wriſt, and weeping, vow d 
Twould be a Heav'n, a Lightning in his Grave, 

"Yor on lye _—_— e 
Now, on my Soul, you muſt, you ought to ice nim, 
7 - pz f doubtful life, 

in your way : a glance, one grain of fayour 


Turgs him from Death- Come, come, you muſt have mercy: - 


Madam, 


CAS AR BORGTA. 

Madam, 1'il wait and intercept .your Logd. 

Bella. A Viſit ! juſt upon our Marriage tog— 
But ?cis the laſt that he ſhall e'ce receive ; 
Therefore Vil go ; Nature, Compaſſion, Fates 
And Love, far more tyrannical than thoſe, 
Forces me on : I feel him here; he throbs, 
And beats a Mournful March. 

Mach. Fear not, away; 


PI1 guard the paſſage:' logk..not back, .byt haſte.., - Ex, Bellamira 


If I remember ſtory well, o0;d AKome 

Was free fromall this weakueſs of the mind; _ 
For Women! oh how ſlightly»were they thqught of, 
When the great Cats gave his Friend his Wite, 

To breed him his Heirs, becguſe ſhe 'was a Teemer 3 
And after he was dead, again receiy'd , 4 | 
This was before the Yandais mads ps Slaves, 

Who mingling with our Wiyes, hegot a Rage 
That nothing holds of the qld Lyons Glory, , 


Enter Borgias 


But huſh, more work, and now | am compos'd. 

Borg. Welcom, my eb of Friends, my Machiavy! ! 
Let me.unlade on thet nay fraught gf joy 3 
For 'Bellamira's mine, her Y Qws Are mine z 

er Father gave her, and ths Holy man 
Has link'd our hands: Fortune perhaps; ere long, 
May joyn our hearts: Hpggyer,. dearly bought, 
I ſay, ſhe's mine. 

Mach. However, dearly bought! 

Borg. True Machiavel, moſt dearly; but alas, 


He that would reach the Mine, ppuſt burſt the Quarty,. 


And labour to the Center ——Ha——thov'rt cold?” 
Start from this Letaargy, apd tell me why, 
Why doſt thou ſhake my joys with that ſtern look ?- 
Speak, for to.me thy face is as the Heav*ns, 
And, waen thou ſmiPſt, I cannot fear a Storm; 
But now thy gather'd. brows prognoſticate. 
Il weather : Lightning, ſparkles irem thy eyes; 
Speak too, though thunder follgy, _ _ 
Mach. On what conditiqns had the Prince big life? 
Borg. It was agreed betwixt ys ſolemnly, | 
And bonad by Oath, that he who was ſybdy'd: 
Should neyer ſpeak to Bel/qmjrq4 more 
Math. 1 am lagish'd, om 
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Burg. O Machiavel ! is this friendly, 
To hide the Cauſe of thy diſorder from me ? ' 
Thou ſaidPſt;'- Iam ſatisfied ;- but at that motnent 
1 faw two Furies leap from thy red Eyes; : | h 
That ſaid thou*rt ridt, thou art not ſatisf'd. 
This coldneſs of thy Carriage ! this dead ſtillneſs 
| Makes me more apprehend thap all the noife _ 
That mad-men raiſe : Speak then; but do not blaſt me : 
Speak-by degrges, let the Truthibreak away” 
Inoblique ſounds; for if it come directly, 
Ifall at once, ſplit, ruin'd, daſld for ever, - 
Solittle am I Maſter of my Paſcion. : | 
Mach. Therefore k dare not tell you. 
Borg. Therefore tis horrid, ha ! | 
Monſtrous !/ *tis ſd; therefore, thou dar'ſt not tell me ; 


' But ſpeak ; thongh trembling thus/from- head tofoot, 


Iwill be calm, preſs down the riſing ſighs, - 
Andſtifle all the ſwellings 4nmy heart ; - - 
[ will be Maſter far as Nature can. 
Mach. 1f that you knew ſachFire was in your temper, 
And thus would burn you up, . why would you marry ? 
Jorg. Becauſe reſiſtleſs Love? reſiſtteſs Beauty 


 . Borg» 
| Hurry'd me on: But ſpeak, thouſtav'ſt me off. 
” If thon haſt ſenſe of Honout, tel me, Mathiavet ! 


Speak, I conjure thee, as thou axt my Friend. 
Mach: The fault*s not great, and you may pardon it; 


 Yet*twas a fault, Ithink: Where did you leave 


Your Bride ? 


\ Borg. Why dof thou ask ? 1 know not where : 


This way they led her; and as I perſwaded, 
Orfino, though unwilling, judg'd it fit 
She ſhould retire again to her Apartment, 
That her full griefs miglt have a time to waſte: 
Mach. She is retir'd, my Lord. 
Borg. Ha! whither ? ſpeak : 


| Sheis retir*d where ſhe ſhould not retire / 
 Tistrue, moſt plaia, moſt undeniable, 


Ilknow it by the faſhion of thy/Wit, 

Thy accent ſwears it z mouth thy Tale no more, 
But ſay diſtinctly whither ſhe's retir?d : P 
I charge thee, pray thee, and conjure thee, ſpeak, 


\ Forwhat, with whom; and on what new occalion ? 


Mach. You have a Brother. 


| Borg, O the perjur*d Traytor ! 


l have! what then? | 
| F 2 
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Adach. She's with him now-- 
Borg. With whom ? 
Mach. Why with the Duke of Gandia; with your Brother - 
Palante, Son, or Nephew tothe Pope. 
Borg. .What Bellamirawith him? Ponyards !. Daggers ! 
Mach. This way, but now,:I ſaw.her come in haſte. z 
Whether ſhe gueſs'd the matter by. youg-Wound, . 
I know not , but: with faultring ſpeech ſhe asK'd. 
How far*d Palante, if he werein being? * | 
Whereon I nothing-mug*d, but in plain terms, . 
With moderation, told her what 1 knew; .. 
But had you ſeen the ſtarts and ſtops ſhe made : 
Borg. No doubt ſhe did ; T manOatny, oh—— 
Goon ; for yet Iama fangleſs L 


Mach., Hadyou but heard when firſt his Wound 1 mention'd,: 


How ſhe ſhriek?d out. how. oft: ſhe forced. me ſwear, 
And ſwear, and ſwear again,,. it was notmortal / 
Birg. Undone'for eyer ! O deftruCtion ſeize her. / 


Mach. But when I told your hurt, ſhe ſeem'd ſcarce griev'd,, 


And leſſening ſorrow yielded to: attention 
I do not ſay:ſhe flatly.did rejoice, 
But ſure 1 amſhe ſmiPd, .and tonch'd my hand, 
And.begg'd me,-if you came this way, to hold you 
In;talk,. while to the ſick ſhe made a viſit. 
Berg. Thy Boſom be my Grave; -bear me a while” 
Or I ſhall burſt.- O' Bellamira ! Oh / 
Mach. Raiſe, raiſe your ſelf. Ha, Prinoe ! /is this the Fire-: 
We fear'd but now, that moſt tranſporting fury ? 


Borg» No more ; "tis gone : O Marriage{:now 1 find thee... 


Thou coſtly Feaſt, on which with fear we Feed, 

As if each Golden diſhwe taſte were: poiſan'ds;. 

Where, by the fatal Tyranny of- Cuſtom,- 

Our Honour, like a Sword. juſt pointing ore us, 

Hangs by a Hair. Ha! but it.comey. *tis faln ! - 

Like a forked Arrow ſtuck into my Skall. 

No more : Iamdeaf asAdders,:.and as deadly : 

Mercy ! no more /-thy Voice is-quite uncharm'd : 

All pity thus he dry*d From my weak Eyes; 

Here will I look my Mothers ſoftneſs off, 

And gaze till Southern Fury ſteels my Souly- 

Till lam all "my Father; till his, Form, ' 

All bloody” v're from Head to Foot with ſlaughter, .. 

Skims-0'ce my polliſhd Blade, in frownsto haſte me. <- 

- Mach,” What mean you, Sir.? - + 

- Borg. lknow not what my ſelf? - 
, LI 
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Off from my Arms; away.  Pve oftentimes heard 

At Princes Murders, Monſtrous Births forbode ; 

; - The Heavens themſelves rain Blood : Why, let itrain ! 
If my Heart holds her purpoſe, with this hand 


- Pl Fwell the Purple Deluge. Vengeance! Death and Vengeance. 


, Mach. No, my brave Warrior ! *tis not gone fo far: 
Theſe ſtarts are but the haſty Harbingers 

To the ſlow Murder that comes dragging*on : 

The MiſchiePs yet but young, an Infant Fury 

Tis the firſt brawl of new-born Jealouſic : 

ButT have Macbiavellian Magick here 

Shall nurſe this Brood of Hell to ſuch perfeCtion, : 

As ſhall e*re long become the DeviPs Manhood-: 

But hark! the Noice approaches, and the Time 

Put's me in mind of Bellamira's Letters 


Exter Borgia, Bellamira, Gandia. 


Borg. Furies and Hell! yet ere thou dy*ſt, proud Villain, .. 


Let me demand thee how thou dar*ſt abuſe }. 
My.Mercy thus ? 
F Gand. Igive thee back the Title... 
And baye a heart ſo well aſſur*d-of. Death; . 
That I diſdain to anſwer. 
Borg, Dye then, Traytor / 
Bell Hold, Borgia, hold ! Hear Bellamira ſpeak. 
Borg. Confuſion-!. off: .and play not thus with Thunder, 
Liſt it ſhould blaſt thee too : Hence, .off, I ſay : - 
Tho thou deſerviſt a Fate as ſharp and ſudden, . 
Iwill take leiſure in thy death. Be gone. 
Bella. Behold, I graſp the Dagger,. draw: it through + 
And gaſh my Veins, and tear my Arteries ; 
Plifix my hand thus. to the wounding Blade-- 
While life will tet me hold, and force thee hear me. -. 
Berg. Say'ſt, ha !wilt thou ? dar*ſt thou brave me thus? - 
Thus guilty too; once more forego my Ponyard. 
Bella; No: draw it, Cruel; let thy Bloody Decds 
Be ſwifter than thy Threats : I fear thee not; 
But thus will wound my ſelf, or quite diſarm thee. 
Now you ſhall hear me. | 
Borg. Is this poſſible? 
Ha! Borgia! where! where is thy Fury. pow # ©" 
\'Where thy Revenge? O Woman in perfeftion / * 
Thou dazling Mixture of. ten thouſand Circe”s -. 


E xi. 


Exit. 
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In one bright heapcaſt by ſome hudling God, 
How dar'ſt thou venture thus ?' how dar*ſt thoudo this ? 
Yet heave thy Breaſts, pant, breathe; and think on merry ? 
Bella. My Afts have ſhownthe care indeed I take 
Tofave my life : No, Prince,/ not for my own 
E would be heard, but for your innocent Brothers, © | | 
Palante, : . A 
Borg. Ha! Palante! Yes, 1 know thee, | 
There hangs thy Joy, thy Pulſe, thy Breath and Motion, | 
Blood, life and Soul, thy Darling-Bleſling*shere, 1:10 be 
And more than all. the joyes of Heaven hereafter. 
O World of Horrour! © Contagion, of 
The Day when firſt I ſaw thee. 213 | Fr | 
Bella. Would you bit tear. Cl Kt; "6 | 
Borg. Come, off, 1 ſay ! tear thy ſedrf's Wound, teart 8 | 
With theſe diſtilling drops ; come glut thy Eyes, -* -,, _ 
Glut *em with Blood; for Borgi2's Blood's thy Joy ; ', 
For ſay When at the Altar I ſtood bteeding, 
Speak, Tygrelſs, harbarous Wretch, thou ſhe Palante, 
Did'ſtthou once a$Kthe occafiofof tny Wound ? 
No——]I remember thy unea 'Carrfape; 
How often thou look?®lt back with lopging Eyes! 
How oftin ſecret thou didſt curſe the Prieſt, © * 
The tedious length of whoſe flow ' Ceremonies . 
kept thee from flying to Palante's Arms. 
Gard. Farewel, my Lord ; think Bellamira puiltleſs, 
And you ſhall never fee Palanre mire.” 
Borg. Stay, Sir; come” back, Tknow your: Woun®s a eroable z 
But the reward I mean is wotth your waiting. | 
Here, take him, Bellamira , claſp hint; 
I give him thee, as our Phyſi crans d6 
Preſcribe laſt Remedies, to ſaye thy life ? 
I give him thee to ſave thy gaſhing Soul, 
W hich would be damn*d withont-him';z yet obferye 
There is a Deed that maſt; thatſhalfhe done: 
Before you laugh and kiſs.” See here, my Boſom, ' 
Strike, anditrikedeep, deep as Palate berns thee ; 
For in thy Heart, hot in thy inmoſt- Veins, 
I know the curs?d, the too lov?d Traytor lies. 
Gand. 1 do renounce the name.” anditothe Giver 
Retort it with an equal Indignation / 
Borg. Retort it / what * 
Gard. The name of Tfraytor. ' 
Borg. Ha! 
Provoke me not, leſt as I am, unarm'd, 


craſh the e with my Hands,' and daſh thee Dead, 


Bella. Hold off, and hear me z. nable Borgia, hear me [ " 
Hear me, my Lord, my Hysbaad, hear .me kneeling ; 
Thou, whom the Heavens -have deſtin'd to.my Arms, 


The conſtant Partner of my niceſt thoughts, 
Doom'd to my Bed, whom I muſt leargto love, 
And will, unleſs you turn my Heart to Stone. 

Borg, Ha! SS: 
O! ſuch ſweet words ne're fell from that fair Mouth 
+ Before, nor can | truſt *em now ! 
Bella. If you call back 
The Vengeance which your impious Vows let ſlip, 
ear, thus ſinking on your Feet, I ſwear 
Never from this ſad hour, never to ſee, 
Nor ſpeak, no, nor (if poſlible) to think 
| Of poor Palante more. 


Borg. Goon, go on; I ſwear the Wind is turn'd,. 


And all thoſe furious and outragious paſſions 

Now bend another way. 

| Bella. | will hereafter, 

With ſtricteſt duty, ſerve you as my Lord, 

And give you ſigns of ſuch moſt faithful love, 

That it ſhall ſeem as if we languiſh'd long, 

Asif we had been us'd to mingle ſighs, 

And from our Cradles interchang®d our Souls ; 

As if no breach had ever been betwixt us 

_ Asif nocruel Father forc*d the Marriage ; 

Iſoreſigning as if always yours, 

And you ſo mild as if no other proof 

But my diſhonour e*re could make you angry. 
Borg. O my heart's joy! Riſe, Bellamira, riſe ? 


There's nothing lefr, nothing of rage to fright thee; 


Thou haſt new tun'd me, and the trembling i{trings 
Of my toucl”d heart dance to the Inſpiration, 
As if no harſhneſs, nor no jars had been : 
Had theſe ſweet ſounds but met my entrance here, 
My ghaſtly fears and cloven jealouſies, 
With all the Monſters that made fick my Brain, 
Had fled (fo ſoft and arttulare thy ſtrains,) 
Like ſullen Fiends before the Prophets Charms. 
Bella. 1 came, *tis true, my Lord, to ſee Palazte,, 
 Bitthought him on his Death-bed. 
Borg.  O, no more / 
[do intreat thze mention that no more ; 
AIPs well; and we have mutually forgiven ! 
Love thee, Bellamira; therefore pals.” 


F 


CASAR BYRGIA, 


This 
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This Errour by; yes, for thy ſelf 1 love thee ! 

Toglut my fancy with thy endleſs Charms, 

And ſnatch the pleaſures of all Woman-kind : 

Thy fair Repentance,. and thy graceful Vows, 

Have turn'd the eagerneſs of fworn revenge 

To furious Wiſhes for the :promis'd Joy. 


Enter Orſing. 


Gand. © blaſting ſight! Odeathto all my hopes ! 
Life, thou art vile, and 1 will wait no longer. | 
Orſm. Ha ! Traytor Prince?—why, Borgia, does he live, 
* Who has himſelf broke all the tyes of blood ? 
Where is the leud Adult'reſs too, my Daughter ? 
For I will ſtab 'em in each others Arms, 

Borg. Hold ! hold Orſino'-for revenge is now 

No more; Thy Daughter is moſt innocent, 

And melts into my Arms. - O happy Night / 

Not to the weary Pilgrim half ſo welcome, 
When after many a weary bleeding ſtep 

With joyful looks he ſpies his long'd-for Home. 
See, ſee, my Lord, the effects of our Vexation ! 
T hus comes to the deſpairing Wretch, the glad 
Reprieve : ?Tis Mercy, Mercy at the Block : 
Thus the toſs'd Seaman, after boiſterous Storms, 
Lands on-his Country's Breaſt ; thus ſtands, and gazes, 
And runs it o're with many a greedy look , 

Then ſhouts for joy, asI ſhould do, and makes 
'The Ecchoing Hills and all the Shoars reſound. 

Orſm. Now Bleſſings on thy Heart ; more Bleſſings on thee, 
[Than, on thy Diſobedience, Curſes. Take him, Girl, 
And lay himto thy heart ; the warmeſt Gift 
That Nature, or thy Father, can beſtow ! 

Gand. Farewell, thrice happy Lover ! never ſhall 
This Wretchagain diſturb you. Bellamira, 

O Bellamira — — 

Bella. O farewell, forever! 

Borg. Why doſt thou weep? and pour into my Wounds 
New Oyl to make ?em blaze ? 

B.lla. Pvedone, my Lord ; 

Let me but dry my Eyes, and I will wait you, 
To Death or to your Bed— 
Berg: Oill compar'd ! 
Be conſtant Bellamira.to thy Vows, 
So ſhall we ſhire, as in the in-moſt Heay'n; 
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- "The fixt and brighteſt Stars with ſilent glory, 

Where never Storm, nor Lightnings flaſh, nor ſtroak 

Of Thunder comes : but it thou fail in ought, 

Then ſhall we fall like the caſt Angels down, 

Never toriſe again: Therefore I warn thee——- 

Bell. Fear not,, my Lord. ; 
Borg. O! I muſt fear my temper z 

But I will purge it off with reſolution, 

And with a confidence thou wilt be mine :' 

For ſhouldſt thou not : Hence Gorgon Jealouſie ! 

Cam'ſt thou nncall'd to ſet meon the Rack ?_ . 

Be gone, I ſay, ſhe's chaſte, and | dehie thee. | 
 O plague me, Heaven ! plagye,me withall the woes 
” Thatmancan ſuffer : root:up my poſkeſſions,. 

- Shipwrack my far-ſought Ballaſt in the Haven, 
* Fire all my Cities, buramy Dukedoms down, 
Let midnight Wolves howl in my Defart Chambers : 
* May the Earth yawn; ſhatter the frame of - Nature ; 
” Let the rack'd Orbs in Whirlwinds round me moye, 
* + But aye ne from the rage of jealous Love. - - 
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ACTA. SCENE: L 


Soft Muſick, with an Epithalamium ro Borgia and Belkamira- 


A B Luſh not redder than the Horning, 
Though the Virgins fave You —_ 5 


Sigh not at the chance Ronde 
Though they Jmile, and ya; al ”: | 


Maids, like Turtles, toye the Er 
Bill and murmur itt their Jap 
Thus, like you, t frart ang grewble, 
And their troubP.d joys diſſemble- 


Jo 


Graſp the pleaſure while "tis coming, 
Though your Beauties now are blooming 5 
Time at laſt your joys will ſever, 

And' they'l part, they part fot oye 


Enter Machiavel and Adorna. 


Meh. Garg t thou, ſo loving? 
Athern. O! he has opt ground 
: Beyond all expectation : Had you feen 
His graceful manner, when the fighing Bride 
Was laſt night by our Arms given to his Bed; 
When after ſhe was laid, quite drown'd in tears, 
How, aw'd with trembling, he the Curtains drew, 
And kneeling by her ide, took her fair hand, 
With which ſhe Fc to hide her Bluſhes from him, 
And ſighing, ſwor- npon't, — if ſo ſhe pleasd, 
If her cold heart reius'd him utterly, 
He would forgo his joys, though death enſu'd. 
You muſe, my Lord. 


' Mach. This day attend my Motion : 
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Soon as my purpoſe hits, which you muſt watch, 
P11 train the Bridegroom near Palantes Lodging ; 
Whence, as you were before by me inſtructed, 
You with this Letter (which from all the Pacquets 
I choſe, and notably ſuits our deſign) 
Shall iſſue forth, and aCt as I inſpu'd— 
Adern. 1 fear this buſineſs, 
Leſt he ſhould Kill me: in this height of fury, 
Murder his Brother, or his Innocent Lady. 
Mach. 1 tell thee, though a Whirlwind drove him on, 
I'll make him calm. The conſequence of this 
Is thine : He drives Palante from the Palace, 
Who elſe may linger after Zellamire ; 
And then thou know'ſt—— 
Adorn. | will about it ſtreight. 
If Iget clear of this, uſe me no more, 
For I have ſworn to ceaſe— 
Mach. Pr ithee, be gone—— Ex. Adorna. 
Uſe me no more : For ſhe has ſworn” to ceaſe, 
To dip her Lady-finger in new miſchief : 
Yes—thou ſhalt ceaſe to live when | have us'd thee, 
Poor uſcleſs thing. — But ſee the Bridegrooms here. 


Emery Borgia. 


My Lord, I give you joy : your motion gives it 
Your wondrous gallantry, and ſprightly action. 
But has ſhe wholly yielded to your wiſhes, 

Without the lealt reſerve ? | 

Borg. Oh! 
| cannot tell theg ought but this, I am happy 
Above expreſſion, bleſt beyond all hope z 
And ſure ſuch pecfeft joy cannot laſt long, 

'Leſt we be Gods. O thou -Chymiſt, Nature, 
Who drawſt one ſpirit ſo ſublimely perfect, 
Thou mak*ſt a Dreg of all the World beſide. 

Mach. Why, this at firſt 1 told you, but you fear'd, 
And puſh'd the bleſſing from you with both hands. 
| grant you that ſhe lov'd: your Brother firſt ; 
| know he's young, and handſom, has a Wit 
Moſt ſuitable to Womans inclination, 

A ſubtle Genius, ſoft and voluble, : 
That winds with their diſcourſe, and bits the Vein: 
Tis true, you are not of this ſubtle Mould ; 
Ent if you have enjoy'd her, *tis all one, 
G 2 My 
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My life ſhe loves you :ſ\@ the AQ's reiolv'd, 
Leave them to manage. Oye know 'em not : 
Thoſe ſabtle Creatures, when+«neceſſity 
Forces compliance, in-a_caſe like yours, 
Will make the Heſt on'r. 
Borg. How Mzchiavel, the beſt on't'! Ha! how mean'ſt thon ?: 
Mach. Why thus; ſhe may, ev'n Bellamira may, | 
Spite of her Fathers will, her Vows in Marriage, 
And all her after-Oaths, even in your Arms 
Beſtow her ſelf upon the Duke of Gana;a. 
Borg. Ha! / | 
Mach. 1 ſay not ( pardon me!) ſhe does, or will; 
But to make good my former argument, 
Affirm they may, they can, they will do thus. 
As for example: though your Bellamira, 
* Compell'd as all: Rome knows to this late Marriage, 
Admits you to her Bed; you cannot think, 
Buther-?Aante- had been much, more welcom. 
Berg. Heav'n.. . 
Mach. *Tis likely too her Fancy workt that way 
I urg?d before, fht took'you for Palunte: 
*Tis dark, ſhe ſees you not; - you are his Brother, 
Foxme'd in one Womb, of the ſame fleſh and blood 
Therefore ſhe yields-as to foreknown Embraces : 
And as you. gently draw with trembling arms 
Her nicer Beauties to your heaving Brealtsz - 
She ſhuts her eyes with languiſhing delight, © 
And. whiſpers to-her heart, it 1s Palunte, 
Borg, Ceaſe, Machiavel;, hold,..as thou lov'lt my life, - ' 
I charge thee hold : O, *tis moſt true I ſwear ! 
Thou know'it the very. depth of Woman-kind : -- 
They are. what, thy Imagination paints *em, - 
Ciarmers and Sorcereſles: © O; Flt tell thee, ©. 
When I the chalteſt; as I thovghther then, - 
I am ſure the ſweeteſt of the Earth, imbrac'd 
'Twas.with complainings, Machzavel; ſuch tremblings, 
| could have {worn her cold as Winter- ſtreams, 
But oh the horrours thou haft conjur'd up! 
"c0a-25 (oft ſleep had feal'd her melting eyes, 
1 heard her ſigh; for.tiilthe morn 1 wak'd, 
Palzrite. Oh— what have we done, Palante ? 
1.ch, By Heavn, that. was too much. 
Berg. O much, — much more. 
For liexling nearer me; cher glowing arm, 
Caf Ee my Check, thrice preit me to. her Ereaſt ;, - 


Ew . 
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Ey'n that-coy arm, ſo nicely ſtrange before; 
Familiar grew, and circled in my Neck, 

With all the freedom of acquainted Love : 

And I too piti'd her, and thought that Nature 
Work'd her imperfectly ; but now I know, 

Lfind, I ſee, it was her hearts deſign, 

The black contrivance of her blotted Fancy : 
Blood, Blood and Death; thus has ſhe ſet me down, - 
Through the whole courſe of her polluted nights, 
To be her Bawd, her moſt induſtrious Groom, 
The Drudge of her damn'd Luſt 

Mach. Are you incens'd indeed ? or do you,Sir, , 

Put on this jealous Fit to make you ſport ? 
For if fo ſmall a Spark thus makes you glow, 
Alittle more will blow you into. Flame : - 
Thetefore be ſerious in your Anſwer- - 
Borg. Ha ! 

Thou know?ſt before my Marriage how I fear'd, 
How when my Honour was ingag'd by Vows, 

Like Flax my jealous temper caught the Flame, 

And ſcarce could all her melting ſorrows quench me. | 

Mach. 1do remember well. 

Borg. But now I have enjoy*d her mark me, Ffachiavel, 
If I wasFlax before, Fam Powdernow, 

And will fly up in general Conflagration : 

For I would chuſe to ſcramble at a Door, 

Make my loath'd Meals out.of the common Basket, 
With Dungeon Villains, wallow in the Stews, 

And get my Bread by poyſoning my firm Limbs, 
Ere paſs an hour with her. I have Eſpoug'd, - 

If but in thought conſenting with another. 

Mach. lam glad to find the Genius of your Climate 
loflames you thus ; my Lord, give me your Hand : 
Prepare your Sonl, gather your Nobler Spirits, 
And bid *em ſtand to Arms, like Towns beſieg?d, -. 
That muſt receive no Quarter.. .. 

Borg. Letmego: . 
Sodeep thou threaten'ſt, that I fear eva thee z . ; 
And from this moment; like the fearful Plant, 
ShrinkBack my arms from every humane touch : 
But ſpeak, I charge thee, flip the ſtrugling Thunder, © . 
And foil my Soul. 

Mach. This Morning, juſt before you enterd her, - 
I awin haſte Adorna croſs the Garden, 

Andasſhe ran, aNotedropt from her Boſom, 


Palante's ſtale—— - 


Which: - - 
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Which I took up, and in it read theſe words 
Meurnnot, my dear Palante, for the timre 
Draws on, when :ſpite of this inhumane Borgia 
We will be happy- 

Borg. Yes, ihe ſhall, ſhe ſhall; 
PI joyn *em Breaſt to Boſom, ſtab *em through, 
And clinch my Dagger on the other ſide. 

Mach. This, as I oft perus'd in great amazement, 
I ſaw her who had miſgd the Note come back, 
And briefly let her know that I had read it; 
With Menaces, unleſs ſhe told me all, 
Immediately to carry you the Letter. 
Why ſhould I rack you longer ? your Chaſte Wife 
Has with the help of this her Kinſwoman 
Concluded, on the date of your firſt abſence, 
To admit your Brother. 

Borg. *Tis impoſlible! 
"Tis mountainous to Faith ; PH not believe it : 
For Hell it ſelf ne're tecm*d with ſuch a falſhood. 


Enter Adorna. 


Mach. Ha-——asT live, juſt from Palante now, 
The private way from his Apartment, ſee 


Their Emiſſary comes. 
Borg. O thou vile Bawd ! 
Thou Midnight Hag ; thou moſt Contains Blaft, 
Which Bellamira with a Strumpets breath. 
Blows to Palarte, and he back to her : ; 
Whence com'ſt thout ? ſpeak! what bear®ſt thou ? Ha, produce it, ' 
Or I will tear thee Limb from Limb. = 
Adorn. O Heav'ns ! : 
Iam betray'd, undone, for cver ruin'd; and ſhall loſe my life. 
Borg.Thou ſhalt be ſafe, ſwear thou ſhalt, if thou confeſs the trutit: 
But if thou hide ought from me, I will rack thee, 
Till with thy horrid Groans thou wake the Dead. 
' wAdorn. O, my Lord ! . 
1 do confeſs that Bellamira ſent me ; 
But ſure no harm was in the Letter. 
Borg, None, 
Noneat all ; Hell knows her Innocence: 
But ſpeak —— 
Aaorn. I have, my Lord, confeſs'd already vis 
All that I know,to my Lord Machiavel. © 


Borg.Thou ly*ſt, damn'd Wretch!? took here,and dare not urge p_ 
ef ow 


: 
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chow me the Anſwer to the Morning Meſſage, 
Or 1 will cut thee to Anatomy, 
And ſearch through all thy Veins to find it ont. 
Adorn, O, ſave my life ! behold, my Lord, this Papec : 
What it contains, I know not. 
Borg. ”Tis his hand. 


Mach. Be gone; and on thy lifeno talk of this — Ex. Adorna. 
Borg. reads. Palante waits upon yoar motion. Death and Devils ! 


And when you call, he comes ;, or the lon 
Shall huſh him jm : 8 ſeep 


Daggers / Poyſon! Fire. Tears the Letter. 


Woe, and ten thouſand horcours on their Souls. 
Mach. What now, my Lord ? 
Borg. Off——or Pll ſtab thee through ! 
Stab— I could mangle, tear up my own Breaſt, 


+ Drag forth my heart that holds her bleeding Image, 
- Anddaſhit in her face. 


Mach. Talk no more ont; but do, Sir, do. 
Borg Yes, Machiavel, | will ——1 will do deeds 
Grain'd as my wrongs : I will, I will bebloody 
As Pyrrhs, daub'd in Murder at the Altar; 
As Tullia, driving through her Fathers Bowels z 


As Ceſars Butchers in the Capital , 
' As Nero bathing inhis Mothers Womb; 


With all ſucceeding Tyrants down to ours. 
Lords of the Inquiſition, black Contrivers 
Of Princes Deaths, and Heads of Maſlacres; 


| Orfmo, Vitellozzo, Duke Gravma, 


Oliverotto too; all, all at once, 


Even the whole Race, a Hecatomb to Vengeance: 


Mach. Hear me one word. 
Berg. Bid the Sea liſten, when the weeping Merchant, 
Togorge its ravenous Jaws, hurls all his Wealth, 
ſtands himſelf upon the ſplitting Deck, 
For the laſt plunge. No more / let's ruſh together 5 
For Death rides Poſt. 
Mach. Though Death ſhould meet me, 
More horrid than you Name, Pd croſs this fury, 
This blind, ungovern'd rage: Sir, you ſhall hear me. 
Borg. Barr*it thou my Vengeance ? 
Mach. No—— VII further it : 
You ſhall have proof ſo plain, the World ſhall ſay, 
The Pope himſelf, dear as he loves your Brother, 
Shall ſay the ſtroke was juſt. This Night VII bring you 
lato her Chamber,-if-with ſome pretence - 
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You ſeem t* abſent your ſelf : :my Lord, Pll bring you 
Witha falſe Key into the Bridal Lodging ; 
Where you ſhall ſee, even with thoſe eyes behold, 
. And gaze upontheir curlt ince{tuous Loves. = 
Borg. Juſt reeking from my arms! O thou Adult*reſs ? 
Whole Name to mention, ſure would rot my Lungs, 
« And bliſter. vp my Tongue -Inſatiate Scylla!' 
Bark*ſt thou for-more ? . then let theFuries ſeize thee, 
Whoſe burning Luſt damns to the loweſt Hell, n 
* Smoaks to the Heay?ns, and ſullies all the Stars. - - 
\ Mach. Compoſe your looks, ſmooth down that ſtarting hair, 
' And dry your eyes, which ſpite of this diftraCtion, 
I ſee are full, brim-full of guſhing tears. 
Borg. Had ſhe not falln thus, O ten thouſand Worlds 
. Could not have balanc'd her, for Heay*n is in her, 
- And joys which 1 muſt never dream of more; 
I weep, *tis true : But, Machiavel, I ſmear, 
They're. Tears of Vengeance, drops of liquid fire : 
| So Marble weeps when Flames ſurround the Quarry, 
. And the piPd Oaks ſpout forth ſuch ſcalding Bubbles 


Before the general blaze 3 for that ſhe dies, ( 


Though clinging to the Altar ; Guardian Gods, 
' Though ſtarting from their Shriges, ſhall n6t redeem her, 
Mach. Pretend to night, nor is it.bare pretence z 
Fory-as I hear, the Sinigallien V iftors - + | 


Come on to wait you here : Pretend to her,  ' jo 2190 
To Bellamira, you can ſcarce return ' © 210 
_ In forty hours. v0 Y 
 . Bog. 1 willdo what may. 75>: doh © 
AXach. Away then. ”; - 5648 
Borg. Ha ! methinks thou doſt not ſhare GORE 
tIn my reſentment; Machiavel, as thou ought'ſt : | TR 


If thou art my Friend, and art indeed concern'd,” :- 

Relieve my weari'd fury, batemy Vengeance, 
. Call up a friendlycage, and curſe 'em, Machiavel, . 
. Curſe theſe Triumphers 0're thy Borgia's ruine. - | - | 

Mach. Diſeaſes wait ?em : Wherefore ſhould 1 curſe *em ? 

- : If thatmy Breath were ſalph*rous as the Lightning 

That murders with a blaſt; ox like the Vapouts, - þ 
- The choaking ſtench, which.thoſe that die of Plagnes * - '/ 
"Send with their parting groans, then I wonldcurſe *em 

With Accents that ſhould poyſon from my Tongue, 
zDeliver'd ſtrongly through my gnaſhing Teeth ; 
_ More barſh, more horrible, and more ontragious, 
Than Envy in her Cave, or Mad-men in their Dens. 
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Borg. Excellent, Machiavel | more, more, to lull me. 
Mach. My Tongue ſhould ſtammer in my earneſt words; 
My eyes ſhould ſparkle like the beaten Flint, 
Borg. This hoary Hair ſhould ſtart, and ſtand an end, 
And all thy ſhaking joynts ſhould ſeem to curſe *em. 
Mach. Nay, ſince you urge me, Sir, my heart. will break, 
/ Valeſs I curſe'em / Poyſon be their drink. _.. -- 
Borg. Gall, Gall and Wormwood! Hemlock ! Hemlock! quench *em, 
Mach. Their ſweeteſt Shade, a Dell of duskiſh Adders. 
Borg. Their faireſt Proſpect, Fields of Baſilicks ; 
Their ſofteſt touch, as ſmart as Vipers Teeth. 
Mach. Their Muſick horrid as the hiſs of Dragons , 


# All the foul terrours of dark-ſeated Hell. 


Jorg. No more; thou art one piece with me my ſelf : 
S$ Andnow 1 takea pride in my revenge. .: 
| | Maki, You bid me barij and will you bid meceaſe? 


+ Now, by your wrongs that turn my heart to ſteel, 


» Well could I curſe away a Winters night, 
* Though ſtanding naked on a Mountains top, 


F Andthink it but a minute ſpent inſport. | 


- Borg. Thou beſt of Friends ! come to niy Arms, my Brother: 


S BDutthe time calls, and Vengeance bids us part. .- ; 
&. Henceforth, be thou the Miſtreſs. of: my Heart. Ex, 


"> Mach. Now it grows ripe z_ the Orſins, and Vitelli, 


q ”* Areburi'd by my Wit without a noiſe. 
3 0! "tis the ſafer courſe, for threats are dang'rous, 


{ But there's no danger-yrthe Execution 

- For he that's dead, ne're-thinks upon revenge. 

* Whta, hog — Alonol— | 

[ | Entey Alonzo- 

Alonzz Here, my Lord: .. ; | 
Mech. Are the Gloves brought I ſent to the Perfumers ?. 

Alonz., They are. | 

Mach. Where-is Adorna ? 

Along, She waits without. 

Mach, : As you ſee her enter, 


Bring mie the Gloves : *Twere eaſie ſtrangling her, 
But this isquainter. —O my bright Adorna * 


Enter Adorna. 


With confidence I fivear the Duke is thine. 
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Mach. Be judge; thy ſelf,whetlerThavebeer idle? 
Theſe were aPreſentirom the :Ki [Spain - 
Tothe Popes Niece; of whom the ford young! 
Begg*d 'em for thee: 
Adorn. 1s't poſſible? 
Mach. Stey-Madatm—wemulſt change: 
One Preſent for another. Lend:metheKey: 
To'Bellamrets\Chamber. hogan $42) 
Adorn. For what?! SELL NTT 
' Mach. Nay, if we barter: words. 
Adorn. Here, here, my'Lord. 
Now give me the dear. Preſent; wy 
See, ſee, my Lord, they are emboſald ith Jmwcls, 
And calt ſo richan-odour, they 'o* FOCONe!NC: = | | 
Melp me—myLord—O help me—lanb-your: Ax | i 40:98 
The Earth turns romdawithume:!- 0 mecoy, a: Ii. 
Mach. Remove the Body —" + 114 11541 | : 
Then haſte, andfind the Duke of Candlacdt, 9436] [1 1 4 | 
E're he removes, as he intemdgto) nighry ra Sie 0 HO 
Having Commiſſion from the Poprqailead:.. | 
Th' Itaflev-Atmics: earneſtly entreat kinds... 


© I 


To honour me by away CY» agg gif 2ng 1h) 
Whitth equally imports an! av is? life: - C4 5d, 316i-3%8 8 
Enter Borgia mBeulte, 4:4 Ke 8 
Upon the inſtant, Faireſt;, iaw#leare; mens (c 
The wo S of Firmo, with the:-Duke:your: mY by 3.15% ſtae're 
Have taken Sinigalia by ſarprize : WIN 1 606 W's Bell. 

' What elſe, but meeting thy VictoriousKinſmen, þ FL.EVE! 
Should draw me from thy Arms ?. yet:tltusdinided |S T Borg. 
But for a day or two, methinks I part,  F atk 
As Souls are ſever*d from their warmer Manſions. IF 'T Which 
To wander in thebleak and:defart Air. | ; Will t 
O Bellamira! , \ | - 

Bell. Why do you ſigh, my Lord ? hh 4 

If *is your leak ure, let? wo waityou here. yj RS © Thy Fat! 
Or if my Preſence can diſpel theſe Cloudy: I Bel. 
That make you ſad, Lwill attend yarthithes y Borg. 
For while life laſts will be-alkededience. All that 

Borg. Could'it thou hold there, how might we laugh at Fate ? Pll rack 

"$o kindled both by Love, and by.-Ambition, . Therefo1 
How would I ſweep, like Tempeſts, with a waſte Pll take 
Over all Fraly, and Crown thee: Em A Therefo 
Hars.ip the Heart of Rewe——my bright Avgihen, | i Body an 


CAMSHAUR BORGILA, 
But 'tis impoſlible. 
- Befl.. Then you.conclude,my.Lard, Laminottrae. 
Borg. Why, art thou? Is there fucha thingaa;:Nature 
Asa truerar of? NoytBelbanirng po — + 
Thou would'ſt be monltrous.thengev/n to:deriſien : 
For the whole Flock of comman Wives-would whoot thee, 
And drive thee, likea Bird, without.one Feather 
Of thy own kind. 5 
B:ll. Once mereupon my- knees, 
- Inview of all the Hierarchy of jHeay*n, 
lhere atteſt my ſpatleſs:{naacence; 
SF Borg. Still Machiawelgſtillietns keeptodeath 
-  OurPrinciple, thatwaareghuſt-whendead ; 
F For, were there any Hell, orany:Devil 
| $ ds enough:tomake-aniExhalation, 
v2 henot fetch her now? -wauld he not dagyher.? 
* [do believe thee guiltleſs: Therefore riſe, 


$ Butſince thou art ſo confidently clear, 
S Smear Bellamira, if Iprove theefalſe, 


 Whate're I threat, nay;thongh I put inat 
Thoſe Menaces,; thau wilt apt callae Fyrant. 
_ - Bell. I ſwear by Heay*n Imill:fabmitmy life 
; Tothe ſevereſt ſtroke of your reveyge. 
+ . If then Iprove thee fall) 0 Bellarnirs ! 
\. Notthat Celeſtial Copy, evnthy; Foe, — _ 
$ Shall ſcape z but L will race the Draught, as if 
$ ltne'rehad been the pattern-of) the Gods. 
S Zel. At what you pleaſe; but fpxak-no more, my Lord, 
' - Forevery weed watud t,andiſtrikes me dead. 
' Berg. If thou art falſe, andjf prove thee ſo, 
- That Nin of thine, that matehlefs-Wett:of,Hleav.n, 
Which ſome more curious Angeteaſt about; thee, 
WillI tear off, though cleavingtoithe;Shrine. 
Bell: Speak to him, Macbiav#! :O fatal Marriage ! 
Berg. If thou doſt play me fal&,-think got of mercy 3 
Thy Father ſhall be barat before thy eyes. 
Bell. O horrid ng X30 
Borg. Thy Uncles;Brathrs, Silters, - 
All that have -any' netiſhofi#tiy-blogd,. - / 
Pl rack to death, and:throw.theair Limbs before thee: 
Therefore look to't; beware, if thou art falſe, 
Pll take thee unprepar'd, and ſigk'thy:Soul : 
Therefore, | ſay aghin;berare!/ 1've-warn'd thee; 
Body and Soul, ev'n everlaſtinizrrvine 3) +! + 


H2 


T6r 
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For ſomay Heay*n have mercy upon mine 

At my laſt gaſp; as Il have none-on thine. —— 
Bel. O'tis too plain ! I atm loſt, undone forever. 


What, but one Night, ev'n the firſt NuptiaP Niſh;” £® /-->u31 gal 


So ſought, ſo courted; and for hardly'won 304010 * 
And the nextday, nay, the ſacceeding Morn © © 

To be us'd thus ——Le#t me go, Terme-go, ; 
For I'll proclaim him through the ſtreets of Rome ' 


The Traytor, Monſter ——©O, 1 could ſhake the world '- * - 


With thundring forth my wrongs; Hollow-his name: - 
To the reſounding Hills? Borgia '- Traytor Borgsa!' 
Methinks that word, that ſpell, that horrid ſound; 2+ 


That groan of Air ſhould cleave the fieighbouring Rocks, | 


And ſcare the babling Ecchoes from'their Dens. 

* Mach. Perhaps ſome buſie Slave has whiſper'd him 
T know not what, that-Chafes his melancholy | 
Againſt your Honour. - © 5b 

Bell. That's impoſlible! WS gt EIT TDA Cate t 12 1 
_ And I deni'd to admit him to- my Bed; LESTEIEG 
Some ſeeming cauſe, ſome reaſon Qſtruſtss ,c- 
Might then be given : bitt' the bright Heay'ns know 
I had reſoly'd to take him: for my Lord, 
And love him too, or force my inclination, --:-: --- 
Soſubtly had he wrought by deep diſlembling q, 
Upon my plain and undiſcernin&weakneſs : * 
But now he's gorg*d, the Monſter fhews himſelf, 
—_—_— Beaſt, and I muſtdie; Hecries. 
Ah Cruelty ! and all my wretche@Race. 


Mach. Madam,you know how- near a Friendſhip grows 


Betwixt the Duke of Gund, and 'my ſelf: 
After this night you'll Heverſet himmoret !: 5:1; 
Yet, e're he goes, as ke t&night/is order?d, 1.010 12 
He will unfold, if you petifiir him leave; - > 
The only means to faye-yorrFathers life ! 
- Nay, andthelives of /all your'Fainily. : *: 
Bell. O Machiavel | now, where is thy advice? 
Had I not reaſon for my dreadful fears ?: 7: 
* My Father dies; and by whoſe handbutP*3gn's ? 
What ſhall I do? where ſhall I £o-?a thier ſhall I rug? 
Ten thouſand horrours O, inſtru me, Machiavel, 
For I grow deſperate { " UTLTS 
Mach. Admit the Duke of 6G andia,: 
This night, far one4aft conference : - your Husband ; 
Cannot return, unleſs he ride the Wind: 
Ia forty hours -—- J= 


Rog HE > 


Bel. Here 1 am loſt again: | 
thould he. return, and find Palante with ihe, 
Whom I have ſworn never to ſee, diſcourſe, 
Never to hear of, ſcarce to thinkiof more, + +: 
What Mountains then ſhould hide.me from his-fury ? 
YetI ſee him not, my poor .old Father, ' '. : ,'- 7. 
With all his Children, Brothers, and Relations,” . 
Top, Root and Branches, all muſt be cut down; 
Hear, Heav'n, hear ! I muſt kneel to thee for ſuccour ; 
O aid my Vertue, and ſupport my weakneſs : 
Methinks 1 am infpir'd ;, ſome Guardian-Spirit 
Whiſpers me, ſave, O ſavethy' Fathers life / | 121 
Bring him'then, Machiavel, bring the Duke of Gand:a: - 
Yet ſtay / methinks I ſee the Tyrant there / 

. My bloody Husband, with his Ponyard drawn, 
© Juſt at the Door : Stop, ſtop, the Duke of Gandia, 
” He ſhallnot come : Why, then thy Father dies 
+ -:O horrid ſtate ! weep eyes, and bleed, O heart ! | Q 
- "Let Nature burſt with theſe unheard of ſuffcings: .H 
” Forbid him, Machiave!; or let him come, _ c\ 
All have their Fate, and ll expe my Doom. _— Ex.-ſeverally. 


wo 
—_— 


ACT. V. SCENE I 


Enter Machiavel, and Alonzo. 


Alot Y Lord, I have been diligents -\ 1 4 on 
Mach. And. always wer't my ſubtle Emiſlary ; ... - 
My glance of Death, and Lanthorn-to my miſchiefs, ; 
Alon. I met the Duke of Gandia at the Head TY DT 
Of his new Forces, and acquainted him I 
As you direted; and he'll ſtreight attend you : . 
But asI whifper'd him, Duke Yalentine- ' 
With a vaſt Train came up to take his leave, 
Being call'd (as Fame reports) to Sinigallia: 
"Bit had you ſeen the Embraces, heard the Yows 
Which Borgia ſwore ſhould be inviolable, 
And ratif*d 'em with aparting kiſs. 
Mgch. 'Tis my own Borgis; a very Limb of me 
And when he dies, thou'k ſee me halt, Alonzo. 


LY 


94 (CAESAR BORGYA. 
| Enter Gandia. 


My Lord, moſt welcom! Alanco=hence-OPrince 1 £6: Alot, 


Was ever Slave ſo-catefal forkisLobd, 
That watch'd his Nod, as | havebeen:for you ? 
Ga:d. | muſt withſhametoTheathaackaorledport. 


But did'ſt thou know,” opcouldbf thou gacſs; how-mcar © 


The loſs of Belhmeva'touthestne, 
Thou would'ſt forgive me..- | 
Mach. 1 have excugd:you,Str.: 
And for a Witneſs of my'alter!Friendfhip, 
This night have fentthe Duke toOwnithe, 
That you might take yout laſt ifarewel of Love, 
Bellamira. 
Gand. And has tho OrvelFaireonfentud ro-it? — _ 
Mach. She has — I | 
Than her own will : 1 was forc "N 
How you had ſignifi'> z0me,herFather 
Was in great hazard : but if-ſhevouchfaPFd 
A'\Vvfic,. you would fitidfietrer botter. 


Enter _Alogzo. 


Gand. Ha! what's this? a ſudden fall of Spirits—— 
Aloxz,. My Lord, he's it's Litter miifled'gp, 
In adark Avenue behind the Palace 
And bid me fly to tell you, T «rquins Coppics 
Are bound up all trogetderinaneBheat. 
Mach:Haſte thee, and make my anſwer thus—The Time 
Calls for their Heads. This Kvy,,my Lord, admits you— 


Gand, "Fig tiowletitoefor thatiks 3 bur ff Ninew— — Exit 


Mach. Why, tiigis'trus Jmlhs | evening thes 
A Key with Machiaveltiwiilighvefinmd, 
Two Families of the beſt SowhivwiBlood, 
- With the firſt Prince in Rowe p/avequiteENtinct : 
What foggy Northern Brain would" Urdamiof this ? 


Borgia' #7f2it'in un dM. 
Borg. My Machiavel' | 


Mach. My Prince, my God-like Bangs! 
Borg. Tell me wp Boſomiſin 3/4 Þ axvatke'? 

Alive ? and may IcreditthiFthyiSuaſmhons ? > _ . 
Mach. No ſooner were you gone, but your Chaſt Wife, 


Whom 


== >>, wu= JS DOES 


On >To” © ANFz*+ © 


s 
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Whom I imagin'd dead with what yon utter : 
I fay, this Wife, this heavenly Witt of yours, # 
Rearing her Head, and wiping: lerdry-Eyes, 
tort Dropping her Chin to make her ſmile-more ſcornful, 
"oi; be out, Lord Macb:avel, you ſee, you ſee, 
What Things theſe Husbandg are, and left theRoom. 
Borg. Racks, racks, and fire; Caldronsofmolten Lead, 
How ſhall I torture her ?' 
Mach. Streight, by tterwalking Pacquet, 
She fignif*d her pleaſure-to the Duke; 
Who ſoon approach'd, and witha matchleſs boldneſs 
F Deſird my friendſhip in this private buſineſs : 
# 1ſmild, and promis't'ttiat P would notſee, 
- Though I beheld Adorna lethimin-; 
Whom fince I poyſon'd, leſt ſhe ſhouldbetray: 
' F The ſecret of your coming. | Fo 
” Int. By Death and Vengeance 
”Icould turn Cannibal, and with my teeth 
\ 'F Tearheralive. But levusrallt no more. 


Enter, D; Michael. 


What Hoa, Don Xfchael when —— 
- Againſt the ground, bring forthtlie Priſoners, 
And execute 8s 1 ſhall order. Ew, Micliael. 
' Mach. Paſs the back way, my-Lord'; this Deor is lock?d; 
If that be ſhutccoo, force-iropen, while- 
Iſtta Guard onthis : Millions to one, 
But when ſhe hears,your voice, ſhe*l$ hide the Duke, 
And then deny him boldly-to-your face» 
Ty thalh hehe Corea _ 
or p. em) Serpents: | 
Whatneeds this aggravation? Revenge » Ecuts 
Mach. Now like a I backangiwthe flips, 
Death ſtruggles for a loole; 1 muſt be gone, 
And lurk in Shadows till the Murder's done 
Hark, tis doing, the Doors ave thunder'ddowmn.!- 
0! for an Earth-quakenowtofiuallow-all, 
All that. oppoſe my Tyrant, to tte Center — —Exie. 


oh * Scene dvam::. Bangia,, BeYarvira;, Dake of: Gandia db/arw's : 
D. Michacl, &«. | 


Burg. Slave, run you downs. and bagthePalace Gates 
Let apt a Souldier ſtir anpainio#dbmb, 


Till 
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TillI appoint. What's he you haye diſarm'd ? 
Haſte, drag him forth, and put the: Tapers near him : 
Lightning and Thunder! Ha? the Duke of Gardia! 
Rage burn me up; it is not poſlible : 
Woman, O Woman! .. | 
Bella. O Heay'ns! O all ye Powers ! 
[s there not-one, one Door for Mercy left? | 
Bore. Pull off his Robes, and bind him to a Chair ; 
Ply him with Fire and Wounds——Yes » Bellamirs, 
There is a Flood-gate——but it is of Blood, 
A Gate for Mercy wide, asthou haſt ſhown 
For Honour, Chaſtity, and Bridal Vertue. 
Sce here the Sluce I draw, through doors of wounds ; 
Thy Vows; this ſulphurous ſtench thy Kiſſes. 
Bella. Hold, hold, Tormentors ! 
Borg. Seize the Furies Arms, 
And execute my Orders. 
Gand. O unmerciful ! 
'O Borgia : when, when ſhall my 7 ACLOUIAY ? 
Bella. Ha! isit doing? Wretches, Villains, Dogs, 
Miſcreants, Sons of Hell, andBroods of Darkneſs ! 
Gard. Humanity can hear no more. My heart, ſtrike there. 


* 
” - 


Bella. *Tis done; O the dark deed is done !. '_ 4 1 


© let me gather all the rage-of Woman, 
And tell this Tyrant tohis Teeth, he is a Villain. -' 
Gand. Mercy, gentle Borgia; metcy! 
Bella. He gentle; then the Devils themſelves have mercy 
. O Monſter, rocky Villain, Tyger, Hell-hound, 
Seize him you Fiends, and Fories dam him, damhim, 
May Hell have infinite ſtorits,- and this Devil 
Be damn'd beneath the bottomleſs Foundation, | 
Borg. By Heav'n ſhe weeps: here, dip her Handkerchief, 
Dip't in his blood, and bid her dry her eyes. *' 
Bella. O thou Eternal Mover of the Heayns, 
Where are thy Bolts? _ _. - 1. 
Gand. | go, O Bellamira"\'. ©; 
Think'ſt thou, alas, that we ſhall know echoter 
In the bright World , 1 fear weſhall not—2—- Oh! - 
Borgia farewel: 'Thy Bride is Innacent; 
Let Bellgmira live, and I forgive thee. 


Bald: \'H&es'$6n ;\to Hehv'fihe's pore, as ſure as rthou | 
Shalt ſink to Hell, thou Tyrant, double damn'd:. | 
Nay, thou would'ſt have me rage, and 1 will rage, 

And weep, and rage, and ſhow thee tothe World, 

Thou Prieſt, Archbiſhop, Cardinalyand Duke, 


THI Diet, 


—_— —_ 


S _ 
<< 


—_ 
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'Thon that haſt run through all Religious Orders, - 
And with a form of Vert! cloakid thy: horrors! 
Thou proper Son of that'old curſed od and 

Who dau bs the holy Chait witly'blodd:- and Murders : 
But even the Everlaſting has a Chain - 
To bind your Charms, and link you both together; 
ells Viar, and his: firſt begotten Devil, 
otter than Licifer” i in all 'his Flames 


4 Emer Alonzo. 
x What hoa, Alonzo! ieangle the iſoners 
et Falls: faite, 1 ſay, 7 
_—_ L. ly. 


O ſpare him! ſpare my Father P 
| hodrl unſay, forſwear allthapl have ſaid : 
: ''0, Ihaye play'd the Woman now indeed, 
* Alying, fooliſh, vext, outragions'Woman! 
# To ſetyouf' Wrath againſt the Imocent; 
| There was a ſeeming cauſe forthe Dukes Death 
' mine 3" But, O ! what dhas:Orſmo: done'? | 
loves you : Oh, that gaod old man? - 
Your Father——For ſo a 'thouſand 'times 
. Pre heard =_ ou call him, ſeen [you kiſs, cmbracehim ! 
Therefore he muſt not, Owe. , &ft : 
» Alonzo! —- | | 
og D 
Cz ran ce FLOP ri 
* Wi, own hands [ if thou delay'ft wy Vengeance: I 
Say, Villain, what, not dead? 
Alorz, My Lord, they are: 
And, if I live, you ſhall repent this blow+— [hide 
ne. © 0, draw the Curtain; glathherityeswith Death, 
gle" her: 'my Veins are all on:bire, _ .. 
And 1 could wade up to: owe Ghags -:; 
Draw, _ the LP pl 
n. Vite D. raviana, : [Oliverotts, appear deſanc{t:- 
Bells. Gorgon, Meduſa, Horror gui 
” L will ſhoot through Daggers, ruſ».through flames 
To claſp him in my armes, O wretched Par! 
0 noble Orfin, what quite cold ? pals,fead? "7: 
And you, Gene Images; "will-you not-give 
One gaſp of breath, one groan, -one laſt farewell ? 
FS Confuſion ! and eternal ſhame | 
thee for this deed : I tell thee, Borgia, 
I 


I ke 
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I ſee thee on thy Deattbbett;zall/'buil Fire, 50 
As if ſome Helliffi poifon'ha@ inflani'd-thee 7 
I ſee-thee thrown ten Fathom'in'a Well, / 
_ {till come up, lik>':£m:4 belching Flames, <p 
Borg. 1 —_ thou wilt go mad, and-prophefie / { 
Yes, Tyrant; thus, chusro thy face 1 brave thee, 
And tell thee in 2 deſpite of Phreats,” ere: long 
Thou and thy holy Father flandt be+ſeiz'd, - * 
And carry'&to the Everlaſting Goal, 
From whence not all your-S Cardinals, 
Your Bayliffs in red Liveries, ſhall redeem you 
Dy in thy--propheſits, "AHarzo end her —— 
Bl Thus, on. my knees then—And for terrotto thee, 
Hear my laſt prayer, and mark my dying words. 937 rot 
If I in thought, in word, in private a& ett Ont 
Have yielded up this Body to the iArmes . $ vs 
Of ought that's Mortal, but-inhumane Forg ia! 
Oh thou impartial and moſt. awful Judge ! +, 
Shut, ſhut thy gates of bliſs: againſt! my Soul, 
But if my tortur'd vettue' meries. 'glory; - .. | 
Pardon my frailties, *ſeewith'whatjoy 7 | 1c 
I leave this life, and bring me>to- perfection.  . LSbes 1s frat 
Borg. What, at her Death 4\ſhe that -believ'd aHeav'n et ain 
'And fear'd a ' Hell; 'yer'to depart/a/Lyar : - / 
But how know I that ſhe belity'd a: Heot'n# | 
Or why with hopes that in. the pangs of Death. ©: 
1 would reprieve her, might ſhe not deny io] 
Her VWoIon to the laſt ? But that's AL, 7 
What wouldft>thon:then 2:4 willno more of this 3. ' ; 
It clouds my brain: Hence, Alonzo, bear, | 
Bear the Duke of Gandia's Body to the T:iber | WY 
In ſome cloſe Chair,- rt: Weights, nov 51 1 4 bb 
And plungeftfin/towthe-: | 
Alonz, My Lord *tis d6ne» |! oy 6 Se Ne od the be 
Borg. 1 ſwear I haye: beed cruel to-any felt, = | 
For that Iloy'd her, is as true , as. ſhe -. 
b paſt the:fenſe ant ds gold lrendy—- 


e250 Th 19% Breda Mackiavel.) of a 
Mach: Ha! thi ol 1 gs ; + 
&+ t 19 1s ately Miſchief! W at; my our oes. 
Of Florence # But they we Bhs + Ha! Gr there, 
L like not that ——- - 7; - 
Borg. Her lips are Tony ny "I 


- 
= «* ; 
S " * 


CESAROBORGTH) g 


The Buds, tho gather'd, keep their Damask Colour > 
Yes, and their odour too! haſte, Maghiavel, 
Ruſh to my aid: I grow in Love with death. + | 
the ſhall not dye ! Run Slaves { perch hither Spirits; - 
Iwill recover her again |, | 
Mach. Again to plague? - 
To meet again another-Buke! of SE 
Borg. Death on that thdughe? no, Tet her dye, 2 rot z 
-- The damn'd Adultreſs / periſh the thoughts of her. 
| tell me, come: I will no more ner oh 
How ſhall the bodies bediſpo#?d 2 Fenti': 
My Brother to the Tyber. f 
Macb. That's a trouble, = 6 ' 
Pllfind an eaſier wayfor'thels,- and her | 107 © 7 
That ſleeps within my Cloſet. . 'Go, Don Michael, 
Bury *em all together in quick Lime-//. 
' In fome few hours the fleſh will be conſum'd : 
Then burn the bohes, and all is duſtandaſhes. © 
*\+»+. [Draw here the Curt4521 811 Yom: 
Borg. 1 finear this body ſhall not beconſunt'd; 
Pl have't embalm'd to laſt a thouſand years: ' 
 O Macbiavel! I ſwear, Iknow not why,” 
Batwith a world of horror on my ſoul; 


F. Withtremblings here, Conyvilfions of the heart ; 


As if 1 heard ſome God thus whiſper tome, 
Thou ought'ſt to grieve for Bellamira's Death. 
Mach. My Lord, a very fond and fooliſh Fancy: 
Borg. 1 ſay, my Lord, your policy is out : 
Furies and Hell ! how ſhould-you judge of Love, 
That"never- lov?d ? Thou haſt no taſte of Love, 
No ſenſe, no relliſh——why did Itruſt theethen ? 
Had any: ſoftneſs Uwelt in that lean boſom; 
My Bellemira now 'had been-alive : + | 
Tho] had cauſe to kill her, thou hadſtnone ; 
To ſet me on, but honour ; jealous honour ! 
Oh the laft night ! 1 tell thee, Pollititian't 
Irun o're the vaſt delight, {curſe thee, 
And curſe my ſelf ; nay wiſh-1 had beeti found- 
Dead in her Armes 3-But her, bear-htrherice : 
And thou loy*ſ me, drive her from my Memory. CThgn remove her. 
lelmemy Brothers Murder is diſcover 3 | 
That the four Ghoſts are up again in arms : 
= = Qing to make me mad, and loſe. 
olly, which will elſe deſtroyme. 
"Uk I hear the Pope has ſent to Sinigatie ny 
I 2 o 
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To call you back- - - 
Borg. By Heav*n, 1 had forgot, 
And thou moſt opportuuely-has +83 540 
You know twelve Gardinals were then rreated,... 
That ſolemn Morn that I receiv'd the Reſe ;\ ,.; - 
And I will tell thee, half thoſe Fools to morrow,. 
Fhat bought ſo high, ſhall veil their Gaps for eyer. 
Mach. He mends apace; *tis but another ſhrug,' 
And then this Love, this Ague Fig is loſt. 
Borg. 1 fmear—Pll to the Wars, and ne're return 
To Rome, till L have brav'd this, haughty En | 


That menac'd ſo of late. 3' 


Mach. Why, this is Borgi+ 

_ Come, come, you muſt not droop-x look > wy *E- 
Methinks 1 ſee you Crown d Rowle's.Emperour., 
Nodoubt, Sir. but among your yams Junder, 
| ie find ſome Woman—— ... 

Borg. Ha! no mor, 1 
1 ſwear | was at eaſes andihad forgot her : 
Why did*ſt thou wake.me.then, to furn me wild,. 
And rouze the ſlumbering-Ordersaf my Soul ? 
To my«charm'd Ears no more -- vos 3: 
Name not a Woman, and 1 ſhall be 
Like a poor Lunatick that makes his 
And for a time begviles the lookers 08 3 
He reafons well ; his en Wh loſe, 
And vows the Keepers his wrong'd ſenſe abuſe :- 
But if you hit the Cauſe that burt his Brain, 
Ther his teeth gnaſh ,. he foams, he ſhakes his Chain,. 
His Eye-balls rowl, andhe j is mad again... 


4 


Extunt- 


Enter one Executioner vic A Ark! Lantbern, follow'd by another 
a diſtance ;, they fury eften , look, np. wnd down, and hem Nt. 


the ri lis 


1. Excc. The Coaſt i is ;learyand.ll he Guardsare gone: 


2. Exec. Hark, hark ;, -what noiſe was that ?. 

1; Exec. The Clock ſtruck three.” 

2, Excc. Sce, the M6on 
Hem to *em;, thit'sthebign. - © 

4. Exec. They come, they coy 


Entcy.ſour Execut iontrs move *" 1yo' 


es nite ad callour Felows-: 


he Body of theDilg 


of Gandia in 4 Chair 5 5 tbe. nay ce 4 Jeng inhiid; |, 
"$4 Exe . 


3 Exec. So—— ſet him down, ander?etn bear their part, 
For | am weary 
4+ Exec. And ſo am1- Iſweat; but 'riswith fear. 
'1-Exec. Make no more words on't; take him from the Chair. 
2. Exec. A ghaſtly ſight. The Weight about his Neck * 
Has bent himalmoſt double : PH nottouch him-—— 
3- Exec. Cowardly Villain ——Come, my Princely Maſter, 
The Fiſhes want their Break-faſt. 
4 Exec, Joynall together, - 
And burl him o're this Wall into the Tyber. 
2, Exec. Fly, fly——I hear a noiſe: The Guards, the Guards. 
3. Exec. He lies, he lies; the Coynage of his fears : 
Once more, I fay, joynall your hands together. 
Remember the Reward, two thouſand Crowns 
A Man : but for that Milk-ſop, 1 fuſþeCt him; 
Therefore let's watch our time, decoy him on g 
And when this buſineſs is a little ore, 
e him in ſome Corner, leſt he prate 
Of what is done. Now, now's the titne, away—— 


They joyn all together; take him by the s 'and Arms, and buyt 


him over the Wall into the T yber : A noiſe is beard, as of «- 


Body falling into the Water —— They look about once more, then 
47 take up the Chad) and T1 out——Scene ſhuts. = 


SCENE II. 


Enter Borgia «nd Machiayel. 


' Mach. Thongh Orſizi, the Yitel;, and Colonni 

Are huſhd; the Spaniard, and the Frevcb, no doubt, 

Would bny your Friendſhip at the deareſt rate. 

; Nay, more; Iyieldyou Lord of T»ſcany, 

And Maſter of ſuch Forces.as might\march 

Againſt the haughtieſt Power of Chriſtendom: 

But Prince, forgive me, if 1am too free, 

Do-you remember whence this glory comes, 

And how this Golden Fortune isderivd ? | 

The Popo-——from thatrich ſource-theſe Currents rowl;. 

And when another Pope ſucceeds, who knows 

But he. may ſtrip you bare of all thoſe Honours 

Which this heegivons endo youto the _ 
Berg: No, ;avel, | ampreper'd tor Fates.. 

Tonk Alexander ſhould expireto night. . 

bir: who is left of all the the Families: 


= 
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I have defac'd, 'if anewPopewere made;”*-! 1 --.. 
To ſay I wrong'd'em; none that Iremember : 
"Tis not my way tolop;. for:then the Tree +: 
May ſprout again-z- but root him, and he lies | 
Never to Wluſter., But Lwill tell thee, 2 
Quite tounhinge that hold, no Pope ſhall e*re , 
Be fixt in Rome, while:Borgia is alive, - i x 
But by this hand. The Gentry are all mine... 
- Forever, gaii'd by Preſents and Preferments: 
The Spaniſh Cardinals are mine devoted, 
With all that are conſpicuous in the College : 
What then can Fortune do? 4lavghather z- | 
Spurn all thoſe Shrines and Altars, which weak 'Wretches, 
Hero's and Fools, devoutly-raiſe ta-Zainber. i |; 

Mach. Yet hear me, Boxgie, hear the oddeſt ſtory 
That ever Melancholly told the World : -;-. ; 
This morning, being early in the Vatican; 
Far in the Library, at the upperend, 
Methought I ſaw two-ſtately Hamane Forms, | 
Lying at diſtance, wrapt in Linen Shrouds: 


App Wo neares. witha ſtedfalt gaze, 
AS HOY. logkppen thePrinceL honour, . | » 
I faw the Figure of the Pape.your Father; +. | 
Stretcht on the Fla or; pale, ghaſtly, cold, and dead ; 
And by his ſide, with horrour upon horrour, 
And double tremblings, ſaw my Lord, yqur (lf, 
My very Ceſar, like a new-laid Ghoſt; * + / 
Swoln black, and-bloated, while your inclos'd eyes, 
All blood-ſhot, fixt on mine[their dreadful beams. 7 

Borg. pmes,fumes, my Machzvel, the effefts of phlegm; 
Grols humors, fumes, which from thy thicker blood 
Stream up like vapours from .a foggy-peol.” - 

Mach. 1 am apt to think itbet -a ſeap/of fancy, 
A jading of the mind, which, quite -tiped-out 
With thoughts eternal toil, ſtrikesfrom'the-road : 
Yet, as you prize your life, let me conjure you, 
Beware Aſcanio, his long red Coat | 
Hides a moſt mortal and inveterate Foe. 
Borg. Iknow him Machiavel; -and footh him on, 

As by: pete yo But Borg54 does allure thee, '' 
That he, that ſcarlet. poiſonous-Laxvry, -* * 
With his adherent Brock efs/ſhall thisnight, 
Even inthe midſt of kiſſes, Qaths, Embraces,- - 
Burſt in the Yatican, andſhed their Venohi.” | 
Mach. Your Father is a Maſter of his breaſt, 
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' _Boxg. I charge theenone, but ſuch as I ſhall order. .. 
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The occaſion gives new life, oepatuone tohim, _— 
Even at the uy verge of bottomleſs death, 
He ſtands and ſmiles as careleſs.and undaunted, 
As wanton ſwimmers on a Rivers brink 
Laugh at the rapid ſtream. 
Borg: Therefore my Friend, 
Let us deſpiſe this Torrent of the world, 
Fortune, I mean, and dam her up with fences, 
| bulworks, all the Fortreſles, which Vertye, 
Reſoly'd and man'd like ours, can raiſe againſt her; 
That if ſhe does ore-flow, ſhe may at leaſt 
Bring but half Ruine to our great deſigns : + 
That being at laſt aſham'd of her own weakneſs, 
ike alow-bated flood, ſhe may retire -,, | 
0 her own bounds, and we with pride ore-look her. 


Enter Don Michael, and the Butler. 


D. XMch. My Lord, your Servant waits as you appointed. 

- Borg. Are my Proviſions come? | | 
Butl. They are, my Lord. ... 
Borg. Do you remember what I gave in charge ? | 
Butl, That nohe ſhould touch the-gilded flask of wine- JON 


Don Michael, is my Father yet arriv*d ? re 
D. Mich. He is, my Lord, and gone. gt FER 
Borg. Say'ſt thou ? 

D. Mich, When firſt heenter*d,quite o*ce-Come with heat; 

Thirſting, and faint with the hot ſeaſons rage, 

He call'd for wine, and tho diſſwaded from it, 

Drank largely, mingled with the Cardinals," 

And walk*d, and layghrd, play/'d with Columbus Boyes, 

Heard their rude Muntick, and. beheld *em dance ; 


When on a ſudden ſtarting up, he ask'd 


For you, my Lord; bow'd, as his cuſtomis, 

With deep humility to all, deſir'd%em 

To fit, and ſo went out — but witha promiſe 

Of a moſt quick return——; * RO ane 

Scene dravg, and diſcovers a Chair of ſtate uber a Canopy, a large Table, 
With a rich Banquet —— and many Canales.on't.. 


Enter Afſcanio, Adrian, Enna, Ange, two Cardinals more: 


% - 
Ps. 


ſcan. My Loxd, the Vatican Sotietys | ©" 
an } TY 


Who 
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Who were oblig*d to fitrifiee this ith, | 
As every looſer Genius ſhould nave ths 
To Air, and Wine, and warmer Converſation, © 
Grow dull for want of you : His Holinef 
HimſelP*s retir'd——Therefore let us m_ YOU drm A 

Borg. O my good Lord Aſcanio, I am be p 
To beat your —_— Lords, Fwait you» 
Sirrah, remember him-———1 charge thee fill 
Of the gilt Flask to him—— | 


Butl. My Lord —l1 ſhall. a 0D 17 of 


This Wine is ſure the richeſt of the World, 
Becauſe he charges me ſo ſtritly of it : . | 
That Cardinal's a Friend, and he mult taſte it. 
AſcarLord Machiavel, you have been charitable, I thank yourloyeq 
Nay, with my life, I —_— 
Mach. My Lord——1 wiſh you would explain your ſelf. 
Aſcan. It needs not, Sir, forthis'the meaneſt know, 
The Rabble, baſe Mechanicks talk of murders; 
I ſaw a ſweating Weaver'tn his Shirt, f 
Ran puffing with his Shuttle in his hand, 
To ask a Neighbour Butcher of the news, 
Who with hisKnife in'rmouth abruptly tells 
.Orſme*s death Yes, and his Daughters tos : - 
Then comes & Taylot with his d back, 


Behind his ears, on tiptoes, in his Stippers, _— 


And crys in haſte, the Duke of Ga#1ndia*$murder'd : 

Thea ſpits upon his lon, caſts.up hiseyes, | 

"Threads through'the company, as *twere a Needle, 

And vaniſhes; no more, thy Lord, 1 tttarik you. 

Nay, by my life, but for the Company, 

Fd kiſs the bottom of, your Robe; your Lordfhipsever : 

Your Highneſs fetvant Lords, et'sdrinka'Health'to 

His Holineſs — But ity heart, I'fay, the Devil take him. 
Borg. Lord Machiavel; you are my Gueſt tonight : 

Were the Society made up of Gods, 

As ſureit is of Saints, Spiritsaboye 

The common Elevation; yetthis mah, 

Iſay, my Lords, this Humane Prodigy, 

Would ooeelet to wait, but fixt among *m, 

To dazle With the briftiteſt being hete. | 

Wine there ! —— My Lot Means Sforza, 


Health to all here, and to the general joy ——— | Drinks. 
Aſean. Pro els, Yorke Work; fay, lookto't, 
. The Duke of Gandia's murde: Hy . 

afidrian, [Tis the common? ; | 


Enna, 


>>mToOs © 
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© Enna. ThePopethis morning in the Conſiſtory, 
©  Whenfirſt he heard the News, leapt from his Throne, 

Croſling his Breaſt, and looking up to Heay*n, 
| He vow'd hereafter moſt ſexere amendment, 
. , Asfromthistime to faſt for forty hours, 
Andall his life wear next his humble fleſh, 
A Shict of Hair. 

Aſcan. A Shirt of Hair / bating Lucretian nights: 
$he11 not endur't; look you, her skin's too tender : 
AShirt of Hair, a very prickling Penance. 

Now, by my Holy-dame, meer Letchery : 
Don't 1 know him ? Slave, more Wine, I ſay; 
Fillup my Glaſs : Come, come, my Lords, 'tis time 
To look about us, and reform the Church— _ Drinks, 
Pruneit, | ſay ; or elſe like Babylon, / 

- Like Babels Whore, *twill run upall to ſeed. 

Hark you, Lord Arge. 

| . My Lor d. #4 

Aſcan. My Lord of Ennatoo; we four are HT 
As one Soul : This Pope's a very leud 
And wicked Head; —— he's never well, but 
When he's plotting Murders. Why, look you, Sirs, 

If a mancannot ſpeak his mind of 
State Aﬀairs, but he muſt ſtreight be 
'd by Hell-hounds, Blood-ſuckers, Decoyers, 

cals, that watchto throttle him in ſome 
By-corner, then quoit him like a Catinto 
The River, 'tis very fine: Now, by my Holy-dame, 
Itmay be our turn next——by the Maſs it may 3 
Ifay, my Lord, it may. T he Indian Boys dance. 
Ha, my Lords, how do you 
Like the motion ? Very pretty, very fine. 
Q braye Columbus ! More Wine there z a bigger 
Glaſs; I'll drink Columbus's health—— Now, by my 
Holy-dame, I am frolickſome, and will be aCtive. 
Ha, thy Lords, ha, I learnt at Paris, when | was 
AStripling; yet theſe are pretty Children, very fine Boys.— 


Enter D. Michael. 


D. Mich, My Lord, I grieve to bring you Mortal News,! 
Which were 1 filent, yet in ſome few minutes | 
' Muſt wound yourears; your Father's dead. 


Borg.” Hence, Raven, 
Thou Boder of the blackeſt deed of _ 


&y 


My 
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My Lords, this Villain ſays the Pope's dead ; 
Went he not hence but now, ſound, firm, and healthful, 
And promis'd to return ? 
= D- Mich. My Lord, he did -. 
But *tis moſt certain, e're he went from hence, 
As all our beſt Phyſitians give on Oath, 
He was by ſome pernicious Traytor poyſon'd. 
Borg. O Machiavel, where is.our forecaſt now ? - 
My heart miſgives me, and my boſom's hot. 
Who miniſtred? who gave my Father Wine ? 
D. Mich. Your Servant : for when firſt yourFather-enter'g, 
His own Proviſions were not come. 
Borg. O Confution ! | 
Anſwer me, Villain ! ha! flPd you his Wine ? 
Butl. My Lord, I did. 


Borg. . What, trom the gilded Flask ? why doft thon tremble? th 


Horrour conſume thee, gnaw thee, burn thy Entrails, 
Wilt thou not. ſpeak? - 
Butl. My Lord, by your ftrit Charge, 
That none ſhould taſte thoſe Flagks but witom'yon order'd, 
I judg*d the Wine moſt Excellent, 'and gave 
Part of. it to your Father ——— 
Borg. Odamn'd Dolt ! 
Curſt, ſenſleſs Dog ! Now, Machiavel, where are we ?- 
Ha! by the Furies that invade my Breaft, 
And crumble all my Bowels into duft; 
Iam caught my ſelf ! Speak, teltme, horrid Villain, 
©r I will have thee dragg*d inthouſand pieces 3 
Tort by mad Horſes like the fiefh-of Dogs : 


Thou gavftme'Winetoofrom the gilded Flasks ! ha, Trayter? 


Come, double.damn thy ſelf, and-ſwear thou 8id"ft not. 
But]. My Lord—I muſt confeſs I gave the fame 
To you, that was direQted'for yourÞFriend, 
My Lord Aſcanio. 
Borg. Take thy reward then, which the Devil thou.pour'ſt 
Into my Breaſt, thus gives thee back-again! 
O Machiavel, O do not look'upon-me;. 
I am below thy ſcorn, thus vile caught, 
© baſcly, baſely ſold by my awn wild: 
Aſcan. Oh,oh,oh—- I have my ſhare on't too, the Devil. 
Thank you——Fire, fire, fire%oh-my Guts—brimſtone - 
And fire——-haſte there———Ay for Antidotes. 
Borg. None, none onEarth, - 
I tell thes, Prieſt, can ſave thy rotten Carkals; . 
No Cardinal, lye down, lye down; att&roar, 


T CESAR BORGTIA. 
F - Think on thy Scarlet ſins, aud fear damnation. 
F Aſcar. Legions of Furies here, Hell is broke looſe, 
And all the Devils are quarter'd ig my Bowels. 
Run Slaye / and for a laſt revenge, produce 
His mangled Baſtard —— thar's ſome pours yet. 
Borg. O Machiavel, thy hand, I am all flames ; 
Yet thou ſhalt hear no noiſe : ſit down, my Friend, 
Upon the Earth — for there's my Manſion now, 
Duſt, and no more— and yet methinks *twas hard 
That this Elaborate Scheme of mighty man, 
This Parchment, wh-re the Lines of Roman greatneſs 
* By thee ſo well were drawn, ſhould by the hand 
\ Of ſcribling Chance be blotted thus tor ever. 
* ſcan. [burn, 1 burn, Ltolte, I roſte, and my Guts fry, 
S They blaze, they ſnap, they bounce like Squibs 
3 andCrackers: Iam all fire -—— 
- Mach. Ist poſlible that you can bear the pangs 


 F Of niolent poyſon, thus uumov'd? 


 $og. Tis little. 

# Toonereſoly'd : No, lct. the Coward States-man, 

S Women, and Prieſts, whine at the thoughts of death ; 
- For me, whoſe mind was ever fierce and aftiye, 

+ Deathis unwelcom, only for this reaſon, 

” Becauſe *tisan Eternal lazineſy—— | 


Enter Alonzo, leading in Seraphino, with his Eyes 
out, and Face cut. 


Mach. 1 muſt confeſs my mind, by what I ſaw 
This morning, and by what has happen'd ſince, 
ls deeplyſhockt, even from her own Foundation. 
Aſcar. Bear the blind Baſtard-to his Father, go, 
And bid him laugh -——oh?! - 
Mach. Horrour ! new horrour / | 
My Lord, your Son, by. that moſt bloody Cardinal, 
Mangled and blind. 
Borg. Why doſt thon wonder att ? 
TTisallthe work of Chance, and trick of Fortune ? 
Yet this methinks is borrible indeed. 
Come hither Boy — 
Serap. Alas, I heat your yoice, 
Andcannot find the way 
But am like one benighted ina Wood. 
Borg. A Wood indeed, 


But oh the Brambles there have us'd on vilely. 
2 


Seran 
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Serap. O Father, you are arm'd, and hayea Sword 
Will you not, for your Serdphino's ſake, 
Cut down thoſe Thorns that prick'd ont both my eyes? 
'T know you will; for you were always kind | 
And tender of me : ofr-times have you held me 
Faſt in your Arms, and {miPd, and plaid with me ; 
Though you're a Prince, a very buſie Prince, 
And calPd me little Eyes, little mdeed, 
For now they're out; and all my Face is cut: 
Nay, they have ſtary*d me too: 
Borg. Death and horrour t* | 
Serap. Why do you preſs me thus between your Arms; 
As if you loy*d me ſtill? Iam ſure you cannot. 
Pray let me hide my facewithinyour Boſom ; 
For if you look upon mel ſhall fright you. 
O!Pye a pain here juſt about my heart ! - 
When, you my Lord, along time-after me 
Shall dye,. will you not lay my little Bones 


By yours ?' Alas! my pain encreaſes——-Oh,—< [Dies - 


Borg. Revenge thee; Boy! l ask but that from Fate : 
And fee "tis givenrme : Through a thouſand wounds, 
Thus,.horrid Prieſt! purge out thyuſtful blood, [Stabs Aſcan; 
And Vomit thy black Soul ——— -- 
Aſcan. Oh ! Devil ! Devil ! Devil- [Diez 
Borg. No, Machiavel, *tis now fit time to rave; 
For 1 am now enrag'd to that degree, 
That I will live eyen in deſpight of Fortune, 
Stars! Fates ! and all the Juggles of a Heaven. 
Hence, bear me, Slaves, and plunge me into Tyber, 
Deep as I ſunk the Duke of Gandia down ! 
Till I have quench't this Hell within my bowels 3 
Then flay me an Oxe hide and ſwadle me, 
Like Hercules in the Nemean.$kin. 
Till all my poiſon'd fleſh like bark pills off, 
. And my bare Trunck ſtands every bruſhing wind / 
Ema.. Where are our Guards ? My Lords, I judg it fit 
That Machiavel and Borgia ſhould be ſeiz*d:. : 
Borg.Seize me ! what ſawcy Prieſt dbrſt ſtarr that motion? 
Am I not Tyrant here ? - The Lordof Rome ? 
Does not France dread my Frown ? and-Spair adore me ?: 
Who then dares talk of ſeizing me ? what, he ?' 
This wag-tail Prieſt, with the black picked Beard, 
That ſcowrs the Country round for freckled Wenches ? 
Or was it you my Lord of Emma? Ha! 
Death, where*s.my Majefty ? or vail your Caps, 
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Nh 4 ' Orlwill trample, you beneath my Feet ? 


You, Ange ! that could proſtitute your Siſter 
ogain a Hat? lye there Lord of St. Peter : 
ou Cardinal ad Yineula, you pack of Hell hounds, 

That trace me by the blood. On, on 1 ſay, 

On to the brink of Hell : Thence plunge together, 

Where , on his Throne, behold the Maſter Devil 

With a great pair of glowing horns red hot 

To gore you for your lives incontinence, 

You Raviſhers, you Virgin pioners, 

Yon Cuckold-makers of the forked World: 
Ange. Where are our Guards? - 

Borg. Hark, I hear 'em coming : 


* 


- Oris it Dooms-day ? Ha—by Hell itis: 


And ſee, the Heay*ns, and Earth, and Air are all 

On fire : the very Seas, like Moulten-glaſs, | 
Rowl their bright Waves, and from the ſmoky deep 
Caſt up the glaring.Dead : The Trumpet ſounds, 


And the ſwift Angels skim about the Globe 


To ſummon all Mankind. Rome, Rome is call'd ? 
Work, work for Hell. Hoa, Satan ! Belzebub ! 
Belial, and Baal-—— Whence this Thunderclap ? 
—_ blown us up with Wild fire in the Air ; 
And look how the. ball'd Fryers in Ruſſet-gowns 
Croak like old Vultures; how the flutt'ring Zeſuzrs, 
In black ard white, chatter about the Heay'ns ! 
Capuchins, Monks, with the whole Tribe of Knaves / 
Then let me burſt my ſpleen! Look how the Taſlels, 
Caps, Hats and Cardinals Coats, and Cowls and Hoods: 
Are tolt about —the ſport the ſport ofwinds—— 
Indulgences, Diſpences, Pardons, Bulls, ſee yonder / 
Prieſt, they fly——they're whirld aloft. They fly, 
They fly ore the backſide o'th' world, 
lato a Limbo large, and broad, ſince call'd the Paradiſe 
Of Fools. 

Enna. "Tis juſt we give him way ! this fit of rage 
Has waſted him to Death, ſee he breaths ſhort, 
The Tapers ſpent, and this is his laſt Blaze. 


Borg.Ha! Breath ſhort ? Prelate, thouly'ſ : my palle- 


Beats with a conſtant fire and ſpritely motion ; 
The ſtrings of my tough heart. as ſtrong as ever : 
No—1will live ; in ſpight of Fate II live 


, To be the ſcourge of #>me : Vl live to att 


New miſchiefs, and create new wicked Popes, 
To-ponyard Heretick Princes that refuſe 
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To lay their Necks beneath the holy Slipper. 

Murder ſucceſlively two Kings of France , 

Brittain attempt, though her molt watchful Ange! 
Saves the Loy'd Monarch of that happy Iſle, _ 

And turns upon our ſelves the plotted Wound, 

That ſinks me to the Earth: yer ſtill wee'll on, 

And hatch new deeds of darkneſs: O Hell, and Furies! 
\ Why ſhould we not, fince the greatHead himſelf 

VVill back my Plots, joyn me 1n blood and horror, 
And after give me Bond for my -Salvation: 

I ſwear | will———Pll have it——nay, Sir, you ſhall—— 

Or I will thunder to your Holineſs : 

But hark he whiſpers, what a little Gold 

VVith all my heart : thus Devils buy ſouls for traſh 

Pl! fee your itching palm for Abſolution. 

Gold te my pardon, hey---'tis ſeaPd and given! 
And-for a Ducat thusI-purchaſe Heayn—— *CDres. 

Mach. The mighty ſoul there ford her furious paſſage, 

And plunges now in deep Eternir 

I ſee, my Lords, you have refolv'd tognard me, 

And I ſubmit to ſtrit Examination : 

By you to beacquitted or cotidenaned ? 

"Yet this. I muſt avow before you all, ' 


[Though you ſhould caſt me to the Inquiſition, 
- SkillPd as 1 am in all Aﬀairs of Earth, 
'Known both to Popes and Kings, and often honor'd 
With Cabinet Conncils of Itnperial Heads ; 
I here reſolve on this, as my laſt Judgment; 
No Power is ſafe, nor no Religion good, 
VVhoſe Principles of growth are laid in Blood. 


EPILOGUHB, 


£ 


EPILOGUE. 


Þq And had her Breeches ſearch'd upon the Stage. 


| 


—_—_—— 


—_—— 


EL £ then be you his Fudges ; what pretence 
Made themroar out this Play would give offence? 
Had he the Pope's Effpies meant toburn, © 


| | And kept for fport his Aſhes in au Urn? 


Tovry if Reliques mould perform at home 
But half thoſe Miracles they do at Rome c | 
More could wot have been Jaid, nor more beex dons, 


'  Todamn this Play about the Court and Town; 
| Mot if he had ſbown their Philters, Charms and "_ 


Nay conjur d up Pope Jone to pleaſe the Ape, | 
Firſt, then be brings a ſcandal on the Gown, 

And makes a Prieſt both Leacher and Buffon : 

Why, was no Fool, yet ever made a Flamen, 

But dulneſs quite entail'd upon the Lay-men ;_ 

br was it ever heard in Rame before, 

That any, Prieſt was queſtion'd for his Whore 2 

Fet more,the horrid Chair the Mid-night ſhom ——— 

He ſays 'twas done two hundred years ago : 

He only points their ways of murdering then; J 
If you muſt damn, ſpare the Hiſtorian's Pen, $ 


And damn thoſe Rogues that aft 'em ore again; 
But: 


\ 


# 


a » . 


. ' High Epghh Whores, that have all Vices paſt, 


Shall breed no more a Race of zealous Lyars , 


'Get no-more Thirty. Pounds for a blind Story, 1 
*Of 7 a.W oul from P urgatory. | © 


But Dominicks, Franciſcans, Hermits, Fryars, - \'ÞF L 


, ky ia. 
L : 
| 


Villains, who for Religion's Propagation, 

Come here disguis'd in ery mean Vocation, © 

And fit in Stalls to ſpy upon the Nation. ) 

Old Emiſſaries ſhall their Trade forbear, J : A” 


Spread no more Savoy Reliques, Bones and Hair, %. |} 


Shall fell no more like Baubles in a Fair + 
Monks under ground ſball ceaſe to Earth like Moles, 
And Father Lewis keave his Jurking-holes ; = | 


- 


Fejuits in Ron ſhall quite forſwear their Funtlion,” 


Shall cogſe to turn:true Catholicks at laſt, F Aded 


When Poets write, tho by exatteſt Rules, * H 
And are not judg'd by Knaves, 'and damn'd by Fools, © | | 
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To the Right Honourable 


CHARLES, 


Farl of DORSET and MIDDLESEX, 


One of the Gentlemen of His 


MAJESTIES 


BED-CHAMBER, &c. 


My Lord, 
1 FT Ith an Af wrance I hope heomiing the juſtice of 
V my C 2 I lay this Tragedy at your Lordfhips 
Feet, not as a common perſecution but as an 
Offering ſuitable to your Virtue, and worthy of the Greatneſs of 
your Name. There are ſome Subjedts that require but half 
the ftrength of a great Poet, but when Greece or old Rome 
come in play, the Nature Wit and Vi igour of foremoſt Shake- 
(pear, the Judgment and Force of Johnſon, with all bis bor- 
rowed Maftery from the Ancients, will ſcarce ſuffice for ſo ter- 
nible a Grapple. The Poet muſt elervate his Fancy with the 
| mightieſt Imagination, he mu$t run back ſo many hundred Nears, 
take a juFt Proſpett of the Spirit of thoſe Times without the 


leaſt toght of ours ; for if bis Eye ſhould fwerve ſo low, his 
A 2 Muſe 


— 
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Muſe will grow giddy with the Vaftneſs of the Diſtance, ful 
once, Md for ever loſe the Majeſty of the firſt Deſien. 
that will pretend to be a (Tritick of ſuch a Work muſt not hays 
a Grain of Cecilius, he muſt be Longin throughout or nothing, 
where even the niceſt beſt Remarks mu#t paſs but for Allay' 
the Imperial Fury of this old Roman Gold. There muſt be wy 
Drofs through the whole Maſs, the Furnace muſt be juſtly beat: 
ed, and the Bullion tamp'd with an unerring hand, In ſuch g 
Iſriting there must be Greatneſs of Thought without Bombaſt, 
Remoteneſs without Monitrouſneſs, Virtue arm'd with Severi- 
ty, not in Iron Bodies, Solid Wit without modern AfﬀeFatim, 
Smoothneſs without Gloſs, Speaking ont without cracking the 
Price or ſtraining the Lungs. In ſhort my Lord he that will 
write as he ought on fo Noble an Occaſion muſt write like you, 
But I fear there are few that know how to” Coppy'after ſo great 
an Original as your Lordſhip, becauſe there is ſcarce one genius 
Extant of your own Size, that can follow you paſſivus xquis, 
that has tbe Felicity and Maſtery of the old Poets, or can half 
match the thaughtfulneſs of your Soul. How far ſhort Ian 
cait of ſuch inimitable Excellence, 1 mu5t with ſhame my Lord 
confeſs I am but too too ſenſible. Natnre *tis believed (if Tam 
not flattered and do not flatter my ſelf) has not been niggardy 
to me in the Portion of a Genius, tho I barve been [0 far from 
improving it, that T am balf afraid Thave lot of the Prind- 
ple. It behoves me then for the future to look about me to ſee 
whether I am a Lagg in the Race, to look up to your Lordſhip 
and ftrain upon the track of ſo fair a Glory, I muſt acknowledge 
bowever I have bebav'd my ſelf in drawing, nothing ever pre- 
ſented u ſelf tomy Fancy with that ſolid pleaſure as Brutus did 
' mm ſacrificing his Sons. Before I read Machivel's Notes upos 


the place, 1 concluded it the greateſ Aftion that .was ever ſteu 
| through: 


ledl with 
Modeſty 
Title pag: 


Anc 
Bol 
He 


On thi 
Exceptio 
Thowg bt, 
Concerns, 
Ver-Cor 


| (ime Me 


wmbPla 
ud my 


m ſelf tc 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
drawgheut all Ages on the greateſt Occaſion, For my own- En- 
luavour, 1 thought Inever painted any Man ſo to the Life before 


Vis & Tarquinios reges animamgq; ſuperbam 
Ultoris Bruti, fa %,u0 videre receptos * 
Infelix uc tunque ferent ea fafta Minores ! 


No doubt that divine Poet imagmed it might be too great for 
FI People but his own, perhaps Thave found it ſo, but John- 
ſons Catiline met no better fate as bis Motto from Horace 


tells 18+ 


wr n—Hi non plebecula gandet &c. 


Ny Shakeſpear's Brutus with much adoe beat himſelf into 
tle beads of a blockiſh Age, ſo Knotty were the Oaks be had to 
kd with. For my own Opinion, in ſpite of all the Obſtacles my 
Modeſty could raiſe, I could not help inſerting a Vaunt in the 
| Tile page, Culoque, &c. 


And having gain'd the Liſt that he deſign'd, 
Bold as the Billows driving with the Wind, 
Heloos'd the Mule that wing'd his free-born Mind. 


0n this I arm'd and reſolv'd not to be flirrd with the little 
Exceptions of a pore Generation, that have an Antipathy to 
Ihught, But alas how frail are our beſt reſolves in our own 
(mcerns, I ſhow'd no paſſion outward, but whether through an 
Der-Conceit of the Work, or becauſe perhaps there was indeed 
| me Merit, the Fire burnt inward, and Twas troubled for my 
wnbPlay,like a Father for his deadChild.” Tis enough that Thave 
ud my heart by this Dedication to your Lordſhip. I comfort 
m ſelf too whatever our partial Youth afledge, your Lordſhip 


will: 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
will find ſomething in in worth your Obſervation 3 which wi 
my future Diligence, Reſolution to Study, Devotion to Vert, 
and your Lordſhips Service, may render me not altogether un 
worthy the ProteFion of your Lordſhip. 


My Lord, 
Tour Lordſhips moſt humble 


and devoted Servant 


NAT. LEE, 


ogne 


Ong has the tribe of Poets on the Stage 
Groan'd under perſecuting Criticks rage, 

But with the ſound of railing and of rime, 

Like Bees united by the tinkling Chime, 

The little ſtinging Inſefts ſwarm the more 

And buz is greater than it was before. 

But oh! you leading Voters of the Pit, 

That infe&t others with your too-much Wit, 

That well affe&ted Members do ſeduce, 

And with your malice poyſon half the houſe, 
Know your ill manag'd Arbitrary ſway, 

Shall be no more indur'd but ends this day. 

Rulers of abler conduCt we will chooſe, 

And more indulgent to a trembling Muſe ;. 
Women for ends of Government more fit, 
Women ſhall rule the Boxes and the Pit, : 
Give Laws to love and influence to Wit, 

find me one man of ſence in all your roll, 

Whom ſome one Woman has not madea fool. 
Even buſineſs that intollerable load 

Under which man does groan and yet is proud, 
Much better they can manage wou d they pleaſe, 
Tis not their want of Wit, but love of Eaſe. 

tor, ſpite of Art, more Wit in them appears. 
Tho we boaſt ours, and they difſemble theirs: 
Witt once was ours, and ſhot up for a while 
&t ſhallow in a hot, and barren Soyle; 
But when tranſplanted to a richer Ground- 
Hasin their Eden its perfeCtion found. 
And tis but Juſt they ſhou'd our Wit invade, 
Whilſt we ſet up their painting patching trade; 
Asfor our Conrage, to our ſhame 'tis known, 
Asthey can raiſe it, they can pull it down. 
Re own Weapons they our Bullies awe, 
ith tet them make an Antifalick Law 
Preſcribe to all mankind, as well asplayes, 
And wear the breeches, as they wear the Bayes. 


Prologue to Brutus, written by Mr. Duke. 
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W OMEN. 
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ACT LI BESL 


Titus, Teraminta, 


Tit. Teraminta, Why this face of tears ? 

Since firſt I ſaw thee, till this happy day, 
Thus haſt thou paſt thy melancholly hours, 
Ev*nin the Court retir'd ; ſtretch'd on a bed 


- In ſomedark room, with all the Cortins drawn;. 
Or in ſome Garden o're a Flowry bank 

Melting thy ſorrows in the murmuring Stream ; 

Orin ſome pathleſs Wilderneſs a muſing, 

Plcking the moſly bark of ſome old Tree, 

Or poring, like a $y4:/, on the Leaves : 

What, now the Prieſt ſhould joyn us ! O, the Gods ! 
What can you proffer me in vaſt exchange 

For this enſuing night ? Not all the days 

Of Crowning Kings, of Conquering Generals, 


Not all the expeRation of hereafter, 
| B With 


2 - Lucins funins Brutws ; 
With what bright Fame can give in th'other World 
-Should hs bor thee this night one minute from me. 
Ter. O, Titns! if ſince firit'l ſaw the light, 
Since I began-to think on my misfortuncs, 
And take a proſpett of my certain woes, 
It my fad Soul has entertain'd a hope 
Of pleaſure here, or harbor'd any joy, 
But what the preſence of my T:1us gave me z 
Add, add, you cruel Gods, to what 1 bear, 
And break my heart before him. 
Tit. Break firſt th'eternal Chain; for when thou'rt gone 
The World to me is Chaos.. Yes, Teraminta, 
So cloſe the everlaſting Siſters wove us, 
When &'re we part, the Strings of both muſt crack : 
Once more [ dointreat thee give the Grave 
Thy ſadneſs ; let me preſs thee in my arms, 
My faireſt Bride, my only lightneſs here, 
Tuneof my heart, and Charmer of my eyes; 
Nay, thou ſhalt learn the extaſie from me, 
I'll make thee ſmile with my extravagant paſſion , 
Drive thy pale fears away ; and e're the morn 
I ſwear, O Teramiuta, O my Love, 
Cold as thou art, I'll warm thee into bluſhes. 
Ter. O, Titus ! mayT, ought T to believe you ? 
Remember, Sir, I am the blood of Targuzn ; 
The baſeſt too. | 
T:t, Thou art the blood of Heavn, 
The kindeſt influence of the teeming Stars ;: 
No ſeed of Targuin ; no, 'tis forg'd Vabuſe thee : 
A God thy Father was, a Goddeſs was his Wite ; 
The Wood-Nymphs found thee on a bed of Roſes,. 
Lapt in the ſweets and beauties of the Spring , 
D:2na foſter'd thee with Nectar dews, 
Thus tender, blooming, chaſt, ſhe gave thee me 
To build a Temple ſacred to her Name ; 
Which I will do, and wed thee there again. 


Ter. Swear then, my Titus, ſwear you'l ne're upbraid me, 


Swear that your Love ſhall laſt like mine for ever ; 
No turn of State or Empire, no misfortune, 

! » - 
Sha:l e're eſtrange you from me : Swear, I fay ; 


That 


Father of bis Country. 


That, if you ſhould prove falſe, I may at leaſt 
Have ſomething ſtill to anſwer to my Fate; 
Swear, ſwear, my Lord, that you will never hate me, 
But to your death (till cheriſh in your boſom 
The poor, the fond, the wretched Teraminta. 
Tit. 'Till death! nay, after death if poſſible. 
Diſſolve me (till with queſtions of this nature, 
While I return my anſwer all in Oaths : 
More than thou canſt demand I ſwear to do. | 
This night, this night ſhall tell thee how I love thee: 
When words are at a loſs, and the mute Soul 
Pours out her ſelf in ſighs and gaſping joys, 
Life graſps, the pangs of bliſs, and murmuring pleaſures, 
Thou ſhalt confeſs all language then is vile, 
And yet believe me moſt without my vowing. 
[ Enter Brutus with a Flamen. 
But ſee, my Father with a Flames here ! 
The Court comes on ; let's ſlip the bufie Croud, 
And ſteal into the eternal knot of Love. [ Exeunt. 
Brut. Did Sextus, ſay*ſt thou, ly at Collatia, 
At Collatin's houſe laſt night ? 
Fla.. My Lord, he did. 
Where he, with CoHatine and many others, 
Had been ſome nights before, 
Brut. Ha! if before, 
Why did he come again ? 
Ha. Becauſe, as Rumor ſpreads, 
He fell moſt paſſionately in love with her; 
Brut. What then ? | 
Fla, Why, is't not ſtrange ? 
Brut. Is ſhe not handſom ? 
Ha. O, very handſom, 
Brut. Then 'tis not ſtrange at all. | 
What, for a King's Son to love another man's Wife ! 
Why, Sir, I've known the King has done the ſame. 
Faith, I my ſelf, who am not us'd to caper, 
Have ſometimes had th*unlawful Itch upon me : 
Nay, pr'ythee Prieſt, come thou and help the number, 
Ha! my old Boy; the company is not ſcandalous : 
Let's go to Hell together ; confeſs the truth, 
B 2 Did'ſt 
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Did'ſt thou ne're ſteal from the Gods an hour, or ſo, 
To mumble a new Prayer 
With a young fleſhy Whore in a baudy corner ? ha * 
Fla. My Lord, your Servant, Is this the Fool? the Madman? 
Let him be what he will, he ſpoke the truth : | 
If other Fools be thus, rh:y're dangerous fellows, [Exit, 
Brut. ſolus, Occaſion ſeems in view ; fomething there is 
In Targuzr's laſt abode at Collatine's : 
Late entertain'd, and early gone this morning ? 
Tie Matron ruffled, wet, and dropping tears, 
Asif ſhe hadloſt her wealth in ſome black Storm ! 
As in the Body, on fome great ſurpriſe, 
The heart ſtill calls from ! diſcolour'd face, 
From every part the life and ſpir.ts down : 
So Lucrece comes to Rome, and ſummons all her blood. 
Lucyece is fair ; but chaſt, as the tann'd Snow 
Twice bolted o're by the bleak Northern blaſts ; 
So lies this Starry cold and frozen Beauty , 
Still watch'd and guarded. by her waking Virtue, 
A pattern, tho I tear inimitable, 
For all ſucceeding Wives, Q Brutus! Brutus / 
When will the tedious Gods permit thy Soul 
To walk abroad in her own Maj-ſty, 
And throw this Vizor of thy madneſs from thee * 
O, what but infinite Spirit, propt by Fate, 
For Empire's weight to turn on, could endure 
As thou haſt done, the labours of an Age, 
All follies, ſcoffs, reproaches, pities, ſcorns, 
Indignities almoſt to blows ſuſtain'd, 
For twenty preſſing years, and by a Roman? 
To at deformity in thouſand ſhapes, 
To pleaſe the greater Monſter of the two, 
' Thar cries, bring forth the Beaſt, and let him tumble: 
With all variety of Aping madneſs, 
To bray, and bear more than the Aſle's burden ; 
Sometimes to whoot and ſcream, like midnight Owls, 
Then ſcrew my Limbs like a diſtorted Satyr , 
The World's Grimace, th'eternal Laughing-ſtock, 
Ot Town and Court, the Block, the Jeſt of Rope ; 
Yet all te while not to my deareſt Friend, + 


Father of his Country. 
Tomy own Children, nor my boſome Wife, 
Diſcloſe the weighty Secret of my Sonl. - 
O Rome, O Mother, be thou th'tmparrial Judge 
If this be Virtue, which yet wants a name, 

Which never any Age could parallel, 
And worthy of the toremoſt of thy Sons. 
[ Enter Horatius, Mutius. 

Mut. Horatins, heard'it thow where Sextus was laſt night 2? 

Hoy. Yes, at Collatia : *tis the buz of Rome ; | 
'Tis more than we that there has been foul play, 

Elſe, why ſhould Lacrece come. in this fad manner 
To old Lucretius houſe, and ſummon thither 
Her Father, Husband, each diſtin& Relation ? 
| [ Enter Fabritius, with Courtiers. 

Mut. Scatter it through the City, raiſe the People, 

And find Valerius out : away, Horatius. | Exeunt ſeverally. 

Fabr.Pr'ythee,let's talk no more on't.Look, here's Lord Brutus: 
Come, come, we'll divert our ſelves; For 'tis but juſt , that we 
who ſit at the Helm, ſhould now and then unruffle our State af- 
fairs with the impertinence of a Fool, Pr' ythee, Brutus, what's 
a Clock ? 

Brut. Clotho, Lachefis, Atropos; the Fates are three : let 
them but ſtrike, and I'Il lead you a Dance, my Maſters. 

Fab. But hark you, Brutus , doſt thou hear the news of 
Lucrece ? | 

Brut. Yes, yes; andT heard of the wager that was lay'd a» 
mong you, among you-whoring Lords at the Siege of Ardeu'; 
Ha, Boy ! about your handſome Wives : 

Fab. Well; and how, and how ? 

Brut. How you bounc'd from the Board, took Horſe , and 
rode like madmen, to find the gentle Lucrece at Collatia : but 
how found her? why, working with her Maids at midnight. 
Was not this monſtrous, and quite out of the faſhion ? Fine ſtuff 
indeed, for a Lady of Honor, when her Husband was out of the 
way,to fit weaving, and pinking, and pricking of Arras ? Now, 
by _ light, my Lord, your Wite made better uſe of her Pin- 
cuſhion. 

Fab. My Wife, my Lord? by Mars, my Wife! 

Brut, Why ſhould ſhe not, when a!l the Royal Nurſes do the 
lame? What ? what, my Lord,did you not find em at it ? whea 
you 
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you came from Coliatia'to Rome. Lartins, your Wife ; and 
yours Flaminius ? with'Tu/za's Boys, turning the Criſtals up, 
daſhing the Windows, and the Fates defying ? Now, by the 
Gods, [ think *twas Civil in you, dfcreetly done, Sirs, not to 
interrupt 'em. But for your Wife, Fabr:tius, VI! be ſworn for 
her, ſhe would not keep 'em-company. 

Fab. No marry would ſhe not ; ſhe hates Debauches : How 
have I heard her rail at Terentis, and-tell her next her heart 
upon the qualms, that drinking Wine fo late and tipling Spirits, 
would be the death of her”? 

Byut. Hark you,Gentlemen, it you would but be ſ-cret now, 
I could unfold ſuch a buſineſs ; my hife-on't, a very Plot upon the 
Court. 

Fab. Out with it ; we ſwear ſecreſie. 

Brut. Why thus then. To morrow Tul/za goes to the Camy; 
and I being Maſter of the Houſhold, have command to ſweep the 
Court of all its Furniture, and ſend it packing ro the Wars: 
Pandars, Sycophants, upſtart Rogues ; fine Knaves and urly 
Raſcals ; Flatterers, caſte, ſupple, cringing, pailing, ſmiling 
Villains: all, all to the Wars. 

Fab. By Mars, I donot like this Plot. 

Brut, Why, is it not a Plot ? a Plot upon your Selves, your 
Perſons, Families, and your Relations; even to your Wives, 
Mothers, Siſters, all your Kindred : For Whores too are included, 
Setters too, and Whore-procurers ; Bag and Baggage ; all, all 
to'the Wars. All hence, all Rubbiſh, Lumber out; and not a 
Baud be left behind, to put you in hope of hatching Whores 
hereafter. 

Fab. Hark, Lartius, he'll run from fooling to dire&t mad- 
neſs, and beat our Brains out. The Devil take the hindmoſt : 
_ your Servant, ſweet Brutus; noble, honorable Brutas, 

 Exennt, 
Enter Titus. 

Tit, *Tis done, *tis done, auſpicious Heav'n has joyn'd us, 

AndI this night ſhall hold her in my arms, 
Oh, Sir! 

Brut. Oh, S.r! that exclamation was too high : 
Such Raptures ill become the troubled times ; 

No more of 'em. And by the way, my Tus, 
Renounce your Teraminta. 


Tit. 


Father of bis. Conntry: 


Tit. Ha, my Lord! 

Brut. How now, my Boy ? 

Tit. Your counſel comes too late, Sir. 
Brut. Your reply, Sir, 

Comes too ill-manner'd, pert and ſaucy, Sir. 
Tit. Sir, I am marry'd, 
Brut. What, without my knowledge ? 
Tit. My Lord,I ask your pardon ; but that Hymenw——— 
Brut. Thouly'ſt : that honorable God would ſcorn it. 

Some baudy Flamen ſhuffled you together ;. 

Priapus lock'd you, whilke the Bachanals 

Sung your deteſted Epithalaminzm. 

Which of thy blood were the curs'd Witneſſes ? 

Who would be there at ſuch polluted Rites 

But Goats, Baboons, ſome chatr'ring old S;/enms ; 


- Or Satyrs, grinning at your ſlimy joys ?'' * 

. Tit, Oh, all the Gods! my Lord, your Son'1s marry'd. 
7 ToTarquin's — ; | 
p Brut. Baſtard. 


Tit. No, his Daughter. 5 Yo 2a by 

Brut. No matter : 1 

x To any of his Blood ; if-it be his, '' -- 

There is ſuch natural Contagion in it, ' 

| Such a Congenial Devil in thus Spirit, 

i Name, Liniage, Stock, that but to own a' part - 

2 Of his Relation, is to profeſs thy ſelf * 

Sworn Slave of Hell, and Bondman to'the Furies. - 

Thou art not Marry'd. 

|. Tit. O, is this poſſible ? 

x This change that I behold ? no part of him 

The ſame ; nor Eyes, nor Meen, nor Voiee, nor Geſture! 
A Brut. Oh, that the Gods would give my Arm the vigor: 
To ſhake this ſoft, effeminate, lazy Soul 

Fofth from thy boſom. No, degenerate Boy, 

Brutus is not the ſame ; the Gods have wak'd him 

from dead Stupidity, -to be a Scourge, 

Aliving Torment to thy diſobedience! | 

Look on my face, view my eyes flame, and tell me 

It ought thou ſeeſt but Glory and Revenge, 

A blood-ſhot Anger, and a burſt of Fury, 
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WhenT but think of Tarquirn. Daman the Monſter ; 
Fetch him, 'you Judges of th'etergal Deep, 

Arraign him, Chain him, plunge him in double fires : 
If after this thou ſeeſt a tenderneſs, 

A Woman's tear comev're my reſolution, | 
Think, Titus ; think, my Son, *tis Nature's fault, 

Not Roman Brutus, but a Father now. 

Tit, Oh, letime fall low as the Earth permits me, 
And thank the:Gods for this moſt happy change, 
That you are now, altho tomy contuſion, ' | 
That aw-ſu], God-like, 'and Commanding Brutus 
Which I ſo oft have wiſh'd you, - which ſometimes 
I thought imperfedly you were, or might be, 
When [ have taken unawares your Soul 
At abroad glance, ind forc'd/her to retire. 

Ah, my dear Lord, you need not add new threats, 
New marks of Anger':to compleat my Ruin, 

Your Titus has enough To break his heagt 

When he remembers that you durſt not truſt him: 
Yes, yes, my Lord I have a thouſand. frailties ; 
The mould you caſt me in, the breath, the blood, 
And Spirit which you gave me are unlike 

The God-like Author ; yet you gave 'em, Sir : 
And ſure, if you had pleas'd to honor me, 
T'immortalize my Name: to after Ages 

By? imparting your high cares, I ſhauld have found 
Atleaſt ſo much Hereditary Virtue 

As not to have divulg'd them. 

Brut. Riſe, my Son ; | 

Be ſatisfy'd thou art the firſt that know'ſt me : 

. A thouſand Accidents and Fated Cauſes 

Ruſh againſt every Bulwark I can raiſe, 

And half unhinge my Soul.- - For now's the time, 
Toſhake the Building of the Tyrant down. 

As from Night's Womb the glorious Day breaks forth. 
And ſeems to kindle from the ſetting Stars : 

So from the blackneſs of young Tarquzn's Crime 

And Fornace of his Luft; the virtuous Soul. 

Of Junizs Brutus catches bright occaſion, 

I ſee the Pillars of his Kingdom totter ; 


Father of bis Country; 


The Rape of Lucrece is the midnight Lantorn 
That lights my Genius down to the Foundation. 
Leave me to work, my Titus; O, my Son ; 
For from this Spark a Lightning ſhall ariſe 
That muſt e're Night purge all the Roma Air : 
And then the Thunder of his ruin follows. 
No more ; but haſte thee to Lucretins : 
I hear the Multitude, and muſt among them. 
Away, my Son, 
Tit. Bound, and obedient ever, [ Ext. 
Enter Vinditius with Plebeians. 
1.Cit. Jupiter defend us / I think the Firmament is all on 
2 light fire. Now, Negibour, as you were ſaying, as to the 
Cauſe of Lightning and Thunder, and for the Nature of Pro» 


digies. 

Yin What! a Taylor, and talk of Lightning and Thunder ? 
why, thou walking Shred, thou moving Bottom , thou up- 
right Needle, thou ſhaving edging Skirt, thou Flip-flap of 
a Many thou vaulting Flea, thou Nit, thou Nothing, doft 
thou talk of Prodigies when I am by? O tempora, O mo- 
res! But, Neighbours, as I was ſaying, what think you of 
Valerins ? 

All. Valerius, Valerins ! _ | 
Vin, Fknow you are piping hot for Sedition ; you all gape for 
Rebellion : but what's the near ? For look you, Sirs, we the 
People in the Body Politic are but the Guts of Government ; 
therefore we may rumble and grumble, and Croke our hearts 
out, if we have never a Head : why, how ſhallwe be nouriſh*d? 
—_ I ſay, let us get us a Head, a Head my Ma- 

ers. 

. Brut. Prote me, Fove, and guard me from the Fantom ! 
Can this ſo horrid Apparition be ; 
Or is it but the making of my Fancy ? 

« Vin, Ha, Brutus ! what, where is this Apparition ? 

I. Cit. This is the Tribune of the Celeres 
A notable Head-picce, and the King's Jeſter. 

Brut. By Jove, a Prodigy! | 

Vin. Nay, l:keenough; the Gods are very angry : 

I know they are, they told me ſo themſelves; . 
tor look you Neighbours, I for my own part 
C 


10 Lucims Junius Brutus ; 
Have ſeen to day fourſcore and nineteen Prodigies and a hatt, 

Brut. But this'is a whole one.  O, moſt horrible ! 
Look, Vinditius, yonder, ore that part 
O'the Capitol, juſt, juſt there man, yonder, look. 

Vin. Ha, my Lord: , 

Brut. Ialways took thee for a quick-fighted Fellow : 
What, art thou blind ? why, yonder, all o'fire ; 

It vomits Lightning ; *'tis a monſtrous Dragon. | 

Vin. O,1ſeeit: O Fupiter and Funo ! By the Gods I ſeen; 
O Neighbours, look, look, look, on his filthy Noſlrils ! 

*'T has eyes like flaming Saucers ; and a Belly 
Like a burning Caldron : with ſuch a ſwinging Tail! 
And ©; a thing, ' a'thing that's all o' fire! 

Brut, Ha! now it fronts us with a Head that's mark'd: 
With Tarquin's mame : and fee, 'tis Thunder-ſtrook ! 

Look yonder how it whizzes through the Air !. 
The Gods haveſtrook it down ; *tis gone, 'tis vanih'd. 
©, Neighbours, what, what ſhould this Portent mean ? 

Vin. Mean! why, it's plain ; did we not ſee the Mark. 
Upon the Beaſt ? Tarqain's the Dragon, Neighbours, 
Tarquin's the Dragon, and.the Gods ſhall ſwinge him. 

All, A Dragon! a Tarquin / 

1. Cit, For my part, I ſaw nothing. 

Vin. How, Rogue? why, this is Prodigy on Prodigy ! 


Down with him, knockhim down. ; what not ſee the Dragon? 


1, Cit, Mercy : I did, 1did ;. a buge monſtrous Dragon, 
Brut. So:;. not a word of this, my Maſters,not for. your lives: 
Meet me anon at the Forum ; but not a word. 
Vinditius , tell *em the Tribune of the Celeres- 
Intendsthis night to give thenran Oration. 


[Exiz.Vendit. and Rabble. 


* Emer Tncrece, Valcrius, Lucretius, Mutius, Herminius, Ho- 
ratius, Titus, Tiberius, Collatinus. 


Brut. Fa! inthe open Air ?, ſo near, you Gods ? 
So ripe your Judgments ?- nzy, then let 'em break , 
And burſt the hearts of thoſe thiat have deſerv'd them. 
Lacrece, OiCollatine'! art thou come? 
Alas, my Husband! O-my Love ! my Lord!. 


Father of bis Country; 


Coll. O Lucrece ! ſee, I have obey'd thy Summons : 


[have thee in my Arms; but ſpeak, my Fair, 
Say, is all well ? 

Lucrece. Away, and do nottouch me : 
Stand near, but touch me not. © My Father too ! 
Lucretius, art thou here ? 

Luc. Thou ſeeſt I am, 
Haſte, and relate thy lamentable Story. 


—_ 


Lucrece. If there be Gods, O, will they not revenge me ? 


Draw near, my Lord; for ſure you have a ſhare 


Intheſe ſtrange woes. Ah, Sir, what have you done ? 


Why did you bring that Monſter of Mankind 
The other Night, tocurſe Collatia's walls ? 
Why did you blaſt me with that horrid Viſage, 
And blot my Honor with the Blood of Targuin ? 
Coll, O all the Gods! 
Lucrece. Alas, they are far off; 
Or ſure they would have help'd the wretched Lycreces 
Hear then, and tell it to the wondring World, 
Laſt night the Luſtful bloody Sextus came 
Late, and benighted to Col/atia, 
lntending, as he ſaid, for Rome next morning 
But in the dead of Night, juſt when ſotr ſleep 
Had ſeal'd my eyes, and quite becalm'd my Soul, 
Methought a horrid voice thus thunder'd in my ear, 
Lucrece, thou'rt mine, ariſe and meet my Arms : 
When ſtrait I wak'd, and found young Tarquzin by me, 
His Robe unbutton'd, red and ſparkling eyes, 
The fluſhing blood that mounted in his tace, 
The trembling eagerneſs that quite devour'd him, 
With only one grim Slave that held a Taper, 
At that dead ſiilneſs of the murd'ring Night 
Sufficiently declar'd his horrid purpole. 
Coll. O, Lucrece, O! 
Lucrece. How is it poſſible to ſpeak the Paſſion 
The fright, the throes, and labour of my Soul ? 
Ah, Collatine ! half dead 1 turn'd away 
Tohide my ſhame, my anger, and my bluſhes, 
While he at firſt with a diſſembled mildneſs 
Attempted on my Honor A 
2 


But 
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But haſtily repuls'd, and with diſdain, 
He drew fac Ford: and locking his left hand 
Faſt in my hair, he hefdit to my breaſt : 
Proteſting by the Gods, the Fiegds and Furies, 
If 1 refus'd, him he would give;me death ; 
And ſwear be found me with that ſwarthy Slave 
Whom he would leave there murder'd by my ide. 
Brut. Villain! Damn'd Villain! 
Lucrece. Ah Collatine ! Oh Father! Junius Brutus ! 
AlFthatare kin to this diſhonor'd blood, _ 
How will you view me now ? Ab, how forgive me ? 
Yet think not, Col/qrine, with my laſt tears, 
With theſe laſt ſighs, theſe dying groans, I beg you 
I do Conjure my Love, my Lord, my Husband, 
Oh think me not conſenting once in thought, 
Tho he in a& poſſeſs'd his furious pleaſure : 
For, oh, the name, the name of an Adultreſs !—— 
But herel faint ; Oh help me : 
Emagine me, my Lord, but what I was, 
And whatlI ſhortly ſhall be ; cold and dead. 
Coll. Oh you avenging Gods !. Lucrece; my Love, 
I ſwear I donot think thy Soul conſenting : 
And therefore forgive thee. 
Lucrece. Ah, my Lord ! 
Were I tolive, how ſhould I anſwer this ? 
All that I ask you now is to Revenge me ; 
Revenge me Father, Husband, Oh revenge me : 
Revenge me, Brutus ;, you his Sons revenge me ;. 
Herminius, Mutius, thou Horatius too, 
And thou Valerius ; all ;. revenge me all : 
Revenge the Honor of the Raviſh'd Zucrece. 
All. We will Revengg thee, 
Lucrece. thank you all ; Tthank you, noble Romans: 
And that my life, tho well I know you wiſh it, 
May not hereafter ever give example 
Fo any that, like me, ſhall' be diſhonor'd,. 
Tolive beneath ſo loath'd an Infamy ; 
Faus 1 for ever loſe it, thus ſet free 
My Soul, my Life and Honour all together:-: | 
Revenge me ; Oh Revenge, Revenge,Revenge. oy 
Wc, 


F ather of bis Country, 
Luc. Strook to the heart, already motionleſs. 

Coll, O give me way t'Imbalm her with my tears ; 
For who has that propriety of Sorrow ? 

Who dares to claim an equal ſhare with me? 

Brut. That, Sir, dare ; and every Roman here. 
What now ? at your laments ? your puling Sighs? 
And Womans drops ? Shall theſe quit ſcores for blood ? 
For Chaſtity, for Rome, and violated Honor ? 

Now, by the Gods, my Soul diſdains your tears :. 
There's not a common Harlot in the Shambles 
But for a Drachma ſhall out-weep you all, 
Advance the Body nearer : See, my Lords, 
Behold, you dazed Romans, from the wound' 
Of this dead Beauty, thus I draw the Dagger, 
All tain'd and recking with her Sacred blood, 
Thus to my lips I put the Hallow'd blade, 

To yours Lucretius, Collatinus yours, 

To yours Herminius, Mutius, and Horatius, - 
And yours, Valerins : kiſs the Ponnyard round : 
Now joyn your hands with mine, and ſwear, ſwear all,. 
By this chaſt Blood, chaſt ere the Royal Villain 
Mixt his foul Spirits with the ſpotleſs Maſs, 
Swear, and let all the Gods be witneſles, 

That you with me will drive proud T2rquzz out, 
His Wife , th Imperial Fury, and her Sons, 

With all the Race ; drive 'em with Sword and Fire 
To the World's limits, Profligate accurſt : 

Swear from this time never to ſuffer them, 

Nor any other King to Reign in Rome. 

All, We Swear. 

Brut. Well have you ſworn : and Oh, methinks I'fee- 
The hovering Spirit of the Raviſh'd Matron 
Look down ; She bows her Airy head'to bleſs you,, 
And Crown ttPauſpicious Sacrament with ſmiles. 
Thus with her Body high expos'd to view, 

March to the Forum with this Pomp of Death. 

Oh Lucrece ! Oh ! 

When tothe Clouds thy Pile of Fame is rais'd 
While Rowe is Free thy Memory ſhall be prais'd :: 
*nate and People, Wives and Virgins all, 
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Shall once a Fear before thy Statue fall ; 

Curſing the Targuins, they thy Fate ſhall mourn; 

But, when the thoughts of Liberty return, 

Shall bleſs the happy hour when thou wert born. [Extunt, 


LO —— 


ACT 11 SCE. 4 
The Forum. 


Tiberius, Fabritius, Lartins, Flaminius. 


Tib.  \ Abritius, Lartius, and Flaminias, 
F As you are Romans, and oblig'd by Targuin, 
I dare confide in you ; I fay again, 
TholT could not refuſe the Oath he gave us, 

I diſapprove my Father's undertaking : 

I'm Loyal to the laſt, and ſo will ſtand, 

I am in haſte, and muſt to Tx/1/4. 

Fab. Leave me, my Lord, to deal with the Mult:tude. 
T:b. Remember this in ſhort. A King is one 

To whom you may complain when you are wrong'd ; 
The Throne lies openin your way for Juſtice : 

You may be angry, and may be forgiven. 

There's room for favor, and for benefit, 

Where Friends and Enemies may come together, 
Have preſent hearing, prefent compoſition, 

Without recourſe to the Litigious Laws ; 

Laws that are cruel, deaf, inexorable, 

That caſt the Vile and Noble altogether ; 

Where, if you ſhould exceed the bounds of Order, 
There is no pardon : O, 'tis dangerous, 

To have all Actions judg'd by rigorous Law, 


What, 
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What, to depend on Innocence 8lone, 

Among ſo many Accidents and Errors 

That wait on human life * Conſider it ; 

Stand faſt, be Loyal : I muſt to the Queen. [ Exit. 

Fab.. A pretty Speech, by Mercury / Look you, Lartins , 
when the werds lye like alow Wreſtler, round, cloſe and ſhort, 
ſquat, pat and pithy. 

Lar. But what ſhould we do here, Fabritius? the Multitude 
will tear us in pieces. 

Fab. "Tis true, Lavrtizs, the Multitude is a mad thing; a 
ſtrange blunder-headed Monſter, and very unruly : But elo- 
quence is ſuch a thing, a fine, moving , florid, pathetical 
Speech ?. But ſee,. the Hydra comes : let me alone ; fear not, I 
ſay, fear not. | | 
[Enter Vinditius, with Plebeians. 

Vir. Ceme, Neighbours, rank your ſelves, plant your ſelves, 
ſetyour ſelves in Order ; the Gods are very angry) Fil fay that 
for'em:: pough , pough, I begin to ſweat already ; and they? 

- findus work enough to day, I'll tell you that. And to fay 
truth,. I never lik'd Tarquin, before I ſaw the Mark in his fore. 
head: for look you, Sirs, I am a true Commonwealths-man;, 
and. do not naturally love Kings, tho they be good ; for why 
ſhould any one man: have more power than the People ? Is he 
bigger, or wiſer than the People ?' Has he more Guts, or more 

Brains than the People ?? What can he do for the People, that 

the People can't do for them ſelves? Can he make Corn 

orow in a Famine ? can he give us Rain in Drought ? or make 
our.Pots boil, tho the Devil piſs in the Fire? © 

r.Cit. For my part, I hate all:Courtiers ;: and I think I have 
reaſon for't. 
| Vin. Thou reaſon! Well, Taylor, and what's: thy rea-« 
0n'? 

1. Cit. Why , Sir, there was a' Crew of 'em t'other Night 
got drunk.,. broke my windows, and handled my wite. 

Vin, How Neighbours ? Nay, now the Fellow has reaſon. 
look you :. his wife handled! why, this is a matter” of mo- 
ment, a Þ 

1. Cit. Nay, Tknow there were ſome of the Princes, for F 
heard Sextus his name; 


Vim. 
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Vin. T, 1, the King's Sons, my life for't ; ſome of the King' 


Sons, Well, theſe roaring Lords-never do. any good among ys 


Citizens: they are ever breaking the Peace, running in our 
Debts, and ſwindging- our wives. | 

Fab. 'How long at length, thou many-headed Monſter, 
You Bulls, and Bears, you roaring Beaſts and Bandogs, 
Porters and Coblers, Tinkers, Taylors, all 
You Raſcally Sons of VV hores in a Civil Government, 

How long, I ſay, dare you abuſe our patience ? 
Does not'the thought of Rods and Axes fright you ? 
Does not our preſence, ha, theſe eyes, theſe taces 

' Strike you with trembling? Ha! 

Vin, VVhy , what haye we here? a very Spit-fire, the 
Crack-fart of the Court. Hold, let me ſee him nearer: 
yes, Neighbours, this is one of 'em, one of your roaring 
Squires that poke us in the night, beat the V Vatch,and deflowr 
our V Vives. I know him Neighbours, for all his bouncing and 
I. Roaring] this is a Court-Pimp, a Baud, one of Targuins 

auds. 

Fab. Peace thou obſtreperous Raſcal ; I am a man of Honor, 
Oneof the Equeſirian Order ; my name Fabritins, 

Vin. Fabritius ! Your Servant, Fabritins. Down with 
him. Neighbours ; an upſtart Rogue; this is he that was 
the Queen's Coachman, and drove the Chariot over her Fa- 
ther's- Body : Down with him, down with 'em all ; Bauds, 
thn Pandars. 

ab. O merey, mercy, mercy! 

/in. Hold, Neighbours,: hold : as we are great, let- us be 
juſt. ' ' You, Sirrah; you of the Equeſtrian Order}, Koight! 
now, by Fove, he has the look of a Pimp; I find we cant 
ſave him. Riſe, Sir Knight; and tell me before the Mi 
zeſty of the People , what have you to ſay, that you 
ſhould net have your neck. broke ' down the Tarpean 
Rock, your Body burnt, and your Aſhes thrown in the 
Tiber ! | 

Fab, Oh! oh! oh! | 

Vin. A Courtier ! a Sheep biter. Leave off your blubbering, 
4nd confeſs, ; 

ab. Oh! I will confeſs, I will conſeſs. 


Vir. 
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Vis: Anſwer me then. Was not you once the Queen's 
Coachman ? (NH bs * 

Fab. 1 was, I was. 

Vin, Did you-not drive her Chariot over the Body of her Fa- 
ther, the dead King Tullus ? | S 

Fab. 1 did, I did : thoit went againſt my Conſcience, 

Vin, So much the worſe. Have you not ſince abuſed the good 
Pcople, by ſeducing the Citizens Wivesro Court, for the King's 
Sons ? have you not by your Bauds tricks, been the occaſion of 
their making aſſault on the Bodies of many. a virtuous diſpos'd 
Gentlewoman ? 

Fab, I have, I have. -- | 

Vin. Have you not wickedly held the Door , while the 
Daughters of the wiſe Citizens have had their Veſſels broken 


Fab. Oh, I confeſs, many a time and oſten. | 

Vin. For all which Services to your Princes, and ſo highly 
deſerving of the Commonwealth, you have receiv'd the Honor 
of Knighthood ? | 1" | | 

Fab, Mercy, mercy : I confeſs it all. 

Vin. Hitherto I have helpt you to ſpell ; now pray. put toge- 
_—_ your ſelf :;-and confeſs the: whole matter -in . three 
words. todo 155 L320 6 G4 | 
Fab. I was at firſt the San of a Car-man;, came.to the honor 
of being Tul;a's Coachman, have been a Pimp, ' and remain a 
_— at the mercy of the People, | 

in, Well, I am mov'd, my bowelsare ſtir'd: .take em a- 
Way, and let *emonly be hang'd : Away with 'em,: away with 
em. | 2 {> ne 

Fab. Oh mercy ! help, help. noabes 20s 

Vin. Hang 'em, Rogues, Pimps; hang *em I fay. Why, 


= 


' ok you, Neighbours , .this-is Law, Right ,' and Juſtice : this 


s the Peoples Law ; and I think that's -better than; the Arbi- 
trary power of Kipgs.: . Why, here-was:Trial, Condemnati- 
0M, and Execution,” without more 'ado. Hark , hark ; what 
ave we here? look, look, the Tribune of the Celeres / Bring 
forth the Pulpit, the Pulpit. | Ft, 
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Trumpets ſound a dead March, 


Enter Brutus, Valerius, Herminius, Mutius, Horatius, Lucretiug, 
Collatinus, WMdrius, Titus : 4th ihe Body of Lucreee, 


Val. I charge you Fathers, Nobles, Romans, Friends, 

Magiſtrates, all you People, hear Valerins. 
This day, O Romans, is a day of wonders, 
The villanies of Targuin are compleat : 
Tolay whoſe Vices open: to your view, 

To give you Reaſons for his Baniſhment, 
With the Expulfion of bis wicked Race ; 

The Gods have chofen Lucins Junins BYmins, 
The ſtupid, ſenſleſs, and illiterate Brutus, 
Their Orator in this prodigious Cauſe : 

Let him aſcend, and Silenee be Proclaim'd. 

Vin. A Brutus, a Brutas, a Brutns / Silenee there ; 
Silence, I ſay, Silence on pain of death, 

Brut. Patricians, People, Friends, and Romans all, 
Had notth'inſpiring Gods by wonder brought-me 
Frem clouded Sence, tothis full-Day of Reaſon, 
Whence, with a Prophets proſpe@, I behold 
The State of Rowe, afid:Danger of the World ; 

- Yet in a Cauſe like this, inks the weak. 
Enervate, ſtupid Brutus might ſuffice : 

O the eternaF Gods ? bring but the Statues. 

Of Romulus and Numa, plant 'em-here 

On either hand of this cold: Roman Wife, 

Only to ſtand and point that publie wound ; 

.O Romans, oh, what uſe would be of Tongues ! 
What Orator need ſpeak while they were by 
Would not the Majelty of thoſe dumb-Forms 

Inſpire your Souls, and Arm you for the Cauſe ? 
Would you not curſe the Author-of the murder, 

And drivehim from the Earth with Sword and Fire ? 
But where, methinks I hear the People ſhour, 
Fhear the cry of. Rome, where is: the Monſter ?: 
Bring-Targuin forth, bring the Deſtroyer. out, 
By whoſe curs'd off-ſpring, Luſtſul Bloody Sextus, 


retius, 
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This perfect mould of Roman Chaſtity, 

This Star of ſpotleſs and immortal Fame, 

This pattern tor all Wives, the Roman Lucrece 
Was touly brought to a diſaſtrous end. 


V;n.O,Neighbours,oh !I bury'd ſeven Wives without crying, 


Nay, I never wept betore in all my life. | 
Brut. O the Immortal Gods, and thou great Stayer 
Of falling Rome, if to his own Relations, 
(For Collatinus is a Tarquin too) 
If wrongs ſo great to them, to his own blood ; 
What then to us, the Nobles and the Commons ? 
Not to remember you of his paſt Crimes, 
The black Ambition of his furious Queen, 
Who drove her Chariot through the Cyprian Street 
On ſuch a damn'd Deſign, as might have turn'd 
The Steeds of Day, and ſhock'd the ſtarting Gods, 
Bleſt as they are, with an uneaſie moment: 
Add or to this, oh! add the horrid ſlaughter 
Of all the Princes of the Roman Senate, 
Invading Fundamental Rightand Juſtice, 
Breaking the ancient Cuſtoms, Statutes, Laws, 
With politive pow'r, and Arbitrary Luſt ; 
And thoſe Aﬀairs which were before diſpatch'd 
In public by the Fathers, now are forc'd 
To his own Palace, there to be determin'd 
As he, and his Portentous Council pleaſe. 
But then for you. 
Vis. I, for the People, come ; 
Andthen, my Mirmydons, to pot with him. 
Brut. 1 ſay, if thus the Nobles have been wrong'd, 
What Tongue can ſpeak the grievance of the People ? 
Vin. Alas, poor People ! | 


Brut. You that were once a free-born People, fam'd 


In his Fofefathers days for Wars abroad, 


The Conquerors of the World ; Oh Rome / Oh Glory ! 


What are you now ? what has the Tyrant made you 

The Slaves, the Beaſts, the Afles of the Earth, 

The Soldiers of the Gods Mechanic Laborers, 

Drawers of Water, Taskers, Timber-fellers, 

Yok'd you like Bulls, his very Jades for Tugga8e, 
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Drove you with Scourges down to dig in Quarries, 
To cleanſe his Sinks, the Seavengers o'th' Court : 
While his lewd Sons, tho not on work fo hard, 
Employ'd your Daughters and your Wives at home. 
Vim. Fes marry did -they. 
Brut, O all the Gods ! what are you Romans ?, ha * 
If this be'true; why: have you been fo' backward ?- 
Oh ſluggiſh Souls! Oh fall of former Glory !. | 
That would not rouze unleſs a Woman wak'd you ! 
Behold ſhe comes,-and calls you to revenge her ; 
Her Spirit hovers if the Air, tne þ FE NS: 
To Arms, to Arms ; drive, drive the Tarquiny out. 
Behold this Dagger, taken from-her wound, 
She bids you fix this Trophee on your Standard, 
This Ponnyard which ſhe tab'd into her heart, 
And bear her-Body in'your Battels front : - 
Or will you ſtay till Faygzzin does return,” «* 
To ſee your Wives and Childretr drag d about; 
Your Houſes burnt, the Temples alt profan'd, 
The City filPd with Rapes, Aduſteries, © 
The Ther choak'd'with Bodies, all the Shores ' 
And neighb'ring Rocks beſmear'd with Roman'blaod ? 
Vin, Away, away ; letsburn bisPalace firſt: | 
Brut. Hold, hold, my Friends. As have been th' Infpirer 
Of this moſt juſt Revenge ; ſo intreat you, 
Oh worthy Romans, take me with you ſt1l/: 
Drive Tullia out, and all of Tarquir's Race; 
Expel *em without Damage to theirperſons, - 
Tho not without reproach. Vinditzus, you 
T truſt in this. So proſper us the Gods, 
Proſper our Cauſe; proſper the-Commonwealth, 
Guard and Detend the Liberty.of Rome. 
Vin, "Fiberty, Liberty, Liberty. 
All. Liberty, &c, + Ec 
Val. O Brutus, as a God, we all ſurvey. thee ; 
Let then rhe Gratitude 'we ſhould expreſs 
Beloſt in Admiration; Well we know: 
V:rtue like thine, fo fierce; ſo like the Gods, © * © 
That more than thou'prefents we could not bear, 
Looks with diſdain on Ceremonious honors ; 


; [ Exeant. 
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Thereſore accept in ſhort the thanks of Rowe : 
Firſt with our Bodies thus we worſhip thee, 
Thou Guardian Genins of the Commonwealth, 


; Thou Father and Redeemer of thy Country ;-. 


Next we, as Friends, witlyequal Arms embrace thee; 1: 
That Bruins may remember, the-his vertue F 
Soar to the Gods, he is & Roman fil], 
Brut. And whenlI am not fo; .or once in thought 
Conſpire the Bondage of my Country-men, 
Strike me. you, Gods; tear me, QRomans; piect-rheal, . 
And let your Brutus beimore loath'd than Targuin:. 
But now to thoſe Aﬀairs that want a view, 
Imagine then the fame of. what is done 
Has reach'd to Ardeaz whence the trembling King, 
By Guilt and Nature quick andapprehenſite, (i 1 
With a bent brow comes poſt for higRevenge':s. : ;f! \ 
To make exatnplesot the Mutiniers © VV 27 x 
Let him come on. Lucretins; to your care 
The charge and cuſtody.gf Rome 1s-given ;: 
While we, with-all the Force that can be rais'd,. 
Waving the Tarqguins on the common Road; : 
Reſolve to joyn the Army at'the Camp, 1: 
What thinks Valer#us.of the conſequence? + 
Val. As of alucky hit. - There is anumber. 
Of Malecontents that wiſh for ſuch a time :. 
I think that only ſpeed is neceſſary 
To Crown the whole event. ;/ 
Byut. Go then yourſelf, , - ; ; - - + 
With theſe Aſſiſtants, and make inſtant head: 
Well as you can, .numbers will-not be- wanting; - 
To Mars his Field : I have but ſome few Orders 
Toleave with T:##5; that mnt bedifpers'tg.4 1:07 {1 
And Brutus ſhall attend youz;.r{4 ol 10th el monty nts 
kal.The Gods dire& you Exeunt-with the Body of Luerece. 


Manent Brutus, Titus. 
Brut, Titus, my Son? * | Fats'l 7; 
Tit. My ever honor'd Lord. 470M 152tl2omnts fl. 
Eat. Ithink, my Titus, © {nonont es nt Av 


Nay, by the Gods, I dare proteſt it to thee; TI | 
tove thee more than any of my Children. 


Tit 


2 , Loviu Juni Brutw; 


T:t. How, Sir, ehftdw, my Lord, have I deſerv'd it? 
Brut. Therefore blove'thee more, becauſe, my Son, 


Thou haſt deſerv'diry for, to ſpeak ſincerely, 
There's ſuch a ſweerneſs ftill in all thy manners, 
An Air ſovpen, 'and'a browdo-clear, - - / - 

A temper ſo remov'd:ifrom Vilkhny," {7 © © 
With fach a manly plainneſs in thy dealing, 
That not tolove thee, O my Son, my Titus, 
Were to be envious of ſo great a Vertue. 

Tit. O; all the Qods; where will this kindneſs end ? 
Why do you thus, O'my toogracious'Lord, ' © 
Diſlolve at once the being that you gave me ; 
Unleſs you mean to ſcrew me to performance 
Beyond the reach of Man 2 
Ah why, my Lord, do you oblige me more, 

Than my humannye.an e'rererurn ? 


Brut, Yes, Titus, thou conceiv'ft thy Father right, i: 


I find our Genij know each other well ; 

And Minds, my Son, of our uncommon make 
When once the Mark's in view, never ſhoot wide, 
But in a Line come level tothe'Whne, . 
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en, to the Shocki rpoſe. ' Once apaiu 
I fay, I ſwear, I res: O my Son ; O's 
T like thy Frame, the Fingers of the Gods 
I ſee have left their Maſtery thee, 

They have been tapering up thy Roman Form, 
And the Majeſlick priats at large appear : 

Yet ſomething they have left for me to finiſh, 

Which thus I preſs thee to, thus in my Arms 

I faſhion thee, I'mould thee tomy heart, 

What? doſt thou kgeel? ;nay, ſtandup now a Roman, 
Shake from thy Lids that dew that hangs upon 'em, 
And anſwer to tiPauſterity of my Vertue. 

Tit. If I muſtdye, you Gods, I am prepar'd : 
Let then my Fate'ſuffice ; but do not rack me 
With ſomething more. 

Brut. Titus, as I remember, 

You told me you were Marry'd. 

Tit. My Lord, I did. 


i 
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Brut. To Teraminta, Tarquin's natural Daughter: . 
Tit. Moſt true, my Lord, to that poor vertuous Maid, 

Your T:tus, Sir, your moſt unhappy Son, 

Is joyn'd for ever. 

Brut. No,. Titus, not for ever. 

Not but I know the Virgin beautiful ; 

For I did oft converſe her, when I ſeem'd' 

Not to converſe at all : Yet more, my Son, 

Ithink her chaſtly good, moſt ſweetly fram'd, 

Without the ſmalleſt TinQure of her Father ; 

Yet, Titus, ——Ha !: what, man ? what, all in tears ?] 

Art thou ſofoft, that only ſaying yet 

Has daſh'd thee thus ?. nay then I'll plunge thee down, 

Down-to the bottom of this fooliſh Stream: 

Whoſe brink thus makes thee tremble... No, my Son, 

If thou art mine, thou art not Teraminta's ; 

Or, if thou art, I ſwear thou muſt.not. be, 

Thou ſhalt not be hereafter, 

Tit. O the Gods ! Th 

Forgive me, Blood and Daty, all reſpects 

Due to a Father'sname : not Teraminta's / 

Brut. No, by the Gods I ſwear, not Teramintd's.. 

No, Titus, by tveternal Fates, thathang 

I hope auſpicious o're the head'of Rome, . 

Ill grapple with thee on this ſpot! of Earth 

About this Theam, till one of us fall dead ; 

til ſtruggle with thee for this point of Honor, 

And tug with Teraminta far thy heart 

AsI have done for: Rome :: yes, ere we part,. 

Fix'd as you are by Wedlock joyn'd- and faft, 

Fl ſet you far gſunder :- nay, on this, 

This ſpotted blade, bath'd inthe blood of Lacrece, 

Pl] make thee ſwear on this thy Wedding night 

Thou wilt not touch thy Wife. 

Tit. Conſcience, heart and/bowels, 
Am1 a man? have my fleſh about me ? 
\ Brut, Tknow thou haſt too much of Fleſh about thee ; 
Tis that, my Son, that and thy Blood 1 fear 
More than thy Spirit, which is truly Roman ; 
But let the heated Chanels of thy Veins 


Boil 
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Boil o're ; Itill ami obſtinateiin'this ; + -/ | 


Thou ſhglttitnounce thy Father or thy Loves: ;12 0 a 


Either reſolve to part with Terqminta,-: --- : 
To ſend her forth, with Tu a, to her Father, - 
Or ſhake hands with me, part, and be geceurs'd ; 
Make me believe thy Motherplay'd me falſe, 
And, in my abſence, ſtampt thee with a Zargquiy. 
Tit. Hold, Sir, I do conjure you'by the Gbds, -- 
Wrong not my Mother, tho-you doom-me dead ; 
Curſe me not till you hear-what b reſolve, :: | 
Give me alittle time to rouze- my'Spirits, - 
Tomuſter all the Tyrant-man-about/me,'': ':--./ 
All that is fierce, auſteeyand greatly:cruel : - 
To Titus and his Teramenta's rhin;! 40 7711 


Brut. Remember me ; -look on thy Fathers ſuffrings, 


What he has born for twenty rowling years; : 

Tf thou haſt nature, worth, or. honour in thee,] | 2: 
The contemplation of my cruel labours. 5154! = 2* 7 
Will ſtir thee up to this new at of glory : '-/ 
Thou want'ſt the Image of thy Father's wrongs ; 

O take it then, refleked with the. warmth 

Of all the tenderneſs. thatTean give thee: ©. 
Perhaps it ſtood in a wronglight befortig:::5:- .., 

T'll try all ways toplace ircoaduantage:: .! -: » 17 
Learn by my rigorous Roman Refolution' 

To ſtiffen thy unharraſs'd-Infant vyertue :: - 

T do allow thee fond; young; ſoft, andgentle, 
Train'd by the Charms of enethetis:imoſts lovely ; 7 
Yet, Titus, this muſt-a4lbeloſt;when Honor, :: £0 


When Rome, the Wofld, and the Gods come'roclaim us : ** | 


Think then thou hear'ſt 'em ery, obey: thy: Father ; 
If thou art falſe, or perjur*d, there-he ftands 


Accountable to us; but ſwear tobey; ii! {5 vo ht 1 95D 
Implicitly believe him, that, if oughe/ \:.: '': FI 1 
Be ſworn amiſs, thou may'{thavehbaght-to anſwer}?! * 

Tit, What is it, Sir, that you would have —_ i 


That I may ſcape your Curſe, ' and gain your bleſſing 


Brut. That thou this night will part with Teraminta, 


For once again I ſwear, . if here ſhe ſtayes, 
What for the hatred of the Multjtude: :. . 


And 
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ind my Reſolves to drive out-Tarquiy's Race, 
Her perſon is not ſafe,” - 
Tit, Here, take me, Sir; - | 


- Take me before 1 cool :. I ſwear this night .: 


That I will part with (Oh!) my Teraminta. 
Brut. Swear too, and by the Soul of Raviſh'd Lucrece, 
Tho on thy Bridal night, thou wiltnot touch her, 
Tit, I ſwear, ev'n by the Soul of, her you nam'd, 
The Raviſh'd Lucrece, Oh th' Immortal Gods! | 
l will aot touch her. | » 
Brut. So ; I truſt thy Virtue ::.; , 
And, by the Gods,:I thank thee far:the Conqueſt. 
Once more, with all the hleſlings 4can give thee, 
I take thee to my arms ; thus-on-my. breſl, '- 
The hard and rugged Pillow of thy Honor,” 
I wean thee from thy. Love :. Farewel-; he faſt 
To what thou *ſt ſworn; and I am thine fgr ever.; [ Exit. 
Tit. ſolus. To what-thou '(t ſworn !;Qh- Heaven and Earth 
What have I ſworn? to part-with Teramimta? , i. (what's that? 
Topart with ſomething dearerto my. licart | 
Than my Life's drops? What! not n On night enjoy her ? 
Renounce my Vows, the Rights, the Duegof Marriage, 
Which now I gave her, and the/Prieft was witneſs, 
Bleſs'd with a floud that ſtream'd;frpm both our eyes, 
And ſeal'd with ſighs, and ſmiles, and deathleſs kifles ; 
Yet after this to ſwear thou wilt not touch her / 
Oh, all the Gods, I did forſwear my felf 
In ſwearing that, and will forſwear again : 
Not touch her ! O thou perjur'd: Braggard ; where, 
Where are thy Vaunts, thy Proteſtations now ? 
| Enier Teraminta. 
She comes to ſtrike thy ſtaggering Duty down : 
Tisfall'n, 'tis gone ; Oh,Terawsinta, come, 


> Come to my. arms thou any: joy of: Titzs, 


Huſh to my cares, thou m3ſsof- hoarded ſweets; 
Seleted hour of all Lite's happy moments ; 
What ſhall I ſay to thee ? | 

Ter. Say any alingygoq ws 1 6 7 
For while you ſpeak, methinks2 ſudden calm, 
lo ſpight of all the-hortor that ſurrounds me, 


26 Encins Tunins Brutus ; 
Falls upon every frighted. faculty -. - 
And puts my Soul in Tune. O, Titus, Oh! 
Methinks my Spirit ſhivers in her houſe, * 
Shrugging,as if the longd tobeat relt ; 

With this toreſight, to-dye thus 1n your arms 
Were to prevent a world of following ills. 

Ter. What ills, my Love ? what: power has Fortune now: 

But we can brave'? *'Tisitrug, my Teraminta 
The Body of the World is-out of: frarhe, 

The vaſt diſtorted limbs are on the Rack 
And all the Cable Sinews ſtretch'd roburſting, 

The Blood termentsy and/rhe Majeſtick Spirit, - 

Like Hercules:in the inyenorh'd Shirt, | 
Lies in a Fever on the Horrid'Pile :: 

My Father, like an fiſrulbpins 
Sent by the Gods, comes boldly to the Cure ; 

But how, my Love2iby-violent'Remedies,. 

And fates that Rome; ere yer ſhe canbe well, - 

Muſt purge and.caſt, purge all th' infected. humors 
Through the whole maſs; - and vaſtly, vaſtly bleed; 

Ter. Ah, Titus ' I my ſelf 'but now beheld 

Th\ expulſion of theQueers, driv'n from her Palace: 

By the inrag'd and rriadding Multitude ; 

And hardly ſcap'd my Telf:tgfindyou here. 

Tit. Why, yet, my Teraminta, we may ſmile. 

Come then to bed, ere yet the night deſcends 

With her black wings tobrood o're all. the World. 

Why. what care we ?:1et us enjoy thoſe pleaſures 
The Gods have giv'n ;' lock'd.in each others arms 
We'll lye tor ever thus, and laugh et Fate. 

Ter. No, no, my Lord; there's more than you have nam'd, 
There's ſomething at your -heapt that Emuſt find ; | 
I claim it with the priviletge of a Wife: 

Keep cloſe your joys ; but tor your griefs, my. 77us, 
I muſt not, will not loſe my ſhare in them, 

Ah, the good Gods, whatiis it ſtirs you thus ?: 

Speak, ſpeak, my Lord; or Teraminta dies. | 

Oh Heav'ns, he-we: ps! nay, then-upon-my knees: 
thus conjure you ſpeak, or-give me death; | 

Tit. Riſe, Teraminta. Oh, if:I-{hould ſpeak 


- 


Father of bis Coney. | 


What I have raſhly ſworn againſt my Love, 

] fear that I ſhould give thee death indeed. 
Ter. Againſt your Love! No; that's impoſlible ; 

Tknow your God-like truth : nay, ſhould you ſwear, 

Swear to me now that you forſwore your Love, 

I would not credit it. - No, no, my Lord, 

Iſee, I know, Iread it in your eyes, 

Youlove the wretched Teraminta ſtill : 

The very manner of your hiding it, 

The tears you ſhed, : your backwardneſs to ſpeak, 

What you affirm you ſwore againſt your Love 

Tell me, my Lord, you loveme more-than ever. 
Tit. By all the Gods, I do : Oh, Teraminta, 

My heart's diſcerner, whether wilt thoudrive me ? 

vltell thee then. My Father wrought me up 

I know not how, to ſwear I know not what, 

That I would ſend thee hence with Tulia, 

$wear not to touch thee, though myWife ; yet, Oh, 

Had'ſt thou been by thy ſelf, and but beheld him, 

Thou would'ſt have thought, ſuch was his Majeſty, 

That the Gods Lighted tromhis/ awful eyes, , 

And Thurder'd from his tongue;///i 7 1 -® 
Ter, No more, my Lord ' * 7 

| do conjure you by all thoſe Powers 

Which we invok'd together at the Altar ; 

And beg you by the love I know you bear me, 

Tolet this paſſion trouble you no farther ; 

No, my dear Lord, my honor'd God-like Husband, 

Tam your Wife, and one that ſeeks your Honor : 


By Heaven, I would have ſworn you thus my ſelf. 


What, on the ſhock of Empire, on the turn 

Of State, and univerſal change of things, 

Tolye at home and languiſh tor a Woman ! 

No, Titus, he that makes himſelf thus vile, 

Let him not dare pretend to ought that's Princely 

But be, as all the Warlike World ſhall judge him, 

The Droll of th People and the ſcorn of Kings. 
Enter Horatius. 


Hor. My Lord, your Father gives you thus in Charge, 


Remember what you ſwore : the Guard is ready ; 
| E 2 
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And Iamordered to conda@ your Bride” x} 
While you attend your Father, --', _ | 

Tit, Oh, Teraminta / 


Then we wuſt part. 
Ter. We muſt ns my Lord : 


Therefore be ſwift, and ſnatch your ſelf aways = 


Or | ſhall dye with lingring. 
'Tit. Oh, a kiſs. 
Balmy as Cordials that recover Souls ; 
Chaſt as Maids fighs, and keen as longing Mothers. 
Preſerve thy ſelt;. look well to. that, my Love; - 
Think on our Coyenant:: - when<cither dyes, 
The other is no more. | 
Ter. I do remember ; 
But have no language left $4, | 
Tit. Yet we ſhall Mefts - 
In ſpight of ſighs we foatl artieatt in eaven. 
Oh, Teraminta,; once-more to my-heart, - ''/ 
Once to my lips, and'exer tomy Soul; : 


Thus the ſoit. Mother; 89; hes Babe, is: dead, 
Wilt have the Darling hes boformley” 


| x 


Wilkratk, and Se, oy $8 ack the Nrles ive, , Þ 


And fond i it till, as if it were alive #-+ 
Knows it muſt 6, yet ſirugghes: wick the Croud,, 
And fhrieks to.ſee 'em ord iti the Simoud. 
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Collatinus, Tiberins, ViteRins,, Aquilius. 


(ol. H' expulſion of the Tarquins now muſt ſtand ; 
K Their Camp tobe ſurprisd, while Targuin here 
Was ſcolded from our Walls ! I bluſh to think 
That ſuch a Maſter in the art of War' © 
Should ſo forget himfelt, . __ 
Vit. Triumphant Brutus, | 
Like Jove when follow*d by a Tramof Gods, 
To mingle with the Fates and Doom the World, 
Aſcends the Braſen ſteps o'th' Capitol, © 
With all the humming Senate at his heels; © - © 
Ev'n in that Capitol which the King' built ' '* 
With the expence of 'all the Royal Treaſure : 
Ingrateful Byutus there in pompappears, 
And fits the Purpte Judgeof Targuin's downfal. 
A quil.But why, my Lord, why are not you there too ? 
Were you not choſen Conſul by whole Rome ? | 
Why are you not Saluted too like him? 
Where are your Litors ? where your Rods and Axes ? 
Or are you but the Ape, the Mimic God | 
Of this new Thunderer, who appropriates 
Thoſe Bolts of Power which ought tobe-divided ? 
7:6. Now, by the Gods, I hate his upſtart pride, 
His Rebel thoughts of the Imperial Race | 
His abjeCt Soul that ſtoops- to Court the Vulgar, 
His ſcorn of Princes, -and his luſt to'th* People, 
0. Collitine, have you not eyes to find'him ?: 
Why are you rais'd, but to'ſet off his honors? 
A Taper by the Sun; whoſe fickly Beams ' / 


- 
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Are ſwallow'd in the blaze of his full Glory: 
Hey like a Meteor, wades th'Abyſs of light, 
While your faint luſter adds but to the beard 
That aws the World. When late through Rome heÞaſs'd 
Fixt on his Courſer, mark'd you-how he bow'd 
On this, on that fide, 'to thegazing heads 
That pav'd the Streets and all imboſs'd the Windows,, 

That gap'd with eagerneſs to ſpeak, but could not, 

So faft their Spirits flow'd to admiration, 

And that to joy;z 'which thus at laſt broke forth : 

Brutus, God Brutus, Father of thy Country - 

Hail Genzzs, hail. Deliverer of loft Rowe * 49 

Shield of the Common wealth, and Swordof Jultice ! 

Hail, ſcourge of Tyrants; lafh for Lawleſs Kings 2 

All hail they cry*d , while the long Peal of Praiſes 

Formented with a thouſand Ecchoing cryes 

Ran like the Volly of the Gods along, ry 
Col. No more on't ; T grow figk with the remembrance. 
Tib. But when you follow'd, how did their bellying Bods 

That vehtur'd'from the Caſements more than-half, 

Tolook at Brutus, nay, thatftuck like Snails 

Upon the Walls, and _ the Houſes tops | 

Hung down like cluſtring Bees -upon eachother ; 

How did they all draw back at of you 

Tolaze, andloll, and yawn, andreſtfrom rapture ! 

Are youa-man'? have you the'blood. of Kings, 

And ſuffer this? - 1 4 
Col. Ha! is he not his:Father ? 
Tis, I grantihe is. ' 

Conſider this, and rouz:your felf at homes - 

Commend my fire, and rail at your own ſlacknels. 

Yet more ; remember but your laſt diſgrace, 

When you propps'd, -with reverence to the Go 

A King of Sacrifices ſhould be: choſen, + 

And from the Conſuls ; did he not oppoſe you ? 

Fearing, as well he might, -your ſureeleQion , 

Saying, It ſmelt roo much of Royalty;- 

And that it might:rub up the memory: - 11. 5 610 

Of thoſe that lov'd the, Tyrant ?'Nay, yet more ;.: -:"; 

That if the people choſe you for the Place, 


Father of bis Conntry: 


The name of King would light upon a Targuzs : 
Of one that's doubly Royal, being deſcended 
From two great Princes that were Kings of Rome ? 


Col, Bur, afterall thiss whether would'ſt thou drive ? 


T:ib. I would to Juſtice ; for the Reſtauration 
Of our moſt Lawſul Prince : Yes, Collatine, 
Hook upon my Father as a Traytor ; 

I find, that neither you, nor brave- Aqszlius,, 
Nor young V:tellius, dare confide in-me : 

But that you may, and firmly, to the hazard 
Of all the World holds precious ; once again. 

I fay, Ilook on Brutus as a Traytor,. 

No more my Father,. by th'immortal Gods: 
And toredeem the time, to fix the King 

On his Imperial. Throne, ſome means propos'd 
That ſavor of a govern'd Policy, 

Where there is ſtrength and life to hope a Fortune, . 
Not to throw all,upon one deſperate chance ; 
Lil.onas far as he that-laughs at dying, 

Col, Come to my armes : O'thon fo truly brave 
Thou may'ſt redeem the errors of thy race ! 
Aquilius, and Vitellius, Oembrace him, 

And ask his pardon, that ſolong wefea r'd 
Totruſt ſo rich a Virtue. But behold, 


Enter Brutus and Valerius: 

Brutus appears : Youngman, be fatisfy'd, 
Iſfound thy Politic Father to the bottom, 
Plotting the aſſumption of YValerins,. 
He means to caſt me from the Conſulſhip : 
But:now, I heard how he Cajol'd the Peopie 
With his known induſtry, and my remiſlneſs, 
That ſtill in all our Vores, Proſcrpons, Edidas, 
Apainſt the King, he found I acted faintly, 
Still cloſing every Sentence, He's a Targuin, 

Bru, No, my Valerins, till thou art my mate, 
Joynt maſter in this great Authority, 
However calm the face of things appear, 
Rome is not ſafe : by the Majeſtic Gods, 
Ifwear, while Co//atine ſits.at the helm, 


32 Lucius Funins Brutws ; 
A Univerſal wrack is to be fear'd : &y 9, 
I have intelligence 'of 'his TranſaQtions, y 
He mingles with the young hot blood of Royer, | 
Gnaws himſelf mward, grudges my applauſe, 

Promotes Cabals with higheſt Quality, 

Such headlong youth as, ſpurning Laws and manaers, 
Shar'd in the late Debaucheries'of Sextus, 

And therefore wiſh the Tyrant here again : 

As the inverted Seaſons ſhock wiſe men, 

And the moſt fixt Philoſophy muſt ſtart 

At ſultry Winters, and at froſty Summers ; 

So at this moſt unnatural ſtilneſs here, 

This more than mi&night ſilence through all Rope, 

This deadneſs of diſcoutfe, and dreadful Calm 

Upon ſo great a change, I more admire 

Than if a hundred Politic heads were met, 

And nodded Mutiny to fie antother ; 

More fear, thanif a thouſand lying Libels 

Were ſpread abroad, nay, dropt among the Senate. 

Val. I have my ſelf employ'd a buſy Slave, | 
His name Vinditinss, ivcNirn Wealth and Freedom, . 
To watch the Motions of Vitellins, | 
And thoſe of the Aquilian Family : 

Vitellins has already entertain'd him ; 

And ſomething thence important may be gather'd, 
For theſe of all the youth of Quality - 

Are moſt inclin'd to Targnrn and his Race, 

. By Blood and Humor. 

Brut. O, Valerins ! | 

That Boy, obſerv'ſt thou? O, I fear, my Friend, 
He is a Weed, but rooted in my heart, 
And grafted to my Stock ; if he prove rank, | 
By Mars, no more but thus away with him : 
I'll tear him from me, though the blood ſhould follow. 
Tiberins. | 
Tib. My Lord? 
Brut. Sirrah, no more of that Vzitellius ; 
I warn'd you too of young Aquilins : 
Are my words wind, that thus you let *em paſs ? 
Haſt thou forgot thy Father ? 


Ti. 
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7;þ, No, my Lord. [- 
Brut. Thou ly'ſt. But tho thouſcape a Fathers Rod, . 

The Conſul's Ax may reach thee : think on that. - 

I know thy Vanity, and blind Ambition z 

Thou doſt aſſociate with my Enemies: 

When I refus'd the Conſul Co/latine 

\ Tobe the King of Sacrifices ; ſtrait, 

bs if thou had*ſt been ſworn his boſom Fool, 

Henam'd thee for the Office : And fince that, 

Since I. refus'd thy madneſs that preferment, 

Becauſe I would have none of Brutus Blood 

Pretend to be a King; thou hang'ſt thy head, 

Contriv'lt to give thy Father new diſpleaſure, 

Asif Imperial Toyl were not — 

To break my heart without thy diſobedience. 

But by the Majeſty of Rome I ſwear, 

If after double warning thou deſpiſe me, 

By all the Gods, Ill caſt thee from my blood, 

Doom thee to Forks and Whips as a Barbarias, 

And leave thee to'the laſhes of the Lidtor. 

Tarquinius Collatinus, you areſummon'd 

To meet the Senate on the inſtant time. 
Coll. Lead on : my duty is to follow Brutus. CEx; Brut. 
Tb. Now,by thoſe Gods with which he menac'd me, Val. 

THere put off all nature ; fince he turns me 

Thus deſperate to the World, T do renounce him $ 

Ang wheg we meet again he is my. Fo. | 

All Blood, all Reyerence, Fondneſs be forgot : 

Like a grown Savage on the Common wild, 

That ryns at all, and cares not who begot him, 

Il meet my Lion Sire, and roar defiance, 

* Azif henere had nurs'd me in his Den, 


Enter Vinditius, wth the People, and 
two Fecialian Preeſis, Crown'd 
with Laurel : two Spears in their 

hands ; one bloody a, half burnt. 
Vin, Make Way there, hey, news from the Ty rant, here 
wmeEnvoys , Hcralds, Ambaſſadors ; whether in the Gods 
F name 
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name or in the Divels I know not; but here they come, your- 
Fecialian Prieſts :. well; good People, I like not theſe Prieſts, 
why, what the Devil have they to do with State-affairs ? what, 
ſide ſoever they are for; they't have Heaven for their part, [| 
warrant you: they'l lug the Gods in whether they will or no.. 


1. Pri. Hear, Jupiter; and thou, O Juno, hear ; 
Hear, O Qz1irinns ; hear us all you Gods h 
Celcitial, Tereſtrial, and Infernal. 


2. Pri. Be thou, OQ- Rome, our: Judge : hear all you People; 


Vin, Fine Canting Rogues! I told you how they'd be hook- 
ing the Gods in at firſt daſh: why, the Gods are their Tools 
and Tackle; they work with Heaven and: Hell; and let me 
zell you, as things go, your Prieſts have a hopeful Trade 
ont. 

x. Pri, I come Ambaſſador to thee, O' Rome, 
Sacred agd Juſt, the Legate of the King. 

2. Pri. It we demand, or purpoſe to require 
A Stone from Rome that's contrary to Juftice, 
May we be ever baniſh'd from our Country, 

And never hope to taſte this vital Air. 
Tib. Vinaitius, lead the Multitude away: : 
. Aquilius, with Vitellins and my ſelf, 
Will ſtrait conduct'em to the Capitol.” [. 


' Vin, I'go, my Lord; 'but: have a care of 'em : ſly Rogues 
I warrant *em. Mark that-firſt Prieſt; do you ſee. how he: 


leers? a lying Elder ; the true caſt of'a holy Jugler, Come 
my Maſters, I would think well of a Prieſt, but that he hasa 
Commiſſion to difſemble : a Pattent hypocrite, that takes pay. 
to forge; lyes by Law, and lives by the Sins oof the People. 
| [ Exeunt with People. 

Aqu. My life upon't; you may ſpeak out, and freely ; 
Tiberius is the heart of our deſign. | 

1. Pr The Gods beprais'd. Thus then : the King commends 
Your generous Reſolves, longsto be with you, 
And thoſe you-have ingag'd; Divides his heart 
Amongſt you;; which more clearly will be ſeen 
When you have read theſe Packets : as we go, 


I'll ſpread the boſom of the King befare you Extunt.. 


SCENE 
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bs SCENE HI. 
The Senate, 
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ls | Brut. Ty 4*ricians, that long ſtood, and ſcap'd the Tyrant, 
P The venerable moulds of your Forefathers, 
de That repreſent the wiſdom of the Dead; 
And you the Conſcript-choſen for the People, 
Engines of Power, ſevereſt Counſellors, - 
Courts that examine Treaſons to the Head : 
All hail, The Conſul begs th? auſpicious Gods, 
And binds Q#:rinus by his Tutelar Vow, 
That Plenty, Peace, aad laſting papers 
May be your portion, and the Lot of. Rome. 
Laws, Rules, and Bounds, preſcrib'd for raging Kings, _ , 
Like Banks and Bulwarks for the Mother Seas, 
'Tho'tis impoſſible they ſhould prevent 
=, Athouſand dayly wracks and nightly ruins, 
Yet help to break thoſe rowling inundations 
s | . Whichelſe wouldoverflow and drown the World, 
of Tarquin, to feed whoſe fathomleſs ambition 
y, | AndOcean Luxury, thenobleſt veins 
| Of all true Romans were like Rivers empty'd, 
, # Iscutfrom Rome, and now he flows full on ; 
Yet, Fathers, ought we much to fear his ebb, 
And{tritly watch the Dams that we haverais'd. 
1, {|} | Why ſhould I go about? the Roman People 
All, with one voice, accuſe my fellow Conſul. 
. Coll. The People may;l hope the Nobles will not. 
The People ! Brutus does indulge the People. 
Bry, Conſul, in what is right, I will indulge 'em:; 
* And much I think *tis better fo to do, 
| Thanſee *em run in Tumults through the Streets, 
Forming Cabals; Plotting _ the Senate, 
'F'3 
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Shutting their Shops and flying from the Town, 
As if the Gods had ſent the Plague among em. 

I know too well, yo und your Royal Tribe 


Scorn the good People, ſcorn the late EleQtion, 
Becauſe we choſe theſe Fathers for the People 


To fill the place of thoſe whom Furguin murder'd :. 


And, tho you laugh at this, you and your. Train, 
The irreligious harebrain'd youth of Rome, 

The Tgnorant, the Slothful, and the Pafe ; 

Yet wiſe men know, "tis very rarely ſeen, 
That-a free people ſhould defire the hurt 

Of Commvtrbtrty; ''No, Coltative,. 

For thoſedefires ariſe from theiriopprefſion, 

Or from ſuſpicion ehty are falling to'it ; 

But put the caſe that thbfe'their fedrs Were falſe, 
Ways may be found to'reQify'theirBerors ; 

For grant the Pevopte ipnorant'ot theniſebves, 
Yet they are capable of 'beſng told, 
And will conceive a truth'from'worthy men : _ 
From you they will nor, *nvr fom'your adlicrents,. 
Rome's Infatrious and Exccrable Youth, 

Foes to Religion end'the 'Commonwealth, 

Fo Virtue, Learning, and all fober/Avts 

That bring renownatid rar toMankind; 

Such as had rather bleed beneathra Tyrant 

To become dreadfuf'ro'the Papoulace, 

To ſpread their Luſts'and Diflv{ttheſs round, 
Tho at thedaily hazard of their lives ; 

Than live at pzace'in a/Free Government, 
Where every man is Maſter of his own, 

Sole Lord at home, and Monarch of his Houle, 
Where Rancor and Ambition are extinguiſh'd, 

. Where Univerſal peace extends her wings, 

As if the Golden Agereturn'd, where all 

The People do agree, and live ſecure, 

The Nobles and the Princes tov'd and Reverenc'd 
The World in Triumph, -and the Gods Ador'd. 


Coil, The Conſul, ConſeriprFathers, faies the People, ' 


For divers Reaſons, *grudge the Dignity, 
Which I poſſeſs d bygeneral/approbation, 
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ear their murmurs, an would know of 'BYwtws | 
hat they would have me do, what's their Jefire. - . 
Bru. Take hence the Royal name, refignthy Office ; 
Go as a Friend, and of thy own accord, | 
Leſt thou be forc'd ro what may feemrthy will :- 
The City rehders thee whatis'thy own _ © - 
With vaſt increaſe, ſothourefolve'to go ; -- 
For till the name, rhe Race and Family 
Of TarquinBe remov'd, Romeis norte. --- 
Coll. Brutus, Tyigcld my Office'to Vahter#ns, - 
Hoping, when Rome has try'd my faithilby Exile, - 
She will recal me : Sothe Codspreferve'you, CExtt. 
Bru. Welcome Publicola, true Son of. Rome; - 
On ſuch a Pilot in the rougheſt'Storm 
She may ſecurely ſleepanchreft her-cares.. 


| CEnterTiberius; Aquilius, Vitellius; andthe Priefts. 
7: Pri, Hear Jupiter, Quirines, Alt you Gods, 
ThouFather, Judge commiſſion'd forthe Meſſage 
Pater Patratusfor the Embally, | 
And Sacred Oxths which IT mnttſwear for trath, 
Doſt thou Commiſſion me to ſeal the Peace, « 
If peace they chooſe ;_ or hart this'bloody'Spear* 
Half burnt 1n' fire, it they inforce a War ?- 
2. Pri, Speak to the Senate, arid the A/banPeople 
The Words of Taryqurn:: 'this is your Commiſſion. 
1, Pri. The King, to ſhow he has more moderation 
Than thoſe that drove him from hislawfkul Empire, 
Demands but reſtitution of *his own, 
His Royal Houſhold-ſtuff, Tmpertial Treaſure, 
His Gold, his Jewels, and his proper State 
To be tranſported where he now reſides * - 
I ſwear that this is all the King requires ; 
Behold his Signet ſe tupon the wax, * * 
'Tis Seal'd and written in theſe'Sacred Tables. . 
To this I ſwear ; and as my Oath'is Juſt, 
Sincere and punctual, withput all deceit, 
May Jupiter and alt the Godsreward me: 
Bubif I a, or otherwiſe intzgine, - -_ Wo 
Think, or deſign, than whatThear have ſworn, 


38 , Tncim Junime Brits; 

All you the A/ban People being ſafe, 

Safe in your Country, Temples, Sepulchers, 

-Safe in your Laws, and proper Houſhold Gods; 

Let me alone be ſtrook, fall, periſh, dye, 

As now this Stone falls from my hand to Earth. 
Bru. The things'you ask being very controverkial, 

Require ſometime. - Should we deny the Tyrant 

What was his own,'twould ſeem a ſtrange injuſtice ; 

Tho he had never.Reign'd in Rome ; yet, Fathers, 


. Tf weconſent to yield.to bis demand, 


We give him then full-power.to make a War. 


Tis known to you, . the. Fettalien Prieſts, 


1h 


No Acof Senate after Sun-ſet ſtands; 

Therefore your offers being of great moment, 

We ſhall defer. your bus'neſs till thgmorn : 

With whoſe firſt dawn we ſummon all the Fathers, 

To giveth' affair diſpatch. ., So Zove protec, - - 

-Guard, and Defend;the Commonwealth of Rowe. [ Extunt, 
\{Manent Tiberius, Aquilius, Vitellius,Priefts, 

Tib, Now to the Garden, where I'll bring my.Brother:; 

Fear not, my Lord ;- we have the,means to work him ; 

It cannot fail, , _,. -, ./ | K 

1, Prte. Andyou, Vitellius, haſt i 

With good Aqui/its, ſpread the news'through Rome, 

To all of Royal Spirit z moſt to thoſe 

Young Noble men that us'd to range with Sextus! 
Perſwade a ;reſtitutionof the King, +. . 

Give 'em the-hint.to let, him in by night, 

And joyn their Forces withth'Imperial Troops, 
For 'tis a ſhove a puſh of Fate maſt bear it, 

For you, the Hearts and Souls of enterpriſe, 
I necd not urge a reaſon after this; | 
What good can come of ſuch a Government 
Where tho two Conſuls, wiſe andable perſons, 
As are throughout.the World, ſit at the helm, 
A very trifle cannot be reſfolv'd; _ 

A Trick, a Start, a Shaddow of-a bufigeſs, 

That would receive diſpatch-in.halfs.a minute \. 
Were the Authority but rightly placy; ; "i: 1m 
In Reme's molt lawful Kiog ? But,now ao more ; 


- 
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The-Fecialian Garden is the -place, . xD 


Where more of our ſworn FunRion will be ready 
Tohelp.the Royal Plot : diſperſe, and proſper. 


D————_— I — 


SCENE HIIL 
The Fecialian Garden. 


— "I 


— - >. 4 


——— _ 


V 
Titus ſolus: 


Tit.QHe's gone ; and I ſhall never ſee her more: © 
Gone to the Camp, to the harſh trade of War, . 
fr Driven from thy bed, juſt warm-within thy breſt, . 
Torn from her harbor by thy Father's hand, 

Perhaps to ſtarve upon the barren plain, 

\ Thy Virgin Wife, the very bluſh of Maids, - 

The ſofteſt boſom ſweet, and not enjoy'd : : 

| O the Immortal Gods / and as ſhe went, 

How ere ſhe ſeem'd to bear our parting well,. - 
Methought ſhe mixt her melting with diſdain,” 
Acaſt of anger through her Shining tears: 

Soto abuſe bs hopes, and blaſt her wiſhes, 
By making her my Bride, but not a Woman ?-. 


{Enter Tiberius; Aquilius,' Vitelliusz 
| and Prieſts, with Teraminta. 
Tib, See where he ſtands, drown'd in his Melancholy: 
1. Pri, Madam, you know the pleaſure of the Queen: 
And what the Royal Tul/ia did. command. 
Ive ſworn to execute. 
Ter, Tam inſtructed. | 
vince then my life's at ſtake, you-need not doubt * 
But] will a&t with all.the Force I can: F4 
Let me intreat you leave me here alone Vitel. Pri- 
vme minutes,and I'll call you to the conqueſt, [ Ex. Tib. Aq- 
; Hts. 


46 Lineiue Funins Brutwe ; 


Tit. Chooſe then the gloomy'ſt place:through all tha Otoye, 


Throw thy abanden'dbody-on-the ground, 
With thy bare breſt lye-wedded to the Dew ; . 
Then, as thoudrink'ſt the tears that trickle from [thee : 

-Sa.ſtrtech'd reſolve to-lye till death ſhall ſeize thee : 

Thy forrowful head hung or'e ſome tumbling Stream, 
To rock thy griefs with melancholy ſounds, 
— With broken murmers and redoubled groans, 

* To help the gurgling of the watexs fall, = 
Ter. Oh, Titus; Oh, what Scene of Degth-is this / 
Tit, Or if-thy Paſſion will-nat be kept in, 

ASA of nature thou ſhalt view 

Thy ſwoln drown'd eyes with the inverted banks, 
The tops of Willows and their bloſſoms turn'd, 
With all the under Sky ten fathom down, 

Wiſh that the ſhaddow of the ſwimming Globe 

"Were ſo indeed, thatthoumigh'(t leap at Fate, 

And hurl thy Foatune headlong at the Stars : 
Nay, Yo not bearit, turn thy watry face 

To yond' miſguided Orb, and ask the Gods 

For what bold Sin.they doom the wretched 7:tus 
To ſuch a loſs as that of Texamumta? 

-O Teraminta! I will groanthy name 

Till the tir'd Eccho faint with repetition, 

T1ll all the breathleſs Grove and quiet Myrtles 

Shake with my ſighs, as if a Tempeft bow'd *em. 

Nothing but Teraminta:.i0 Texaminta! | 
Ter. Nothing but Tits : Fitus and Teraminta ! 

Thus let me rob the Fountains and the Groves, 

Thus gird me#o thee with the fafteft knot 

Of arms and $pirits thatwould claſp thee through ; 

Cold as thou art, and wet with night's faln dews, 

Yet dearer {6,' thus. richly drefs'd with ſorrows, 

Than if the Gods had hung thee round with Kingdoms. 

Oh, Titus, O! 

Tit. 1 find thee Teraminta, 

Wak'd from a fearful Dream, and hold thee faft : 

*Tis real, and I give thee back thy joys, 

Thy boundleſs Love with pleaſures running o're ; 

Nay, asthou art, thus with thy trappings, - come, 


aſide, 


fide, 


_ Iwillnot Fight againſt the King, = for him: 
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leap to my heart, and ride upon the pants,” 
Trim hing thus, and; now. defje our | 
But, oh, why do we loſe this precious moment ! 
The bliſs may yet be bar'd if we delay, 
As 'twagpefore. Come to thy Husband's bed ; 
[will not think this true till ;there I hold thee, 
Lock'd in my Arms. Leave this Contagious Air ; 
There will be time for talk how thou cam'ſt hither 
When we have been before hand-with the Gods : 
Till then —- 

7er. Oh, Titus, you muſt hear me firſt. 
[bring a Meſſage from the Furious Queen ; 
[promiſed nay, ſhe Swore me not to touch you, 
Till had Charm'd you to the part. of Zarquiz. 

Tit. Ha, Teraminta | not to touchthy Husband, 
Unlef he prove a Villain ? 

Ter. Titus, no; _.. 
Im Sworn to tell you that you are a Traytor, 
[you refuſe to Fight the Royal Cauſe. 

Tit, Hold, Teraminta. 

Ter. No,my Lord ; 'tis plain, 
AndIam ſworn to lay my Reaſons home. 
Rouze then, awake, recal your ſleeping Virtue ; 
Side with the King, and Arm againſt your Father, - 
Take part with thoſe that Loyally have Sworn 
Tolet him in by Night: Yite{us, x 
Aquilius, and your Brother wait without ; 
Therefore I charge. you haſt, ſubſcribe your name, 
And fend your vow'd obedience to the King : 
Tis Teramivta that intreats you thus, 
Charms, and Conjures you ; tell the Royal Heralds 
You'l head their Enterpriſe : and then, my Lord, 
My Love, my noble Husband, I'll obey you, 
And follow to your bed. eb 

Tit. Never I ſwear. . 
0, Teraminta, thou haſt broke my heart : 
By all the Gods, from thee this was too much. 
Farewel, and take this with thee. For thy lake, | 


42 Lucius Junius Brutus ; 
Til fly my Father, Brother, Friends for ever; 
Forſake the haunts of-Meri; 'converlſe no' more 
With ought that's Human ; dwell with endleſs darkneſ; : 
For, Since the ſight of thee is now unwelcome, h 
What has the World beſides that I can bear? 
- Ter. Come back, my Lord. By thoſe immortal Pow'rs 
You now invok'd, Fll fix you in this virtue. 
Your 7eraminta did but try how ftrong 
Your Honour ſtood : and now ſhe finds it laſting, 
Will dve to root you in this ſolid Glory. 
Yes, 7itus, tho the Queen has Sworn to end me, 
Tho both the Fecialians have Commillion 
To ſtab mein your preſence, if not wrought 
To ſerve the King ; yet by the Gods charge you 
Keep tothe point your conſtancy has gain'd. 
 Targuin, altho my Father, is a Tyrant, 
A bloody black Uſurper; fol beg you 
Ev'n in my death to view him. 

Tit. Oh you Gods! | 

Fer. Yet guilty as he is, if you behold him 
Hereafter with his Wounds upon the Earth, 
Titus, for my fake, for poor 7Teraminta, 
Who rather dy'd thatt you ſhould loſe your Honor, 
Do not you ftrike him, do not dip your Sword 
In ZTarquin's blood, becauſe he was my Father. 
Tit, No, Teraminta, no : by all rhe Gods, 
I will defend him, ev'n againſt my Father. 
See, fee, my Love ; behold the Fhght I take : 
+ What all the Charms of thy ex bed 
Could not once move my Sout to think of Afting, 
Thy tears and menac'd death, by which thou ſtriv'ſt 
To fix me to the Principles of Glory, 
Have wrought me off. Yes, yes, yon eruel Gods, 
Let the eternal Bolts that bind this Frame 
Start from their Order : ſince you puſh me thus 
Ev'n to the Margin of this wide deſpair, 
Behold I plungeat once in this diſhonor, 
Where there 1s neither Shore, nor hope of Haven, 
No Floating mark through all the diſmal Vaſt; 
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Tis Rockleſs too, no Cliff to clamber up 
To gaze about and pauſe upon the ruin. 
zr. Is then your purpos'd Honor come to this? 
What now, my Lord ? 
Tit, Thy death, thy. death, my Love : 
[think on that, and laugh at all the Gods. 
Glory, Blood, Nature, tyes of Reverence, 
The dues of Birth, reſpect of Parents, all, - 
All are as this, the Air I drive before me. 
What ho! YVite/ius, and Aquilzus, come, 
Andyou the Feczalian Heralds, haſt 
[m ready for the leap, I'll take it with you 
Tho deep as to the Fiends. | 
' Ter. Thus hear me, 77tus. 
Tit. Off from my knees, away. 
What on this Theam, thy death ? nay, ſtab'd before me ! 
[Enter Prieſts, with Tiberius, Aquilius, Vitellius. 
Speak not ; I willnot know rhee on this Subje&, 
But puſh thee from my heart, with all perſuaſions 
That now are loſt upon me. . O, 7iberzus, | 
Aquilizs, and Vitellzus, welcome, welcome ; 
Iljoyn you in the Conjuration, come: 
lam as tree as he that dares be formoſt. 
Ter. My Lord, my Husband. 
Tit. Take this woman from me. 
Nay look you, Sirs, I am not yet fo gon, 
$ headlong neither in this damn'd Deſign 
Toquench this Horrid thirſt with Brat blood : 
No, by th' eternal Gods, T bar you that ; 
My Father ſhall not bleed. 
Tib. You could not think q 
Your Brother ſure ſo Monſtrous in his kind. 
Asnot to make our Father's life his care. 
Tit. Thus then, my Lords, I Liſtmy {elf among you, 
And with my Style in ſhort Subſcribe my ſelf 
The Servant to the King ; my words are theſe. 
Tiu to the King, 
vt, you need only know my Brother's mind 


Tojudge of me, who am refolv'd to ſerve you, | 
3 G 2 1 Prh. 


i Pri. 'Tis full enough. | 
Tit, Then leave me to the hire 


\Brutte.;. 


Whoſelife I purchas'd with my loſs ot Honor : 

Come to my brelts, thou Tempeſt-beaten blower, 
Brim-full of Rain, and ſtick-upon my heart. 

O ſhort liv'd Roſe! yet I ſome hours will wear thee: 
Yes, by the Gods, I'll ſmell thee till I languiſh, 
Rifle thy ſweets, and run the o're and o're, 

Fall like the Night upon thy folding beauties, 

And clasp theedead: Then, like the Morning Sun, 
With a new heat kiſs thee to lite again, ' 

And make the pleaſure equal to the pain. 


| -"iI7 Exeunt, Tib. Aquil 
Of this hard labor, to the dear bought prize, CVitell. and Prieſts, 


__ __ 


——_— 


ACT. IV. SCE. I: 
Tiberids; Vitellius.. 


Tib. Ark, are wenot-purſu'd ? 
Vit. No; 'tis the tread 
Of our own Friends, that follow in the dark... 
Tib. What's now the time ? 
' Vit. Juſtdead of night. + ::.. 
And 'tis the blackeſt that e're mask'd a Murder: 
7ib. It likes me better ; . for I love the Scoul, - * 
The grimmeſt lowre of Fate on ſuch a deed ; . 
I would have all the Charngl Houſes yawn, 
The duſty Urns, and Monumental Bones 
Remov'd, to make our Maſſacre a Tomb. 
Hark ! who'was that that holloa'd fire ? 
Vit. A Slave, 
That ſnores i'th* Hall, he bellows in his Sleep, 
And cries, The Capitol's o' fire. 
7ib. 1 would it weve ; 


And 7arquin at the Gates : twould be a blaze, © P 


A Be: 
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Dow! 
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k Beacon fit to light a King of Blood, | 
That vows at once the Slaughter ot the World : 
Down with their Temples, tet 'em on a Flame ? 
What ſhould they do with Houſes for the Gods, 
Fat Fools, the lazy Magiſtrates of Rome, 

Wiſe Citizens, the Politick heads o'th' People; 
That Preach Rebellion to the Multitude ? 

Why, let 'em off, and rowl into their Graves : 
[long to beat work. See, good Agquilins, 
Trebonius too, Servilius and Minutins, 

Pomponius hail: nay, now you may unmask, 
Brow-beat the Fates, and fay they are your Slaves. - 

Aqu. What are thoſe Bodyes tor 2 

Tib. A Sacrifice. 

Theſe were two very bufie Commonwealth's-men, - 

That, ere the King was baniſh'd by the Senate, 

Firſt ſet the Plot on foot in publick Meetings, 

That would be holding forth "T'was poſſible 
That Kings themſelves might err, and were but men, : 

The People were not Bealſts for Sacrifice ; | 
Then jogg'd his Brother, this cram'd Statesman here, . 

The bolder Rogue, whom ev'n with open mouth 
[heard once bealch Sedition from a Stall : 

Go, bear him to the Prieſts ; he is a Victim 
That comes as wiſh'd for them, the Cooks of Heav'n, 

And they will Carve this Brawn of fat Rebellion, 
asifhe were a Diſh the Gods might teed on.  * 

Vin. (From a Window.) Oh, the Gods! Oh the Gods! what 
wil they do with him ? O theſe Prieſts, Rogues, Cutthroats ! A 
th forthe Gods, but the Devil's Cooks to dreſs him, | 

Tib, Thus then. The Fecialians have ſet down 
Aphtform,.copy*d from the King's deſign : 

Pandane or the Romulide, the Roman, 

(armental and Janiculan Ports of Rome, . 

TheCirc, the Capital,and Sublic.an Bridge 

Muſt all be ſeiz*d by us that are within ; 

Twill not be hard in the Surpriſe of night | 
by us, the Conſuls Children and their Nephews, 

Tokill the drowſie Guards, and keep the Holds,. . 


46 Lacins Funins Brutus ; 
At leaſt ſo long till Tarquiz force his entrance 
Withall the Royaliſts that come to joyn us : 
'Therefore to make his broader Squadrons way, 
Tarquinian is deſign d tobe the Entry 
Ofhis moiſt pompous and Refolv'd Revenge: 
Aqu. The firſtdecreed in this great Execution 
Is here ſet down your Father and Yalerius. 
7ib. That's as the King ſhall pleaſe ; but for Yalerius, 
I'll take my ſelfthe honor of his Head 
And wear it on my Spear. The Senate all 
Without exception ſhall be Sacrific'd : 
And thofe that are the mutinous Heads oth People 
Whom I have marlk'd to be the Soldier's Spoil , 
For Plunder muſt be given, and who fo fit 
Asthoſe notorious limbs, your Commonwealth's men? 
Their Daughters to be Raviſhd ; and their Sons 
Quartcr'd like Brutes upon the Common Shambles. 
Vit. Now for the Letters, which the Feczaltans 
Require us all to Sign, and ſend to Zargquzr, 
Who will not elſe be apt to truſt his Heralds 
Without Credentials under every hand ; 
The bus'neſs being indeed of vaſt import, 
On which the hazard of his Lite and Empire, 
As- well as all our Fortunes, does depend. 
716. It were a break to the whole Enterpriſe 
To make a Scruplke, in our great affair ; 
I will ſign firſt : and for my Brother 7itus, 
' Whom his new Wite detains, I have his hand 
And Seal to ſhow, as faſt and firm as any. 


Vin. O Vitlany ! Villany ! What would they do with me, i 


they ſhould catch me peeping 2 knock out my brains at leaſt; 
another Diſh for the Prieſts, who would make fine ſauce of an 
tor the hanch of a fat Cirizen |! 

Tib. All hands have here Subſcrib'd, and that your hearts 
Prove Reſolute to what your hands have givn, 
Behold the Meſſengers of Heav'n to bind you, 
Charms of Religion, ſacred Conjurations, 
VVith Sounds of Execration, words of horror 
Not to diſcloſe or make leaſt ſigns or ſhow, 
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Ofwhat you have both heard, and ſeen, and fiyorn, 
But bear your ſelves as if it ne'r had been : 

Swear by the Gods Celeſtial and Infernal, 

By Pluto, Mother Earth, and by the Furies, 

Not to reveal, tho Racks were tet before you, 

A ſyllable of what is paſt and done. 

Hark, how the Offer'd Brutes begin to roar ! 

Othat the hearts of all the Traitor Senate, 

And heads of that foul Hydra Multitude, 

Were frying with their tat upon this Pile, 

That we m gt make an Off ring worth an Empire, 
And Sacrifice Rebellion to the King, 


. The Scene draws, ſhowing the Sacrifice ; One Burning, and a- 
nother Crucify d ; the Prieſts coming forwtrd with Got- 
lets in their hands, fil d with human blood. 


1. Pri, Kneel all 3 Heroes of th's black Deſign, 
Each take his Goblet fill'd with Blood & Wine ;. 
Swear by the Thunderer, ſwear by Jove, 
Swear by the hundred Gods above ; 
Swear by Dzs, by Proſerpine, 
Swear by the Berecynthian Queen; 
2 Pri. To keep it cloſe till Tarquin comes, 
With Trumpets ſound and beat ot Drums : 
But then to Thunder forth the Deed, 


That Rowe may bluſh, and Traytors bleed. 


Swear all. * 

All. We Swear. 

1 Prj, Now drink the Blood, 
To make the Conjuration good. 

Tib,> Methinks I feel the Slaves exalted blood 
Warm at my heart : O that it were the Spirits 
Of Rome's beſt life, drawn from her grizled Fathers! 
That were a draught indeed to quench Ambition, . 
And give new fierceneſs to the King's Revenge. | 

Vin. Oh the Gods ! what,burna man alive! O Canibals,Hell- 
hounds ! Eat one man, and drink another ! Well, I'll to Yaleri-- 
u; Brutus will aot believe me, becauſe his Sons and Nephews are - 


. = . ; 
a8  Lucins Funius:\Brutus ; 
the buſineſs. What, drink a man's blood ! Roaſt hun, anda 
himalive! Awhole man roaſted ! would not an Ox ferve. the 
turn ? Prieſts todo this.! Oh you immortal Gods || For my 
if this be your worſhip, I renounce you. No; ifa man cant 20 
to Heaven, unleſs your Prieſts eat him, and drink him, and roaf 

. him alive ; T'll be tor the broad way, and the Devil ſhall have m: 
..at a Venture. [ Extt, 


Enter Trtus. 


Tit. What hoa, 7iberius | give me back my hand. 
What have you done ? Horrors and midnight Murders! 
The Gods, the Godsawake you to repentance, 

As they have me. Would thou believe me Brother? 
Since delifer'd thee that tatal Scrole, 

That Writing to the King, my heart rebell'd 
Againſt it felt ; my thoughts were up in arms 

All in a roar, like Seamen ina Storm, 

My Reaſon and my Faculties were wrack'd 

The Maſt, the Rudder, and the Tackling gone ; 
My Body, like the Hull of ſome loſt Vellel, 

Beaten and tumbled with my Rowling fears, 
Therefore I charge thee give me back my Writing, 

Tib. What means my Brother ? 
Tit. O Tiberius, O! 

Dark as it ſeems, I tell thee that the Gods 

Look througha Day of Lightning on our City : 
The Heav'n's on Fire ; and from the flaming Vault 
Portentous blood pours like a Torrent down. 
' Therearea hundred Gods in Rome to night, 

+ Andever larger Spirit is abroad, 

Monuments empty d, every Urn is ſhaken 

To fright the State, and put the World in Arms : 
Juſt now I ſaw three Romans ſtand amaz'd 

Before a Flaming Sword, then dropt down dead, 
My ſelf untouch'd : while throughthe blazing Air 

A'Fleeting head, likea full riding Moon, 
Glanc'd by, and cry'd, 7:trs,T am Egeria; 


Repenh 


N, andent 
ſerve-the 
"my part, 
1 cant go 
and roaſt 
have me 


[Exit, | 


Repenh 


| Father of bis. Cnunry,:."\ 
Repent, repent, or certain death attends thee; 
Treaſon and Tyranny ſhall not prevail: 

ingdom ſhall be no more ; Egeria fayes it : 

nd that vaſt turn Imperial Fate deſign'd 
aw, O Titus, on th' eternal-Loom, 
Tis Ripe, 'tis Perfe&t, and is doom'd to ſtand. 

1 Pri, Fumes, fumes; the Fantoms of an ill digeſtion ; 
The Gods are as good quiet Gods as may be, 
They're faſt afleep, and mean not to diſturb ug 
Vnleſs your Frenzy wake 'em. 

Tit. Peace fury, peace. nail 
May the Gods Doom me to the pains of Hell 
If Tenjoy'd the beauties that I fay'd - 
The horror of my Treaſon ſhock'd my joys, 
Enervated my purpoſe, while I lay ..  /, ,_ 
Colder than Marble by her Virgin fide,  _. ... Ay 
AsifI had drunk the blood -of Elephants, 
Drowie Mandragora, or the Juice of Hemlock. 7 | 

x Pri. I like him not ; I think we had beſt diſpatch hun. 

Tit. Nothing but Images of horror round me, "> 
Rome all in blood, the Ravidh'd Veſtals raving, . 
The Sacred fire put out ; robd Mothers ſhricks ; 
Deat'ning the Gods with clamours for their Babes 
That prawl'd aloft upon the Soldiers Speares 
The beard of Age pluck'd off by barbarous hands, 
While from his piteous wounds, and horrid. gaſhes 
The labouring lite flow'd faſter than the. blood- 


" Enter Valerius, Vinditius, with Guard's, who ſeize all but the 
Prieſts, who ſlip away : V inditius follows them. 


Val. Horror upon me ! what will this night bring forth 2 
Yes, you immortal Gods; ſtrike, ſtrike the Conſul, 
Since theſe are here, the crime will look leſs horrid 
in me, than in his Sons: - 7itws, 7iberins |, ow! 
0 fromehis time let ms be blind and dumb, | - 
burkaſt there ; Mutius, Fly ; call hither| Bryt#s, 
bid him for ever leave the down of "reſt, 


And ſleep no more: If Rome were all on Fire, 
boy H And 
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And 7arguin 1n the Srreets beſtriding Slaughter, 
He would leſs wonder, than at 7ztus here. 

Tit. Stop there, O ſtop that meſſenger of Fate ; 
Here, bind, Yalerius, bind this Villan s hands, 
. Tear oft my Robes put me upon the Forks, 
And laſh me like a Slave; till I ſhall howl 
My Soul away ; or hang me on a Croſs, 
Rack mea year within ſome horrid Dungeon, 
So deep, ſo near the Hells that I muſt ſuffer, 
That I may groan my Torments to the Damn'd : 
I do ſubmit, this Traitor, this curs'd Villain, 
To all the Stings of moſt ingenious horror, 
So thou diſpatch me ere my Father comes. 
But hark ! I hear the tread of Fatal Brutws! 
By all the Gods, and by the loweſt Furies, 
T cannot bear his face: away with me ; 
Or like a Whirlwind TI will tear my way 
I care not whither. 

Val. Take 'em hence together. 


LExit with Tiberius 


Enter Vinditius with the Prieſts. 


Viy. Here, here, my Lord, I have unkenneld two.: 
Thoſe there are Raſcals made of Fleſh and blood, 
Thoſe are but men, but-theſe are the Gods Rogues: 
Val. Go, good Vinditins, haſt and ſtop the People, 
Get 'em together to the Capitol : 
Where all the Senate with the Conſuls early, 
Will fee ſtrict Juſticedone upon the Traytors.. 
-For thee, the Senate ſhalk-decree rewards 
Great as thy Service. | 
Vind' T humbly thank-your Lordfhip. © 
Why, what, they'l make me a Senator at leaft, 
And then a Conful ; O-th' Immortal Gods!” 
My Lord, I go — To have the Rods and Axes carry d before 
me, and a long purple Gown trailing behind my honorable heels 


well, I. am madetorever!” [Exit- 


Enna 


Father of bis Country. 
Enter Brutus attended, 


- Bru. O, my Yalerius, are theſe horrors true ? 
Haſt thou, O Gods, this night embowel d me 2 
Ranſfack'd thy Brutus Veins, thy Fellow Conſu), 
And found two Villains lurking in my blood 2 

Yal. The blackeſt Treaſon that e're darkneſs brooded, 
And who, to hatch theſe horrors for the World, 

Who to ſeduce the Noble Y outh of Rome, 
Todraw em to ſo damn'd a Conjuration, 
Tobind em too by new invented Oaths, 
Religious Forms, and Deviliſh Sacrifices, 

A Sacrament of blood, for which Rome ſuffer'd 
In two the worthieſt of her Martyr'd Sons ; 
Whotodo this, but Meſſengers from Heav'n ? 
Theſe Holy men that Swore 1o ſolemnly 

| Before the Senate, call'd the Gods to curſe'em, 
[they intended ought againſt the State, 

Or harbor'd Treaſon more than what they utter'd 2 

Bry. Now all the Fiends and Furies thank 'em for it. 
YouSons of Murder, that get drunk with blood, 
Then Stab at Princes, poyſon Commonwealths, 
Deltroy whole Hecatombs of Innocent Souls, 

Pile em like Bulls and Sheep upon your Altars, 

As you would ſmoke the Gods from out their Dwelling : 
You ſhame of Earth, and Scandal of the Heay*ns, 
You deeper Fiends than any of the Furies, 

That ſcorn to whiſper Envy, Hate, Sedition: 

But witha blaſt of Priviledge Proclaim it ; 

Prieſts that are Inſtruments deſign'd to Damn us, 

- fitfpeaking Trumpets for the mouth of Hell. 

Hence with 'em, Guards ; ſecure 'em in the Priſon 
Of Ancus Martius. Read the Packets o're, 

Ill bear it as 'm able, read 'em out. 

Val. The ſum of the Conſpiracy to the King: 
[thhall begin with both the Conſuls deaths; 
And then the Senate; every man muſt bleed, 
But thoſe that have ingaged to row the King. 

2 


G2 —Lntine Yrinie Bruty; 


Be ready therefore, Sir, to ſend your Troops 


By twelve to morrow night,-and come your ſelf Produ 
In perſon, if you'll reaſcend the Throne : by Since 
All that have ſworn to ſerve your Majeſty Of th 
Subſcribe themſelves by 'name your faithful Subjects There 
Tiberius, Aquilims, Vitelius, Bruttu 
Trebonius, Servilius, Minutius, Val 
Pomponius, rag your Fetialian Prieſts. | Guch a 

Bru. Ha! my Vleriws, is not Titus there > | Bru 

Val. He's here, my Lord; a paper by it ſelf. [pard 
Titus to the King. I But, as 
Sir, you need only know my Brother's mind And ca 
Tojudge of me, who am refoly'd to ſerve __ Thene 
What do you think, my Lord ? The co 

Bru. Think my Yaler:us ? | Yes,m 


By my heart, I know not : 
I'm at a loſs of thought ; and muſt acknowledge 
The Councils of the Gods: are pp mma 


Nay, 'tis the hardeſt task. perhaps of life + - . . Nay, 1 
To be afſur'd 6f whats Viee or Virtue : Fe fon 
Whether when we raiſe up Temples to the Gocis Display 
We do not then Blaſpheme erm, O, behold me, The Sa 
Behold the Game thar laughin Fortune playes ; Ter. 
Fate, or the will off Heav'n, calf t what you pleaſe, \ I Vhich 
That marrs the beſt defi &ns that Prudence layes, © JH howſh 
That brings events abour perhaps to mod | Yerere 
At human reach, and ſport* with | epefhation. | | Thedea 
Conſider this, and wonder'not at ores TP 1396) iid Hear w 
If his Philoſophy ſeems at a ſtand, 1 1 | ute The on] 
Ff thou beholdſt him ſhe ummaily* Tears [ ;oh appear 
To ſee his Blood, his Children, his owti-Bowels The Go 
Conſpire the death, of. him thiat gave em being: Which 1 
Val. What heart, but yours, conlt! bear it without broking beg yo1 
- Bru. No, my Valeris,] were a beſt indeed Bru. 
Not to be mov'd with ſuch Prodigis: us fuftering ; : | Yet mo! 
Yet after all I juſtifie the” Gods; ' Thou ſh 
And will conclude Ther's Rexfon fapethlatoral « Ter. 


That guides us through'the World withvaſt diſcretion, 
Aitho we have not Souls ro comprehend i it | 


Which 


Father of bis C ountry. 
Which makes by wondrous methods the ſame Cauſes 
Produce effects tho of a different nature, 
Since then, for Man's Inſtru&tion, and the Glory 
Of the Immortal Gods, it is Decreed 
There muſt be patterns drawn of fierceſt Virtue ; 
Brutus ſubmits to the eternal Doom. 
Val. May I belieye there can be ſuch perſeCtion, 
Gch a Reſolve in Man ? 
Bru. Firſt, as I am their Father, 
[pardon both of 'em this black Deſign ; 
J But, as am Rome's Conſul, I abhor 'em, 
And caſt 'em from my Soul with deteſtation : 
Thenearer to my blood, the deeper grain'd 
The colour of their fault, and they ſhall bleed. 
Yes, my Yalerius, both my Sons ſhall dye: 


Eater Teraminta. 


Nay, I will ſtand unbowel'd by the Altar, 
ke ſomething dearer to me than my entrails 
Display'd before the Gods and Roman People ; 
The Sacrifice of Juſtice and Revenge. 
Ter. What Sacrifice, what YVi&zms, Sir, are theſe. 
Which you intend 2 O, you eternal] Powers, 
How ſhall I vent my Sorrows ! Oh, my Lord, 
Yerere you Seal thedeath you have defign'd, 
Thedeath of all that's lovely in the World, 
tear what the witneſs of his Soul can ſay, 
The only Evidence that can, or dare 
appear for your unhappy guiltleſs Son ; 
The Gods command you, Virtue, Truth, and Juſtice, 
Which you with fo much rigor have Ador d, 
kg you would hear the wretched 7eraminta. 
Bru. Ceaſe thy laments : tho of the blood of 7argquin,. 
T* more, the Wife of my forgotten Son, 
Thou ſhalt be heard. | 
Ter. Have you forgot him then 2, 
Have you forgot your ſelf > the Image of you, 
The very Pi&ure of your excellence, 
Te Portraiture of all your manly Virtues, 
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Your viſage ſtampt upon him; juſt thoſe eyes, 
The moving Greatnels of 'em, all the mercy, 

The ſhedding goodanels ; not fo quite ſevere, 

Yet ſtill molt like: and can you then forget him 2 
Bru. Will you proceed > 
Ter. My Lord, I will. know then, 
After your Son, your Son that loves you more 
Than [ love him, after our common 7zus, 
The wealth o'th' World unleſs you rob'em of it, 
Had4ong endur'd th' Afſlaults of the Rebellious, 
And ſtill kept fix'd to what you had enjoyn'd him ; 

:I, as Fate order'd it, was ſent from 7ullia, 

With my death menac, ev'n before his eyes, 
Doom'd to be ſ{tab'd before him by the Prieſts, 

. Unleſs he yielded not t oppoſe the King, 
Conſider, Sir ; Oh make it your own Caſe ; 
Juſt Wedded, juſt on the expected joys, 

Warm for my bed, and ruſhing tomy arms, 
So loving too, alas, as we did love: 
Granted in haſt, in heat, in flame of paſſion 

He knew not what himſelf, and fo Subſcrib'd. 

But now, Sir, now, my Lord, behold a wonder, 
Behold a Miracle to move your Soul ! | 
Tho in my arms, juſt :n the graſps of pleaſure, 

His noble heart ſtrook with the thoughts of Brutus, 
Of what he promis'd you, till then forgot, 

Leapt in his breſt and daſh'd him from enjoyment ; 
He ſhriek'd, y immortal Gods, what have I done ! 
No, Teraminta, let us rather periſh, 

Divide for ever with whole Seas betwixt us, 
Rather than Sin againſt ſo good a Father. 

Tho he before had barr'd your life and Fortune, 
Yet would not truſt the Traytors with the ſafety 
Of him he cali'd the Image of the Gods. 

Pal. O Saint-like Virtue ofa Reman Wile ! 

O Eloquence Divine ! now all the arts 
Of Womens tongues, the Rhetoric of the Gods 
Inſpire thy ſoft and tender Soul to move him- 


Zer. Onthis he rouz'd: Swore by the Powers Divine, Mm 
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fewould fetch back the Paper that he gave, 
{r leave his life amongſt 'em : kept his word, 
kndcame to challenge it, but, oh ! too late ; 
for, in the mid'ſt of all his Piety, 

Hs ſtrong perſwaſtons to a ſwiſt repentance, 
Hsyows to lay their horrid Treaſons open, 
Yis execration of the barbarous Prieſts, 

How he abhor'd that bloody Sacrament 
much as you, and curs'd the conjuration ; 
ſditins came that had before alarm'd 

The wiſe Yalerivs, who withall the Guards 
fond 77tus here, believ'd him like the reſt, 
\nd ſeiz'd- him too, as guilty of the Treaſon. 


7a. But, by the Gods, my Soul does now acquit him. 


Jeſtbetþy tongue, bleſt the auſpicious Gods 
That ſent thee, O true pattern of perteCtion'! 
Toplead his bleeding Cauſe. There needs no more, 
[ke his Father's mov'd : Behold a joy, 
iwatry comfort riſing in his eyes; 
That fayes, 'Tis more than half a Heav'n to hear thee.- 
Bru. Haſt, O Yalerius;haſt and ſend for 7 its, 
fer, For Titus| Oh, that is a word too diſtant ; 
x, for your Son, for your beloved Son, 
' FlleDarling of the World,thejoy of Heav'n, 
The hope of Earth, your eyes not dearer to you, - 
lour Soul's beſt wiſh, and comfort of your age. 


Enter Titus, with. Valerius. 


Tit.. Ah, Sir ! Oh whither ſhall I runto hide me2 
Nhere ſhall T lower fall > how ſhall I lye 
there groveling in your View, and howl for mercy ? 
let tis fome comfort to my wild defpair, 
bme joy in death that I may kiſs your feet, 

ſwear upon 'em by theſe ſtreaming tears, 

ck as I am with all my guilt upon me, . 
I.erer harbor'd ought againſt your perſon: - 
nin the height of my tull- fraught diſtraCion, , 
lorlife my Lord, was Sacred; ever dear, 


And 
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And ever pretious, to unhappy 7 tus. 
Bru. Rile, Tits : riſe my Son. 
7it. Alas, I dare not ; 
I have not ftrength to ſee the Majeſty 
Which I have brav'd: if thus far I aſpire, 
ſton your kneesI hang and vent my groans, 
tt is too much, too much tor thouſand lives, 
Bra. | pity thee, my Son, and [ torgive thee: 
And, that thou may ſt believe my mercy trye, 
] take thee in my arms. 
Zit. O allthe Gods/ 
Bru. Now riſe; I charge thee, on my bleſling, riſe. 
Ter. Ah! See, Sir, fee, again(t his will behold 
He does obcy, tho he would chooſe to kneel 
An Age betore you ; ſee how he ſtands and trembles! 
Now, by my hopesof mercy, he's ſo loſt 
His heart's { tull, brimfui olgtenderneſs, 


The Sence of what you 've done has ſtrook him Speechleſs: 


Nor can he thank you now but with his tears. 
Bru. My dear YValerius, let me now intreat- thee 
Withdraw a while with gentle Zeraminta, 
And leayd us to our ſclves. 
Ter. Ah Sir, I tear you now ; 
Nor can I leave you with the humble 772us, 
Unleſs you promiſe me you will net chide, 
Nor fall again to anger : Do not, Sir, 
Do nat upbraid his toft and melting temper 
With what is paſt. Behold he ſighs again ! 
Now by the Gods that hitherto have bleit us, 
My heart forebodes a ſtorm, F know not why : 
But ſay, my Lord ; give me your God-like word 
You'l not be cruel, and Fll not truſt my heart, 
How e're it leaps, and fills me with new horror. 
Bru, I promiſc thee. 
Ter. Why, thenT thank you, Sir ; 
Ev'n from my Soul I thank you, for this goodneſs: 
The great, good, gracious Gods reward and bleſs you. 
Ah 7itus, ah my Soul's eternal treaſure, 
I tear I kave thee with a hard Uſurer ; 
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But 1 perſorce muſt truſt thee. Oh Farewell. [Exit with Val, 
Bru, Well Titus, ſpeak ; how is it with thee now ? 

[would attend awhile this mighty motion, 

Wait till the Tempeſt were quite o'verblown, 

That I might take thee in the Calm of Nature, 

With all thy gentler Virtues brooding on thee, 

& huſh'd a ſt1Inefs, as if all the Gods 

Look'd down, and liſtn'd to what we were faying : 

Speak then, and tell me, O my teſt telov'd, 

My Son, my 77tus, is all well again? 
Tit. So well, that ſaying how muſt make it nothing; 

$ well, that I could with todye this moment, 

For ſo my heart with pow'ertul throbs perſwades me : 

That were indeed to make you reparation, 

That were, my Lord, to thank you home, to dye 

And that for 7itus too would be moſt happy. 
Bru. How's that, my Son ? would death for thee be happy ? 
Tit. Moſt certain, Sir ; For in my Grave I ſcape 

All thoſe affronts which T in lite muſt look for, 

All thoſe reproaches which the eyes and fingers 

And tongues of Rome will daily caſt upon me ; 

from whom, to a Soul ſo ſenſible as mine, 

Hch ſingle Scorn would be far worſe thandying : 

elides, I ſcape the ſtings of my own Conſcience, 

Which will for ever Rack me with remembrance, 

Haunt me by day, and torture me by night, 

Caſting my blotted honor in the way 

Where e're my melancholy thoughts ſhall guide me. » 
Bru. But is not death a very dreadful thing 2? | 
Tit, Not to a mind refolv'd; No, Sir, to me 

|t ſeems as natural as to be-born: 

Groans, and Convulſions, and diſcolour'd faces, 

Friends weeping round us, blacks, and obſequies, 

Make it a dreadful thing ; the Pomp of death, 

kfar more terrible, than Death it ſelt. 

Ys, Sir ; I call the Powers of Heav*n to witneſs, 

Titus dares dye, if ſo you have Decreed ; 

Nay, he ſhall dye with joy, to honor Brutus, 

Tomake your Jultieofaibous favugh the'World _ 
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And fix the Liberty of Rome for ever: 
Not but I muſt confeſs my weakneſs too; 
Yet it is great thus to reſolve againſt it, 
To have the trailty of a mortal man, 
But the Security of th' immortal Gods. 

Bru. O Titus, Ohthou abſolute young man ! 
Thou flatr'ring Mirror of thy Father's Image, 
Wherel behold my felt at ſuch advantage ! 

Thou perfe& Glory of the Funian Race! 

Let me indear thee once more to my boſom, 
Groan an eternal Farewel to thy Soul ; 

Inſtead oftears weep blood, if poſlible, 

Blood, the heart blood of Brutus, on his Child, 
For thou muſt dye, my 7ztus, dye, my Son, - 

I ſwear the Gods have Doom'd thee to the grave, 
The violated Genius of thy Country 

Rears his fad head, and paſſes Sentence on thee : 
This morning Sun, that lights my Sorrows on 
To the Tribunal of this horrid vengeance, 
Shall never ſee thee more. 

Tit, Alas, my Lord! 

Why are you mov'd thus 2 why am I worth your ſorrow? 
Why ſhould the God-like Brutus ſhake to doom me ? 

Why all theſe Trappings for a Traytor's Hearſe ? 

The Gods will have it fo. 

Bru. They will, my 7itas : 

Nor Heav'n, nor Earth can have it otherwiſe. 
Nay, 7itns, mark ; the deeper that I ſearch, 
My harraſs'd Soul returns the more confirm'd: 
MethinksT ſee the very hand of Fove 

Moving the dreadful wheels ofthis affair 

That whirl thee, like a Machine, to toy Fate. 
It.feems as if the Gods had preordain'd it 


To fix the reeling Spirits of the People, 
And ſettle the looſe Liberty of Rome. 
'Tis fix'd ; O therefore let not Fancy fond thee : 
So fix'd thy death, that *tis not in the power 
Of Gods or Men to fave thee from the Ax. 
7it. The Ax! O Heav'n! then muſtI faltfo bafely? 
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What ſhall 1 periſh by the comnion Hangman 
Bru, If thou deny me this, thou givelt me nothing; 
Yes, Titus, ſince the Gods have ſo Decreed, 
That I muſt loſe thee; I will take th advantage 
Ofthy important Fate, Cement Rome's flaws, 
And heal her wounded Freedom with thy blood : 
[will aſcend my felt the ſad Tribunal, 
And fit upon my Sons ; on thee, my 77tus ; 
Behold thee ſuffer all the ſhame of death, 
TheLidtor's laſhes, bleed before People; 
Then, with thy hopes andall thy youth upon thee, 
See thy head taken by the Common Ax, 
Without a groan, without one pittying tear, 
[that the Gods can hold me to my purpoſe, 
To make my Juſtice quite tranſcend example. 
Tit. Scourg d like a Bondman ! ha ! a beaten Slave / 
But I deſerve it all; yet here I fail: 
The Image of this ſuff ring quite unumans me ; 
Nor can I longer ſtopthe guſhing tears. 
OSir ! O Brutus muſt I call you Father, 
Yet have no token of your tenderneſs ? 
No ſign of mercy ? what, not bate me that ! 
Can you reſolve, O all th' extremity 
Of cruel rigor! to behold me too 2 
To fit unmov'd, and ſee me whipt to death 2 
Where are your bowels now 2 Is this a Father ? 
Ah, Sir, why ſhould you make my heart ſuſpect 
That all your late compaſſion was diſſembled ? 
How can I think that you did ever love me ? 
Bru. Think that I love thee by my preſent paſſion, 
By theſe unmanly tears, theſe Earthquakes here, 
Theſe ſighs that twitch the very ſtrings of lite : 
Think that no other cauſe on Earth could move me 
To tremble thus, to ſob, or ſhed a tear, 
Nor ſhake my ſolid Virtue from her point 
But Tjtus death : O do not call it ſhametul, = 
That thus ſhall fix the glory of the World. 
[own thy ſuff rings ought t' unman me thus, 
To make me throw my Body on = ground, 
2 


Ts 
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To bellow like a Beaſt, to gnaw the Earth, 
To tear my hair, to curſe the crue! Fates 
That force a Father thus to drag his bowels. 

_ Ti. O riſe, thow violated Majeſty, 
Riſe from the Earth ; or I ſhall beg thoſe Fates 
Which you would curſe, to bolt me to the Center. 
I now ſabmit to all your threatn'd vengeance : 
Come forth you Executioners of Juſtice, 
Nay all you Li&ors, Slaves, and common Hangmen, 
Come, {trip me bare, unrobe me in his ſight, 
Andlaſh metill bleed ; whip me like Furics; . 
And when you'have ſcourg'd me till I foam and fall, 
For want of Spirits groveling in the duſt, 
Then take my head, and give it his Revenge : 
By all the GodsI ably reſign it. 

Bru. No more, Farewel, eternally Farewel : 

If there be Gods, they will reſerve aroom, 
A Throne for thee in Heav'n. One laſt embrace, 
What is it makes thy eyes thus ſwim again ? 

Tit. 1 had forgot : be good to Teraminta 
When I am aſhes. 

Bru. Leave her to my care. | 
See her thou muſt not ; for thou canſt not bear it. 
O for one more, this Pull, this Tug of Heart-ſtrings : 
Farewel for ever. 

Tit. O Brutus | O my Father ! 

Bru. Canſt thou not fay Farewel ? 

Tit, Farewel for ever. 

Bru. Foreverthen; But Oh my tears run ore: 
Groans choak my words; and I can ſpeak no more. 


 [Exeunt. 


ACT. 


Father of his Conntry, 


ACT. V. SCE. I. 


Valerius, Horatius, Herminius, Mutins, 


Her, Is Sons condemn'd 2 
Vl Doom'd to the Rods and Axes. 
Hor. What both of 'em ? 
Val. Both, Sir, both, both his Sons. 
Hor, What, Titus too? 
Pal, Yes, Sir, his Darling 7itus. 
Ny, tho he knows him innocent asI am, 
Ts all one, Sir, his Sentence- ſtands like Fate. 
Hor. Yet T'll intreat him, 
Mut. So will I. 
Her. And I. | | 
Pal. Intreat him ! yes, you may, my Lords, and move him, 
k Thave done: why, he'sno morea man ; 
leisnot caſt in the = Common mould, 
is Spirit moves not with our Springs and wards. 
te looks and talks, as if that Fove had ſent him 
lobethe Judge of all the under World ; 
ellsme, this Palace of the Univecrle, 
ſith that vaſt Moat, the Ocean, running round us, 
Tcternal Stars ſo fiercely rowling o're us, 
"th all that Circulation of Heav'ns Orbs, 
ſere ſo eſtabliſh'd from before all Ages 
bbethe Dowry of Majeſtick Rome : 
Then looks, as if he had a Patent for it. 
bake account of all this great expence, 
ke the layings out of the round World. 
Her. What ſhall be done then 2 for it grieves my- Soul 
lothink of 73:us loſs. 
Mal. There is no help ; 
thus to ſhake your bed, and croſs your arms, 
id wonder what the Gods and he intend. 
tt. There's ſcarce one man of this Conſpiracy - 


But . 


62 Lucius Funins Brutus ; 


But is ſome way Related if not nearly, 
To Junius Brutus : ſome of the Aquilians 
Are Nephews to him; and Y7#e/l:us Siſter, 
The grave Sempronza, isthe Conſul's Wife. 
Val. TnereforeT have ingag'd that groaning Matren 
To plead the Caute of her unhappy Sons. 


Enter Titus, with Li&tors. 


But ſee, O Gods, behold the Gallant 72s, 
The Mirror of all Sons, the white of Virtue; 
FilPd up with blots, and writ all o're withblood, 
Bowing with ſhame his body to the ground ; 
Whipt out of breath by theſe Inhuman Slaves / 
O, 7itus' 1s this poſſible ? this ſhame 2 

Tit, O, my Yalerias, call it not my ſhame ; 
By all the Gods, it is to 7:t#s honor, 
My conſtant ſuff'rings are my only glory : 
What have left beſides ? but ask Yalerias, 
Ask theſe good men that have perform'd their duty, 
If all the while they whipt me like a Slave, 
If when the blood from every part ran down 
I gave one groan, or ſhed a Womans tear: 
I think, I ſwear, I think, O my Yalerius, 
That I have born it well, and like a Roman. 
But, O, far better ſhall I bear my death, 
Which, as it brings leſs pain, has leſs diſhonor, 


Enter Teraminta wounded. 


Ter. Where is he 2 where, where is this God-like Son 
Of an inhuman barbarous bloody Father ? 
O bear me to him, | 
Tit. Ha! my Teraminta'! 
Is't poſſible? the very top of Beauty, 
This perfe&t face drawn by the Gods at Council, 
Which they were long a making, as they had reaſon, 
For they ſhall never hit the like again, 
Defil'd and mangled thus ! What barbarous wrevch 
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Father of his Country, 


gathus blaſphem'd this bright Original » 
7er. For me it matters not, nor my abuſes ; 

But,Oh, for thee, why have they us'd thee thus 2 

Whipt, 77tus, whipt ! and could the Gods look on 2 

The glory of the World thus baſely us'd ? 

1ahd, whipt, and beaten by theſe upright Dogs 2 

Whoſe Souls, with all the Virtue of the Senate 

Will be but Foyls, to any fault of thine, 

Kho haſt a beauty ev*n in thy offending. 

4od did thy Father Doom thee thus? Oh 77s, 

forgive thy dying part, if ſhe believes 

A wretch io barbarous never could produce thee : 

me God, ſome God, my 77tus, watch'd his abſence, 

ſipt to thy mothers bed and gave thee to the World. 
Tit. O this laſt wound, this ſtab to all my courage ! 

Fad'ſt thou been well, I could have born more laſhes: 

And is it thus my Father does proteCt thee ? 
Ter. Ah Titus what, thy murd'rer my ProteCtor ! 

y let me fall again among the People, 

me be whooted like a common Cr— 

Tolsd, as I was, and drag'd about the ſtreets, 

The Baſtard of a Zarquin, foil d in Dirt, 

The cry of all thoſe Bloodhounds that did hunt me 

Thusto the Goalof death, this happy end 

Ofall my miſeries, hereto pant my Laſt, 

Towaſh thy gaſhes with my Farewel tears, 

Tomurmur, fob, and lean my aking head 

Upon thy breaſt, thus like a Cradle Babe 

To ſuck thy wounds and bubble out my Soul, 


Enter Sempronia, Aquilia, Vitellia, Mourners Sc. 


Semp. Come Ladies, haſt, and let us to the Senate ; 
the Gods give us leave, we'll be to da 
Patofthe Council. Oh, my Son, my 77tus ! 
k here the bloody Juſtice ofa Father, - 
* how the Vengeance rains from his own bowels ! 
khe not mad 2 It he refuſe to hear us, 
Well. bind his hands, as one bereft of reaſon. 


Haſt 


64 Lucius Omins Brutn ; 


Haſt then : Oh 73zus, T would ſtay to moan thee, 
But that T fear his orders are gon out 
For ſomething worle, for death, to take the heads 
Of all the Kindred of theſe wretched Women. 

Ter. Come then: I think I have ſome Spiritsleſt, 
To joyn thee, o moſt pious, beſt of Mothers, 
To melt this Rocky heart : give me your hand ; 
Thus let us march before this wretched Hoſt, 
And offer to that God of blood our vous : 
If there be ovght that's human left about him, 
Perhaps my wounds and horrible abuſes, 
Helpt with the tears and groans of this ſad Troop 
May batter down the belt of his reſolves. 

Tit. Hark, Teraminta. 

Ter, No, my Lord, away. 

Tit. Oh, my YValerias | was there ever day 
Through all the Legends of recorded time 
So fad as this?. But fee, my Father comes ! 


Enter Brutus, Tiberius, Liftor $, 


Tiberius too has undergone the Laſh. 

Give him the patience, Gods, of Martyr'd 7:tus, 

And he will bleſs thoſe hands that have chaſtis'd him, 
7ib. Enjoy the bloody Conqueſt of thy Pride, 

Thou more Tyrannical than any 7arguin, 

Thou fiercer Sire of theſe unhappy Sons, 

Than impious Saturn or the gorg'd Thieftes : 

This Cormorant ſces, and owns us for his Children, 

Yet preyes upon his entrails, tears his bowels 

With thirſt ot blaod, and hungar fetch'd from Hell, 

Which Famiſh'd 7antal/us would ſtart to think on ; 

But end, Barharian,end the horrid vengeance 

Which thou ſo impiouſly haſt begun, 

Perfe&t thy Juſtice, as thou, Tyrant, call'ſt it, 

Sit like a Fury on thy blagk Tribunal, 

Graſp with ny monſtrous hands theſe gory heads, 

And let thy Flatt'ring Orators adore thee, 

For Triumphs which thall make the ſmileat horror. 


[ Exeunt; 


| Bru. 


wt 


Father of bs Country. 


' Bru, Lead to the Senate: 
7ib. Go then tothe Senate, 
There make thy boaſt how thou haſt doom'd thy Children 
To Forks and Whips ; for which, the Gods reward thee : 
Away : my Spirit tcorns more conference with thee. 
The Ax will be as laughter ; but the whips 
That drew theſe ſtains, for thisI beg the Gods 
With my laſt breath, for every drop that falls 
from theſe vile wounds, to Thunder curſes on thee. Exit. 
Bru. YValerins, haſt ; the Senate does attend us, ExM. 
Tit. Yalerius, ere you go, let me conjure thee 
By all the Earth holds great or honorable, 
As thou art truly Romay, ſtampt a man, 
Grant tothy dying 7 ztus one requeſt. 
Yal. T'll grant thee any thing, but do not talk 
Ofdying yet; for much I dare confide 
I that fad company that's gone before : 
[know they'l move him to preſerve his 7:tas ; 
for, tho you mark'd him not, as hence he parted 
| could perceive with joy a ſilent ſhower 
Run down his ſilver beard : therefore have hope. 
Tit. Hope, fay'ſt thou! O the Gods ! what hope of life » 
Tolive, to live! and aiter this diſhonor / 
No my Yalerius, do not make me rave; 
But if thou haſt a Soul that's {enfible 
Let me conjure thee, when we reach the Senate, 
To thruſt me through the heart. 
Val. Not for the World. 
| Tit. Dot; orl ſwear thou haſt no Friendſhip for me. 
Firſt, thou wilt fave me from the hated Ax, 
The Hangman's hand ; for by the GodsI tell thee 
Thou may it as well ſtop the eternal Sun, 
And drive him back, as turn my Father's purpoſe : 


Next, and what moſt my Soul intreats thee tor, 


[ſhall perhaps in death procure his pity ; 
for to dye thus, beneath his killing frown, 


s damning me before my execution. 
Paler. 'Tis granted ; by the Gods, T ſwear toend thee 


for when weigh with my more ſerious thought 
| .K Thy 
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66 Latins funns Brots : 
Thy Father's conduct in this dreadful Juſtice 
I findit isimpoſlible to fave thee. 
Come then, I'll lead thee, O thou glorious YVi&im, 
Thus to the Altar of untimely death, 
Thus in thy trim, with all thy bloom of youth, 
This Virtues on thee, whoſe eternal Spring 
Shall bloſſom on thy Monumental Marble 
With never fading glory. 

Tit. Let me claipthee, 
Boyl out my thanks thus with my Farewel Spirits - 
And now away, the Taper's almolt out, 
Never, YValerius, to be kindled more 1 
Or, if it be my friend, it ſhall continue, 
Burn through all winds againſt the puff of Fortune, 
To dazle (till, and Shine like the fix'd Stars, 
With beams of glory that ſhall laſt for ever. 


Exew. 


Scena ultima. 
Senate. 


Bru. Health to the Senate! To the Fathers hail ! 
Fnpiter Horſcius and Dieſpiter 
Hoſpital and Feretrian, Fove the Stayer, 
With all the hundred Gods and Goddeſles, 
Guard and defend the Liberty of Rome. 
It has been found a famous truth in Story, 
Left by the ancient Sages to their Sons, 
That on the change of Empires or of Kingdoms, 
Some ſudden Execution, fierce and great, 
Such as may draw the World to admiration, 
Is neceſſary to be put in At 
Againſt the Enemies of the preſent State. 
Had Heftor, when the Greets and 7 rojans met 
Upon the Truce, and mingled with each other, 
Brought to. the Banquet of thofe Demy-Gods 
The Fatal head of that illuſtrious Whore ; 
Troy might have ſtood'till now ;'but that was wanting : 
Jove having from eternity ſer down. | 


Rome | 


Father of bis Conniry, 
Raz to be head of all the under-World, 
Rasd with this thought, and big with Prophefie 
(fwhat vaſt good may grow by ſuch examples, 
Brutus ſtands torth to do a dreadful Juſtice : 
[come, O Conſcript Fathers, to a deed 
Fholly Portenitous, New, and Wonderful, 
Yuchas, perhaps, has never yet been found 
[nal Memorials of Former Ages, 
Nor ever will again. My Sonsare Traytors, 
Their Tongues and Hands are Witneſſes confeſt ; 
Therefore I have already paſt their Sentence, 
And wait with you to ſee their Execution. 
Hor. Conſul, the Senatedoes not ask their deaths ; 
They are content with what's already done, 
And all intreat you to remit the Ax. 
Bru. T thank you, Fathers, but refuſe the offer. 
by the aſſaulted Majeſty of Rome, 
[[vear there is no way to quit the Grace, 
Toright the Common-wealth, and thank the Gods, 
bt by the Sacritycing of my Bowels: 
Tike then, you ſad — of the Publick, 
Theſe Traytors hence ; ſtrike off their heads, and then 
Wy Sons. No more: their Doom is paſt. Away. 
ſhall we ſtop the mout{: of loud Sedition, 
Thus ſhow the difference betwixt the Sway 
(partial Tyrants, and of a Free-born People, 
Nhere no man ſhall offend becau ſe he's great, 
here none need doubt his Wives or Daughter's honor, 
creall injoy their own without ſuſpicion, 
Niere there's no innovorion of Religion, 
change of Laws, nor breach of Priviledge, 
No deſperate Fa&tions gaping for Rebellion, 
No es of Pardon for Affailinates, 
advancements of the Bate or ſtranger, 
lor Luxury, for Wit, or glorious Vice ; 
kt on the contrary, a Balanc'd Trade, 
tsincourag'd, ManufaQtors cheriſh d, 
| Tbonds, Wailers, Drones, and Swarming Braves, 
teFroth of States, ſcum'd from the Common-wealth : 
K 2 


Idkeneſs 


63 Lucine Funins Brutus ; 
Idleneſs baniſh'd all exceſs repreſs'd, 
And Riots check'd by Sumptuary Laws. 
O, Conſcript Fathers, 'tis on thefe Foundations 
That Rome ſhall build her Empzre to the Stars, 
Send her Commanders with her Armies forth, 
To Tame the World, and give the Nations Law, 
Conſuls, Proconſuls, who to the Capitol 
Shall ride upon the Necks of Conquer'd Kings ; 
And when they dye, mount from the gorgeous Pile 
In Flames of Spice, and mingle with the Gods. 

Hor. Excellent Brutus | all the Senate thanks thee, 
And ſays, that Thou thy ſelf art half a God. 


Enter Sempronia, Teraminta, with the ref} of the: Mour- 


ers; Titus, Valerius, Junius. 


Sem. Gon, gon to death! already Sentenc'd ! Doom ! 
To loſe the light of this dear World tor ever? - 
What, my 77berius too ! Ah, Barbarous | Brutus | 
Send, haſt, revoke the Order of their Fate. 
By all the pledges of our Marriage bed, 
It thou, Inhuman Judge, haftleft me one 
To put the yet in mind thou art a Father; 
Speak to him, Oh you Mothers of ſad Rome, 
Sitters and Daughters, ere the Execution 
Of all your blood, haſt, haſt, and run about him, 
Groan, ſob, howl ont the terrors of your Souls,.. 
Nay, fly upon him1like rob'd Savages, 
And tear;him for your young, 

Bru.. Away, and leave me. 

Sem.. Or it-you think it better for your purpole, . 
Becauſe he has the pow'r of Life and Death, 
Itreat him thus: throw all your heartleis breſts 
Low at his feet, and like-a God Adore him ; 
Nay, make a Rampier round him with your Bodies. 
And block him up : I ſee he would be going ; 
Yet that's a Sign that our complaints have mov'd him, 
Continu'd falls of ever ſtreaming tears, 
Such, and ſo many, and:the-chafteſt too 


Oh all 
His pr 
Like t 


Father of bis Country. 
Ofall the pious Matrons throughoutiReme, 
Perhaps may melt this Adamantine temper. ba 
Not yet ! nay, hang your Bodies then upon him, 
Some on his arms, and ſome upon his knees, 
And lay this Innocent about his neck, 
This little ſmiling Image of his Father : 
Fe how he bends, and 1tretches to his boſom ! 4. 
0h all you pittying pow rs of the Darling weeps5 
His pretty eyes ruddy and wet with tears, 
Like two burſt Cherries rowling in a ſtorm, 
Plead for our griets more than a thouſand Tongues. 
Jun, Yes, yes, my Father will be good to us, * 
And ſpare my Brothers ; Oh, I know he will : 
Why, do you think he ever was in earneſt 2 
What, to cut off their heads? I warrant you 
He will not ; no, he only meant to fright 'em, 
As he will me, when I have done a fault : 
Why, Mother, he has whipt 'em for't already, 
And do you think he has the heart to kill 'em ? 
No, no, he would not cut their little fingers 
forallthe World ; or it he thould, I'm ture 
The Gods would pay him for't. 
Bru. What hoa | without there ! 
Shves, Villains, Ha ! are not my Orders heard ? 
Hor. Oh Brutus, ſee, they are too well perform'd ! 
fe here the Bodies of the Roman youth 
All headleſs by your Doom, and there 7:berius. 
Ter. See, Sir, behold, is not-this horrid Slaughter 
This cutting oft one limb from your own Body, 
Ft not enough? Oh, will it not ſuffice 
Toſtop the mouth of the moſt bloody Law 2 
Oh, it were higheſt Sin ro make a doubt, . 
Toack you now to ſave the Innocent 77tus, . 
The common wiſh, and general Petition 
Ofall the Roman Senate, Matrons, Wives, 
Widdows, and Babes; - nay, ev'n the madding People, 
Cry out at laſt that Treaſon is reyeng'd, 
Andask no more : - Oh, therefore ſpare him, Sir, 
Bru. 1 muſt not hear you, Hark, Yaleriue, 


70: Lucine Junius Brute ;. 
Ter. By all theſe wounds upon my Virgin breaſt, 
Which I have ſuffer'd by your cruelty, 
Altho you promis'd 7Tztus todefend me, 
Sem. Yet hold thy bloody hand, Tyrannick Brutus, 
And I'll forgive thee for that headleſs horror : 
Grant me my 7:tus, Oh in death I ask thee, 
Thou haſt already broke Sempronia's heart ; 
Yet I will pardon that, fo 7:us live. 
Ah, cruel Judge ! thou pittyleſs avenger / 
What art thou whiſp'ring ? Speak the horror our, 
For in thy glaving eyes I read a Murder. | 
Bru. 1 charge thee, by thy Oath, Yalerius, 
As thou art here Deputed by the Gods, 
And not a Subject for a Woman's folly, 
Take lym away, and drag him to the Ax. 
Pal. It ſhall be thus then; not the Hangman's hand. 
[Runs him through, the Women ſbriek. 
Tit, Oh bravely ſtrook.! thou haſt hit me tothe Earth 
So nobly, that I ſhall rebound to Heav'n, 


Where I will thank thee tor this galiant wound. [Semp. ſwoon. 


Bru. Take hence this Woman ; haſt, and bear her homie. 
Why, my Yaleriws, did it thou rob my Juſtice : | 
Tit. 1 wrought him to it, Sir, that thus in death 
I might have leave to pay my laſt obedience, 
And beg your blefling tor the other World. 
Ter. Ohdonot takeit, Titus ; what e're comes 
From ſuch a monſtrous nature [muſt be blaſiing, 
Ah, thou inhuman Tyrant ! bur, alas, 
[ loiter here, when 77ztus ftayes for me: | 
Look here, my Love; thou ſhalt not Le before me. [ Stabsher ſe}. 
Thus, to thy arms then: Oh, make haſt, my 7:tus, 
I'm got already in the Grove of Death; 
The Heav'n is all benighted, not one Star 
To light us through the dark and pathleſs Maze: 
T' have loſt thy Spirit; Oh, I grope about 
But cannot find thee : now I fink inſhaddows. 
Tit. I come, thou matchleſs Virtne. Oh, my heart | 
Farewel, my Love ; we'll meet in Heav'n again. 
My Lord, I hope your Juſtice isaton'd ; 
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[hope the glorious Liberty of Rome, 

Thus water d by the blood of both your Sons, 

Will get Imperial growth and flouriſh long, 
Bru. Thou haſt ſo nobly born thy felt 1n dying, 

That not to bleſs thee were to curſe my ſelf; 

Therefore I give thee thus my laſt embrace, 


I Print this lait kiſs upon thy trembling lips : 


And, ere thou goeſt, I beg thee to report me 
Tothe great Shades of Romulus and Numa, 
juſt with that Majeſly and rugged Virtue 
Which they inſpir'd, and which the World has ſeen. 
$, for I ſce thou'rt gon, Farewel for ever : 
Eternal, Fove, the King of Gods and Men, 
Reward and Crown thee in the other World. 
Tit. What happineſs has Life to equal this ? 
by all the Gods I would not live again ; 
for what can Jove, or all the Gods give more : 
Tofall thus Crown'd with Virtu's fulleſt Charms, 
And dye thus bleſt, in ſuch a Father's arms ? [ Dyes. 
Yal. He's gone ; the gallant Spirit's fled for ever. 
How fares this noble Veſſel, that is rob'd 
Ofall its Wealth, ſpoil'd of its Top maſt glory, 
And now lyes floating in this World of ruin ? 
Bru. Peace, Conſul,-peace;. let us not ſoil the pomp 
Ofthis Majeſtick Fate with- Womans brawls. 
lncel Fathers, Friends, kneel all you Roman People, 
Huſh'd as dead Calms, while I conceive a pray'r 
That ſhall be worthy Rome, and worthy Fove. 
Val. Inſpire him, Gods ; and thou, oh Rome, attend. 
Bru. Lei Heav'nand Earth for ever keep their bound, 


J The Stars unſhaken go their conſtant Round); ; KORS 


Inharmleſs labour be our ſteel employ'd, 
Andendleſs peace thro all the World enjoy d, 
ltevery Bark the Waves in fafety Plough, 
No angry Tempeſt curl the Ocean's brow ; 
No' darted flames from Heav'n make Mortals fear, 
Nor Thunder fright the weeping Paſſenger ; 

let not poor Swains for ſtorms at Harveſt mourn, 
bit ſmile to ſee their hoards of bladed Corn : 


72 Lucius Funiue Brutzs ; 
Nodreadful Comets threaten from the Skies, 
No venom fall, not poys'nous Vapors riſe. 


Thou, Jove, who doſt the Fates of Empires Doom, 
Guard, and Defend the Liberty of Rome. 


0 cringing Stirs, the Poets Champion 7, 


H.rve ſworn to ſtand, and ear Fudge defie ; 


hut why each Bullying critick ſhou'd I name 
A Jugde, whoſe only buſineſs 1s to damne, 
While you your Arbitrary fift advance 

At Wh and duſt it like a boor of France 

IWho without ſhow of reaſon or pretence 
Londemn a man to dye for ſpeaking ſence. 
How ere we term'd you once the wiſe the firong 
Know we have torn your impotence too long.. 
Tou that above your Sires preſume to ſoare, 
-And are but copies dawb'd in Minuture. 
| Jon that have nothing right in heart nor tongu? 
' But only to be reſolute in wrong. 
Who ſence affett with ſuch an Aukward Ayre 
As if aFrenchman /hould become ſevere. 
Or an Italian make his Wife a jeſt 


Like Spaniards pleaſant, or like Dutchmen dref... 


That rank the nobleſt Poets with the vile 

And look your ſelves in a Plebeian /t:le. 

But with an Oath. - | 

Falſe as your Wit and Judgment now I ſwear 

By the known Maiden hs of each Theater 

Nay by my own ; The Poets ſhall not ſtand, 

Like Shrove-tide Cocks, the Palt of every hand: 
' Let not the purblind Critick's ſentence paſs 

That ſhoots the Poet through an optick glaſs, 

No peals of ill plac'd praiſe from galleries come. 

Nor punk below to clap or hiſs preſume 

Let her not cackle at the fops that fleut ber 

Nor clukk the Squires that uſe to pipp about her, 

No full blown block head bloated like an Ox 

Traver' the pit with-dam me, what a pox. . 


Epilogue. 


Spoken by Mr. Barrey. 


Anow 


Anow then for Ev'ry miſdemeanor bere 
[1 be more flabbing, ſharp, and more ſevere, 
Then the Fell-ſhe that on her 7 ail comes 
Who in his drink, laſt night laid waſt her Roomes, 
Thundred her China, damn d her quality, 
Her glaſſes broke, and tore her Point Venie ; 
That drag d her by the hair, and broke her head, 
A Chamber Lion, but a lamb in bed. 
Like her Ile teez you for your midnight ſtorming 
For your all talking, and your noe performing. 
Tou that with monſtrous Judgment force the Stage 
Toutribling, fumbling Keepers of the Age. 
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Criſpus - Mr.Betterton. 
Annibal | Mr. Goodmas. 
Lycinius Mr. Wiltſhire. 
Arius Mr. G:bo. 
Labienus. Mr. Peris. 
Eubolus . Mr. Saanders. 
Sylveſter Mr. Bowman. 


WO MEN. 


Fauſta Mrs. Barrey. 
Serena Mrs. Cook. 


Angels, Prieſts, Guards, and 
Attendants. 


Artuff, or the French Puritan. 
Forc'd Marriage, or the _ 
"a Bridegroom. 
3- Engliſh Monſieur. 
4. All miſtaken, or tbe Mad Couple. 
5. Generous Enemies, or the Ridicu- 
lous Lovers, 
6. The Plain-Dealer. 
7. Sertorius, 4 us 
8. Nero, a Trag 
9. Sophoniabs, » or Hannibal Over- 
throw, - 
I ©, Glorianaz. or the Court of Au- 
guſtus Czſar. ; 
t 1, Alexander the Greet. 
12. Mithridatcs, King of Pontus. 
1 3. Ocdipus, King of Thebes. 
. Crſar Borgia. 
15. Theodoſius,or the Force of Love. 
16, Madam Fickle, or the. "En 
Falte One. 
17. The Fond Husband , or 2be 
Plotting Siſters. 
18. Eſquire Old Sap, or the Night 
Adventures. 
19. Fool turn'd Ciitick, 
20. Virtuous Wife, or Good Luck at 
laſt. 
21. The Fatal Yoger- 
22. Andromache. - 
23. Country Wit, 
24. Caliſto, or the Chaſte Nytph. 
25. Deſtruction of Jeruſalem, in 13y0 | 
Parts.. 
26. Ambitious Stateſman, er the Loy- 
al Favourite. 
27. Miſery of Civil War. 


28. The Murder of the Duke of | 


Glotefter.” 
29. Thyeſtes, a Tragedy. 
20. Hamlet, Prince of Denmark, 4 


Traged). 
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31. The Orphan, or the Unhappy 
Marriage. 

32. The Souldiers Fortune. 

33. Tamerlain the Great. 


34- Mr. Limberham, or the- Kind 


Keeper. 

J5- Millaken Husband. 

36. Notes of Morocco by the Wits, 

37. Eſſex and Elizabeth, or the Un- 
happy Favourite. 

38. Virtue Berray'd, or Anna Bul. 
leign, 

29. King Leare. 

40. Abdellazor,or the MoorsRevenge. 

41. Town-Fop, or Sir Tim. Tawdery, 

42. Rare en tout, a French Comet, 

4-3- Moor of Venice. 

44- Country Wife. 

45. City Politicks. 

46. Duke of Guile. 

47- Renearfſal. 

| 48. King and no King. 

| 49. Philaſter, or Love lies a Bleeding, 

50. Maids Tragedy. 

51. Grateful Servant. 

. Strange Diſcovery. 

Atheiſt, or the Second Part of 

the Souldiers Fortune. 

. Wu without Money. 

. Little Thiet. 

. Valiant Scot. 

. Conftantine. 

. Valentinian. 

. Amorous Prince. 

. Dutch Lovers. 

61. Woman Rules. 

. Reformation. 

. Hero and Leander. 

. Love Tricks. 

. Julius Czfar. 

. Fatal Jealouſhie. 


. Monſieur Ragou. 
| : PRO- 
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Spoken by Mr. Goodman. k) 


Hat think ye meant wiſe Providence, when firſt 
Poets were made?” I'd tell you, if I durſt, 


That 'twas in Contradiftion to Heaven's Word, 
That when its Spirit o're the Waters flir d,; 


- 


When it ſaw All, and ſaid That All was good, \ © 


The Creature Poet was not underſtood. 

For, were it worth the Pains of fix long Days, 

To mould Retailers of dull Thira-Day-Plays,, ©: * 
That flarve out threeftore Nears in bopes of Bays. 
Tis plain they ne're were of the firft Creation, 

But came by meer Equiv tat Generation. 

Like Rats in Ships,” without Cottion bred; 

bs bated too as they are, and anfed. 

Nature their Species ſure muſt needs diſown,, 
Scarce knowing Poets, leſs by Poets known, 


Tet this poor Thixg, ſo ſcory'd, atitlſet at nought, | 


Te all pretend to, and would fain be thought. 
Diſab1'd waſting Whore-Maſters are not 
Prouder ro own the Brats they never got, 

Than Fumbling, Itching Rhimers of the Town, 


I adopt ſome baſe-born Song that's not their own: 


Spite of his State, My Lord ſqgyetimes deſcends, 
Topleaſe the Importunity of Friends. 

The dulleft he thought moſt for Buſineſs fit, 
Trill:ventare his bought Place, to aim at Wit: 


a V 
\ \ 


And though he'Jinks with $35 Imploys of State, 

Till Common Senſe-forſaks him, hell Tranſlate: 

The Poet and the Whore alike complains, 

Of trading Quality; that ſpoilt their Gains; - 
The A, will Write, and Ladies will have Swains. 
Therefore, all you who have Male Iſue born, | 
Under the Starving Sign of Capricorn ; 

Prevent the Malice of their Stars in time, 

An1 warn them early from the Sin of Rhime : 

Tell 'em bow > gen ftars#d, how Cowley mourn'd, 
How Butler's Faith and Service was return'd; 

And if ſuch Warning they refuſe to take, 

This laſt Experiment, 0 Parents, make ! 

With Hands behind them ſee the Offender ty d, 

The Pariſh Whip, and Beadle by his ſide. 

Then lead him to ſome Stall that does expoſe 

The Authors he loves moſt, there rub his Noſe ; | 
Till like a Spaniel laffd, to know Command, Why 


He by the due Correflion underſtand, Her 
To keep his Brains clean, and not foul the Land. Ind, 
Till be againſt his Nature learn to ſtrive, Som 
And get the Knack, of Dullneſs how 10 thrive. Me: 
| | | But 

For 

| But 

RY Beſ 

Lt 
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EPILOGUE- 
Spoken by Mrs. COO K. 


Ur Hero's bappy. in the Plays Conclufion, 

The holy Rogue at laſt bas met Confuſion :. 
Though Arius all atong appear 'd a Saint, 
The laſt A ſhew'd him a true Proteflant. © 
Euſebius, (for. yox know. I read Greek Authors): 
Reports, that after all theſe Plots and Slaughters, 
The Court of Conſtantine was full of Glory, 
And. every. Trimmer rurn'd Addreſſing. Tory; . 
They follow'd bim. in Herds as. they\were mad: +. 
When Clauſe was King, then all the World was glad.' 
Whiggs kept the Places they pafſeſt before, —  — 
tid moſt were in-d way. of- getting mares. 
Whith was as much as ſaying, Gentlemen; + 
Eere's Power and Money to'be Rogues again:. 
Indeed there were a ſort of peaking Taals, + 
Some call them Modeſt, but I'call 'em Fools, 
Men much more Loyal; tho-not:haltf fo loud ;\ 
But theſe poor Devils were caft. behind the Croud. 
For bold Knaves thrive withaxt one Grain of Senſe. 
I Men ſtarve for. want of Impugence. 
beſides #ll- theſe; there' were a. fort of Wights,... 


(L think my Author calls them 'Teckelitcs ; ) 
duch bearty Rogues againſt the King and Laws, 
[hey favour d even a Foreign Rebel's Cauſe. 


When f 


As 1 


ghr0r 071 yp damnid was quaſh'd and and, 
At (paſt 't thely g {Wierd abroad. 

, who, for a quiet Life, 

Br eeds bs bis Baſtard not to och his Wife. 

Thus o're their Darling Plot thefe Trimmers cry, 
And though they cannot keep it in their Eye, 

They binuit Prenrib\ed Count Teckely. 

T, = believe. not the laſt Plot, may T be curſt, 

If I believe they ere belies d the firſt. 

No wonder their'\own Plot, no*Plot t ey think; 

The Man-that makes it, nevef ſmells the Stink. 

And, now'it comes into my Head: I'll tell © © 
Why theſe damn'd Triramers lowd the Turks ſo well 
The Original Triramer, though a Friend to no Man 
Tet in bi Heart ador da pretty Woman: _ 

He knew that Mahomet laid wp for ever, 

Kind Black-ey'd Rogues, for every trae Believer: 

And, which was mote\than mortal Mai ere tafted,”.: 
One Pleaſure that” for threeſevre Twelve-months fel 
To turn for-this, may” ſurely be. forgiven: 

IVho'd not be circumcis ted wy fuck; "i "Heav n! 


I I II 
— lt. —_———_ Ada! 
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Miſcellany Poems: 'containin wg ph DI Yrandation « Vi (4 3 Gr 


_ Love-Elegies,.” Odes Horace, and other Authors. , By ſever 
ange 

Poems upon ſeveral Occalion $3, with a. Voyage t to. the Land of Love. 
By Mrs. A. Bebn. 


Both printed for % Tinſon, at the Tdpe f- Need) M1 1 Chaney Lan, near 
Fleet-ftreet. 


\ 
J & N 


- 34A CON- 


| | 


Conſtantine , 


THE 


. ————— _ — TOES 

, | The Firſt A AR. . 1 my 

Conſtantine ſleeping in a Pavilli Silveſter fa at diſtance, - 

_ LE ayrone with anmers i i” their + fo of bg 

L | This Mott; bs bee | fe vince, Writin Ga” "a 
; my, 

l Avg. Wake :. O Conſt yoene / awake ;. | ,2 

Orin t by ph Proſpet rake 1' | 2 

hh Here in this hallow?d a Gold, M$ 


The Proſpect of thy Life behold: | 

This Emblem of a bleeding Love, + 

k Shall both thy Croſs and Triumph prove. | +1 | 
For, alaſs ! *tis decreed by the Heayenly Doom, | 

. Topurge thy paſt Crimes, there's .aTormeat to cone» 
tz. Ang. Yet, after the Storm, ;believe in me, ' 2) - 
No more diſturb'd thy thoughts lat beg = 
But all Serene as a breathleſs Sea; . 

Cbor, And ſtill thy Handmaid- Vidtory, 
Where er'e thou go' ſt; ſhall wair-on thee gi. fl $2 
And all ſhall end in Harmony. EGS 

3 Avg. ſpeaks. Awake, and ponder the Celeſtial Song 3 $ 15116. 


'S. vow'd Converſion 1s delay d too __ | { 1. 94:0 hab; 


2 CONSTANTINE 
Awake ; remember the Celeſtial Doom, 

That threatned Forments,and a Croſs to come. 

'Yer after all the Menates of Fate, ITIER 
Be waſh'd : And Catmsfhattonthofe Fempeſts wait, 
For true Repentance NEVEr COmes too late. | Angels aſcend. 


Conf. Ort Boy'K >, FN; 


That bows your Airy Heads; I charge you ſtay : 

They're-gone : Tiole Beautcow Legates'of the Skies ; 

Andleft me puzling here to die indoubr, 

_ Soon uide me __ a Clew, 
this 


2 oo + - 70 


Sw nah ſt Crim re's a TA _— by 
ay, =. Tor repext +# rice. Fl "= 
ut ſay, ent ” | TY 
| Sib. A-dangerous MR ALA by al "ny 


Which were I Emperour ſhould be ſoon H— » aide 
Conſt. By Heaven it ſhall by me. | | 
=_ You muſt, not Swear, - | 
oh. ſhou'd be forſworn.. Ws... 


. Tf Heaven require 


Ladle 


bs Fs 


ee Tb : Bs tw, FO 
ieve you would :- Bur this is more. 
Lids a: ,Whywhen tis Repytatic, -: 

But I T have MO = Che ian Schools tolay 
My Honour down. . And own my ſelf a Worm. 
To wafh the Pilgrims Feet, to bid.the Saints 
Tread on this Earth : This 4#aſh; \this 'beap'of Sin. WE 

Siu, But there's a Baſom Fog. aoDonquer yer 4 | 
Andthere's my fear. _' ©) of 

Conſt. Your fear, my Saint, after. what I have fig 2. . 

Silo. My fear,my 'Emperqur, though youhad fworn,... 

Conſt. HadI a fo of Sons hike -Cri/pus dear, . 
Hope of my vows, my Souldier and\m ma | * HEY 
Early Renown'd; 'andBioue from the Womb-:'! 07.9 
Yert-were my Bowels Foes tq that Religion, NT: 
Whoſe Infant growth Lyater'd with-my-Blood, | 
I Swear by Heay*n, they ſhould be mine no more. 

Silky. Your Son's the Angels care, and/when hedies,- 
The foremoſt of the Quire meet himwith- a Crown. ; 
But have you not a Wife ? - 

Conſt. You knaw'}. had: -!>.; 
1:44 "lh and by muck my ws x parts 
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$ilo, But have you not anothe? 3-\'* i© - 


. When ſhe dy'd eI\ D443 v- 1 F Hol oi BOLens At 
Dip wpto ig af 431 50 
Sikv. This Beauty lives : 351 | 
Can you deny a Truth ? 


Conſt. Silveſter, why ? i 

Why doſt thou preſs me thus, ' to. my Confuſion ? 
Silv. Becauſethis Beauty, Sir, may bring ' confuſion. 
Conft. Large as an Angels knowl&dg, be your own, 

And at one View, receive whole Nature 1n, 

Yet if you tax my Choice, with leaſt diſhonour, 

Inuſt declare you wrong her. 


Silo. Then you are at leaſt contrafted to Meximinius Daughter : 


4 Heathen born ? 

Conf. But bred a Cherubin, - \ 
the has all the Beauties, of her Sex: below ; k 
And equal Virtues, with the bleſt above. 

Sikv. Dares Conſtantine, the Chriſtian ſa Renownd, 

Gay this to me ? ny TO 

Conſt. Dares any Saint deny*r ? 

Silv. That Fawſta is not Guilty ! 

Confl. Ha ! of what ? 
 Sifo.Of all the ills,that ſhalt attend your Life. 


all ' Ip 
Cenft. Hold, hold——leſt I fallputwith Heaven.  _, 
Silo, Of all the Blots, that'Maltin after tices” . _ . © 
Sin your white CharaCter, and blaſt your Fate :. 
While weeping Readers ſhall lament your Story.. 
Therefore away with her. Tim 
Calf Firſt; let me die. . | 
Feaurious Heaven ; and Oh! thou Niggard Saint, 
DdI not Offer you my Darling Son , | 
VWithall my Race, as Victims to your Shrin es 
-5./ wu Guilty in 2 point of Faith, * 
Towaſh their Hereſies with Royal Blood ? | | 
hid do you grudge me one, but one”, poor Pleaſure, 
For all the Pains of myUnwearied Wars? © ©, © © 
Then take my Life, take'Etrpire, Glory, all, © 
Tikeall I offer'd this Ungrateful Prieſt, * © | 


Whoinrequital, will allow menothing. , . 


Silo. Forgive me Heaven ! my too officiouy Care ,. 

Ir imerpoling, inthy datke Docreess,. 

h Chriſtian patience, he is yt But\youpg, ..," 

Cuſtiſe him now : And make the Trya Rrong. "Lo / MIL 

Gooſe, W hat havel ſaid, that] a an iveneſs © 
A "7 "or 


* - +? S ” 
$1t<) 4 ", LW - J #44 
' 


, 
ih, *s , 8 
. *\ . - . % 4) » 
$4 WF 7 ky. Sh 4 4 . 5 
" (' 4 "TLELY | [ 4 ; . 


Your 


4 CONSTANTINE 
Your Silence argues me undone forever : ee {od 
Yer think me not, foloſt in deſperate Love, Ao? 4301 
But while offending I can kneel for Pardon. | i 

Sibv. What I have offer'd to your Choice, ' 

Was not Commuſlion'd me to ſay from Heaven ; 
Therefore the pardon muſt be mutual. 

All I have urg?d was but a thoughtfyl. boding -. 
No more of that;be happy in.your Love. -. 


Conſt. Oh ! you have Chard, me injo Life agen wn ont} 
And fear not but-ſhe ſhall bec.me a Chriſtian ; " #1p34 
I muſt confeſs, that yet ſheis a Heathen, x 


As ſuch 1 Lov*'d Her, in Her Fathers Court, | 
Where hrſt we Plighted vowsin Arizwhands | ent tf rd DO 
But the dark Contract was fo cloſe Contriv'd,, nod mites 
I wonder how you reach'd the 'T ruth fo ſoon : hens” | 
But Heaven reveal'd it , or you cou*d not know it ;, 
Since I may ſwear, She is not yet enjoy'd: - 1 

Sibv. By you ! 7. 

Conſt. By me? Your anſwer's ſhort and home: 
Who ſhou'd pofleſs her elſe ? Eiond 

Sitv. Young and a Heathen ? 
Leftin the Senſual Maximians Court ? 
, Conſt. No, Sir ; She's Guarded, and ſecure at Rozwe;. 
Criſps, not yet acquainted with our Concraft, 
Is ſent in ſhow, for I had ur ls, 2, As 
To make his Judgment "of 929 oh $ Perſon, 
Whether to be preſerv'd, or like Her Father, . 
Tohinder Inſurretions, be deftrop*d, - 
But hark ! What March is this? Perhaps *cis he ! 


And theſe his Trumpets, with the Legions Rais'd. Trumpets withut.. 


Enter Arius:' and Eubolug, wat; Fe 77 


Both. Long live the Emperour. 
Conf. Is Criſps come , 

Withthoſe Auxiliar Legions we.requir'd ; = 
And Money ſentto pay tht Taft Arrears? -- , "DVRs 
Ari. Nothing obey'd :: When firſt your Orders came, 
Which by your Brother were in the FirumRead; -: 
I never faw ſo ſudden. a Revolt. cihy TO, 

Ar oncethey Cry'd, our Liberty's betray'd, 

Our Courts.of JuſticeRob'd ; Old Rights Infring'd ;. . _ . 
Our Gods muſtdown, our Shrines and Ternples-burn : 
Andall for a phantaſtick, Old Wives, Falez,, --_ 1... ,ni 
A Croſs they Cry*d, one of Sikoefters. Lies E:..- 6 v-4-:-42;4209 


ff | 


4 Which never yet was ſeen by waking-Eyes; 


The. GREAT ai8 


Buteither feign*d, or Dreamt of im the Skies. 


Conſt. Is this their Anſwer to my ſtrict Commands * TI on 


Ari. Crispus by this return'd, to join your Brother ;, 
When ſtraight ſome Devil whiſper'd 1a their Ears, 
'Your Son» ds had begun the Change, 
The Statue of Apollo was pulPd down, 
Tomake his Fathers Place : Whereon they cry'd 
Your | ſhould be Burnt, and with a breath 
The Cockle, and the Corn, bow 'd all that way. - 

Eub. But were reverſed by a more Powerful Gale, 
Your Brother and your Son, appear'd like Gods, 
And ſtopt the Madmen in their tull Career. 

Ari. At cloſe ofday, in Dark Cabals they met, 
Andin the Moi ning gave their Final Anſwer; 
Lycinizs, who that Night was wa_ a Captive,. | 
Tograce the Triumph of your firſt appearance, < 
-Was firſt propos'd, to ſhare th* Imperial Power: 
Next they demand a general Perticucien 
Of all the Chriſtians, and Silvefters head. 

Conſt. Tell'emtheir City ſhall be Aſhes firſt, 
Have I for this, with hazard of my Life; 
$ oft Redeem'd em? from their 'T'yrants Racks, 

all cheir Streets, were but one Hideous Grave ;: 

There Wives,an d Daughters Raviſhtin their View ? 
When Age was drain'd of its laſt Ebbing drop, 
When Babes were ſnatch*d their Earlieſt breath to gi ve,. 
Anddy'd ereknowing what it was to live. 


Trumpets-—— Enter Dalmatius. 


More Treaſon Arius, or do the Slaves Repent ? 
My Brother here.. Still ro my Arms, and heart, 
ou Nerve of allmy Wars : How fares my Friead,,. 
And my beloved 7 
Dalm. Criſps, our care is well. 
And the late Tempeſt which muſt reach: your Ear, 
By Skilful Pilots, Rockt into a Calm ; 
Believe me Sir, your preſence gains the Cauſe, 
Therefore upon the Inſtant march to Rome ;; 
Vanquiſht Licinins waits tro Grace your 'Triumph. 
Bleſs me ! Is*r poſſible ?* Arius-with you Sir? 
Arias the Traitor ? 
ou: Have you found him ſo ?. x 
in. The Subtleſt Snake, the ſofteſt Civil Villain 


Thar: 


[- CONSTANTINE 
"Thatever warm'd himſelf in Princes—-Boſom ; 
Diſcaſes, Blaſts, Plagues, Death:and Hell ;are in him : 
 Whate'te hisoutfide ens : This ſhamalefs/ Traitor _T 
Was the foul Spring of all theſe. poiſon?d W aters, ( 
That late had like to overflow. the, Empire; | , 
Yet while his Emiſfaries Fired the People. ; 

| This Judas on my fide, appear'd an Angell : 


For after the firſt Mutiny was* quel'd ; | 
Though he had Sworn to Juſtibe your Cauſe, I 
He warn'd the Slaves , I have his hand to ſhaw, Con 
.Next day to make thoſe Impudent demands. * And 
Ari. Plots on my Innocence ; as I am a Chriſtian, Thi 
If ereI ſet my hand to ſuch a Treaſon, The 
May theſe rot off, which thus I hold to Heavetr : hpr 
As I am of Prieſtly Order. Tet. 251 And 
Dalm. A Devil Ordain'd-— I 
Sir, if I do nat provecſim. I 
Conf. I believe you, And 
I know him Heretick, a Seditious Traitor, 1 
But yet have Reaſons to defer his Ruin, I 
erefore no more at preſent. ' Aria hence, 2 TY ih And 
Andletme hear no ſurther of theſe Miſchiets. | ] 
I have pardon'd you ; be gone, you Evbulxz, and tell the Rebels, | I'% 
I come EmbattePd now for my.' Revenge ; | Uni 
My Standard, and my Banners, bear the Croſs | p Wh 
Tell*em Lycinius, whom once before + 4:9Y Wl An 
I took to Grace, and Marry'd to my Siſter, by ; xe Ple 
Their new Petition'd Ceſar ſoon fhall bleed. wah Lik 
Sitv. Forgive your Enemies. An 
Conſt. But not my Friends: | "ALI Ro 
Lycinius was my Friend, and has betray'd me ; "La 
Therefore Ple Execute himmthew View,” I 21. by 
Away and warn him, for the Doomthar's given.  . Ex. Arizs, Ewubnius. Lo 
. *Tis not by halfs, that we will: worſhip Heaven : | 
No; my Dalmatins, | have made a vow, ©4111 Fi T 
The Romans, or their Emperour ſhall bow. . | 
They're-Subjes,and *tis fit : Nay, buwthep: ſhall 2". re! of Re 
Or Ceſar in th? attempt, their Vidtim :fall;z) : .- 24 He 


Bow tothie Man, whom Heaven Ordam'd for Sway: | * | 
Andin his great Vicegerent learn: rheir Mukerto Obeyi—- Entewrs. 


5% 
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Scene II. ROME. Conſtantines Palace. 


Enter Lycinius, Labienas.' @ 


Labj. The miſchief*s Ripe, and ready for our wiſh : 
Confuſion to the Houſe of Conflantine; 
* And Fortune points their . Fate. : For mark the Method | 
The Father ſends the Son to feethe Priſoner ; 
The Son, not knowing of +his "Fathers 'ContraQt, 
Appears a God. to Fauſfts's Charming Eyes, - 
And Marry'd her. 
Lycin. How came you by the-Secret ? ” 


Lab. Arims told me; he who Betrothed the Father Weds the Son; , 


And ſtands for ever. bound to ſerve Lycinine . 
Lycin. He's Voted Heretick *among the Chriſtians: 
Labie. No matter what they Vote him, Sir ; He's yours, 
And Foe too all Religion, but his Friends. 
Lycin. By. Mars, be falls the Righter to my purpoſe... 
I was my ſelf bred up.. in Bleod and Wars, 
Untaught, and Scoft at by theſe Civil Cowards, 
Wheretore-I hate Religion ; Arts, and Learning ; : 
And if I ever - Mount the Czſars Throne, 
PleRaiſe another General Perſecution ; 
Like Nero;. Bait theſe Chriſtian Dogs to Death x; + 
And Build'the Temples of the Old Godsagain.: | 
. Labie. And be a God your Self ': Inthe mean time; |, 
FLet your Wives tears prevail upon your Temper. 
Bypple your Haughty Spirit, bow your Body, 
Low as the Earth, before the Emperours Feet: 
Lycin. | had rather dye : If he thinks fit ro ſave me, 
Tis well ;. if not ; why let bim take my Head. 
Labie. Yet forthe fake of thoſe, whom you muſt Govern, -. 
Rebate this Mattial Fire, and hear your Wife': 
Hear what return our long'd for Ariz brings. 


' Emter Criſpus, with Annibal. 
But foft! the Bridegroom, Criſps and his Friend :-' 
Cinftantia with tmpatience waits your coming :; | 
Conftantia , who has Power toſave your Hedd';' - 
Though Ceſar wh an Oath had Doom'd you Dead. - 


3 


Criſpas.-. 


F  . CONSTFANTINE 
Criſpas. How Annibal : What ! out of temper now ? ie 
When Crownsate offer'd, and the Ceſars Purple ? _T 
What, though nor born inthe immediate way ? 
Yet thou att.Collaterally Great asT.' 
And if T evet” Heir this Spacious Empire, 
By Heaven, thou ſhalt nor ſhare, dub ide, _y 
My hearts beſt Love, and allchg World behide. 
Anni, Your Heart? Ayt rn. you Ecchod my delires, 
Enrich me there, andtrowle your empty Globe 
To thoſe Crown'd Slaves, that know ne other Greatneſs : 
But tell me, O my Criſpus ! All Mens Joy ; | 
Tell me, and truly from thy Generous Spuk; - _ 
Haſtthou a Friend, whom morethon; Lov*&chen me ?.. 
Criſp. Not more beloy'd, more Fonded then ' my felf, | 
But more 
Anni. Nay add not, tothat broken Truth, - - 
"There's more in-that, no more ,'then thou has Sworn. 
Criſp. Wilt thou not hear me out-? or bir, 


Anni. There needsno more; - | 
"Thou art no Friend, that Lov?ſt another more : 
Nay half ſo much : But now find that all 


The former Flatteries of thy Glozing Friendſhip, | & 


Were Courtiers promiſes, and Womens Vows, 
Butlet me know his Name; _ | (! or 
. Criſp. Thy Father Amnibal my Godlike Friend,” SENT ER 
Dalmatins, who before thou could*ſt Write Man, | | 
Hugg 'd Criſpze to his Heart : Like Lambs in Peace 
AE we lay down, together reſe, 
ar like Lyons, Coupled ona (ide ;- 


te yetthy Infant Arms, 'a Sword could Wield, « bak abt 


And drove like'Herds , the Nations from the Field. "AF an 
Ami. Why then we're Friends agen, more fl then ever, 
Yet ſince we have happen'd into this dilorder, 
Tomake a Tryal of renew'd affeQion, 
Fleput theetothe Teſt. | 
Criſp. Name the Danger, - - 
Though Kinto\Death, my Arm, Young-man, ſhall Righr thee, : 
Amni. "Tis death indeed : Moſt certain Death'to me, 
Unleſs thy Softning Charms, have powerto ſave me. 
Criſp. Speak this cloſe grief : That wrings thee with the Ars | 
IfI am not Eloquent 1a ſuch a Gault, 
Cut out my Tongue. 
Annib. My life sin the hands 0) | 
Of one that hates me; of what wounds. me mor (A 
Ofone, my Cri/pus, that can never love me. 
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| Yi, or love thee f. O ye Powers ! what heart is that ? FEES”; 
” Crif Ha ' 


ſt thou not ſeen the Beauteous Priſoners GTPUS TEA QIBV. 
* (GT OJ LC \ 


What Fauſte meanſt thou ? Bier oa 
Annib. Fauſta and Serena. OO oft 
Criſp. Say which of em? ? Which, Beauty has Inflam'd thee ? 
Amib. Which ſhowd , but the moſt ſoft and Artleſs melter ? 
The Languiſhing=— | 
Criſp. The killing Beauteous—— Come 
Amnib. Ha ! Criſpzs thou art Concern'd ! 
Criſp. 1 am to help thee—— 
Her Name? - 
Annib. Why takeit then, the Fair Serena. 
_ Criſp. O She's the ſofteſt ſveerelt, killing Fair © 
yy By Heaven— I am gladPm raviſht that *ris She! 
= By this Embrace I promiſe thee ſucceſs, 
| know her temper well-—No more but leave me, We 
| ' I was npon the Inſtant when I met thee, 
s Going to their Appartment ; —— Nay look up——— 
| And truſt thy Friend. | 
Awnib. Plead then for tny Life, 
Ibeg thee as a God to plead my Caule ; | | 
| | Thou canſt not know o'th* ſudden, how 'tis with me: 


How Great, how Mortal, and how deep the wound. 
Fi May all the Saints, and Powers that  pitty Love, 
4 Inſpire thy Breſt, as if *rwere poſſible, 
That 4nnibals Soul-cou'd atuate thy body, 
$ ligh, weep, languiſh, and for Mercy ſue, ' | Hs 
As were I _ I my ſelf wow'd dow— Ex, Annibal. 
; Criſp. The Youth is Haughty, Martial, Hot and Brave ; 
1% Þ Night fortheField, unhappy parts for Love : | 
Therefore perhaps, the-V rgin- likes him nor. 
But thou haſt luckier Stars : No ſooner. ſeen _ .. * | TJ. 
Blik'd-——Lov'd,Marry'd——Ha! ——but where's the Tranſport ? 
Without thy Fathers knowledge thou wert Marry'd : | 
Tis the firſt Fault of my unhappy youth, 
| Yet'*tis a Fault——but *ris the tault of Love, 
, ' | Had he not lov'd Criſpus had not been here ; 
R Away, you Damps, and darkning Images. - 
tb gone I ſay—Behold ſhe cames to meet me.; Enter Fauſta. 
Lagas I am, in this great Race of Loye 
0 Fauſts, Fauſta ! 
Fauſt. O my Conſtantine ! | 
Criſp. Ha! . Es. els þ 
 Fasft. A miſtake; my fear out-went my Love. ©. | 3. 


”- 
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Criſp. My Confiling! Thy. fear—— by Heaven mu Otmitos: 


What cauſe haſt thou to fear ? 
Fauſt. Bondage and Death. 
Are nat thoſe Reaſons for a Virgins fear ? 
Criſp. Yesfor another, Fauſta, not tor thine. 
For Oh ! when he has ſeen and heard like me, 

'The Abſtrafted Charms of allthis Beauteous World, 
Expect not death, but offers of a 'T hyone. _ 
Fauſt. *Tis poſſible : Yet by thy {eIF T fiwear, 

; By dear lov'd thee, my Criſpus in a Cottage 
Shall be prefer'd xo all the T'hnrones on Earth. 


Criſp. And thou, forgive me Heaven, I had almoſt ſaid 


To Heaven it ſelf : No Fayſte, thats the Jar, wb - 7 
Religion makes this diſcgsd 1n ifty Soul. 
I find itnow. Hence come my Starts and fears, 
Even ip the height of my eter joys © 4 
But Time, the Saints and Miracles mult win thee. 
Fauſt. No Time, no Miracle, no Saint bur thou : 
Why, thou art all the Wonders of the Earth, 
My Saint, my hearts Religion, and my Heaven ; 
With thee I am imbarkt to live or Peiſh,. A 
Not only here but in the Worlg hereafter. | 
Criſp. Oh Extacy ! Oh paitern for thy Sex: 
Yet ſhalt thou Maſter me by this SubjeCtion, | 
Gtye methy hand. Thy Lip — the' ſweets are Richer, 
The taft Enobled. Oh ! my raviſht Loye ' PII 
Glows with the pointed Charms.* The Heavens are open'd 
And 1 behold thee Crown'd a Saint already. 
But I will hold thee fall, leſt thay rhe Angels fnatch thee : 
Ere we have mingled Souls——— , 
T_—Obeewora 7 
Criſp. Ha ! not to night ? Not onthis Lov'd Confeffion ? 
Notwhenthou haſt ſer..my.. Spirits all on. fire * 
Notnow enjoy thee ? 'Thou mak*ſt my fears return, 
Far more Extravagant then they were before. 
Leſt ere we join an Apoplex ſhou'd ſerze me, 
The Palace fall , andthouſand other Chances, | © 
Thatawe th Imagination of my Love. _ LE 
Oh Come k, #3. 
Fauſt. 1 will, and with thefe longing arms * * 
Hold thee till Morn: And fromthar Morn nll Evening : 
From Evening to Mid-day : From day ro Night: 
From Night to Death ——— Ple clap thee thus for ever. 


Criſp. Let's haſte then, whilethe beckoning Minute ſmiles. | 


-iFguft. But I muſt ſwear thee firſt: 


Tbe GREAT. 
Criſp. Take Oath on Oath: . WO A 
[ſear to obey thee without asking why... 0 '. 

Fauſ. Swear thou wilt never leavethy Wedded Faufta ; 
What ever dreadful Chance,or ſtrange Misfortune, FY 
 Ghou'd ſtart to undo me, almolt to a Crime. | =; 

Criſp. No Crime : But want of Love : Nor that, by Heaven, ., 
Shall make me hate thee, though it bring meDeath, | 
Oh thou ſoft Dear ! if ever I forſake thee, Fae 
Atmy laſt hour, may I deſpair of Mercy, | 
Ard may thoſe Saints, that knew the wrong I did thee, 
When at Heavens Gate, I beg for Entrance, anſwer, 
Remember what thou did*ſt to F ao (wear, F 
be gone, for ever leave this happy Sphere ; $ | 
For perjur*d Lovers have no Manſion here, 


Ex. Ambo. 
End aft. A, 
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The Second A& : Scene ROME, ' 


Enter Arius and Labienus, Eubolus. 


Arixs, WE have done our Work by halfs; follow'd by the Scent, 
Trac'd to our Holes !.Qh I could play the Mad-man ! 


Men of our Make fo poorly hide a Murder, 
That Dogs can Rake it up. Spies, Spies by Hell ! 
The Courſe of former Councils was tao {low, 
lam proclaim?d a Traitor, Heretick, 
And Poniards muft proclaim my Accufer nothing. 
Labie. Were it not better to:comply?. . - 
Arizs, Impeſſible! 
The Genius of the proud port Brothers 
Andmine by Nature Mortally oppos'd, 
Hate ſtrongly at firſt ſight, which hate improv'd, .; 
I the late flaw I found intheir Religion : ; 
They hear too how I tainted Tnifant {0 
Tet being made the Emperours Confidenty,.. 
la the late Contract, all might have beenretreiv'd ; 
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And I at Helm, had not his hated Brother . . 
Thus interpos'd to my ternal Rune—— 
Poiſon and Ponyard-— | 
- Eubol. Is it come to that ? 
Ari. It is: without diſpatch, we are all undone. 
Oh for a Slave'ts mould, ſome Malecontent; 
His blood aduſt, and blackned with the blows a 
Of adverſe Fortune : yet of Soul elate, | 
And to be fluih'd for Fame, or hire 
To any kind of daring a 
Lab. Why? | 
Ari. 1 would work the Mancholy vive 
To ſtab Dalyatine. ſos 
Eubol, Why not Conſtantine? ** ER. 
Ari. Becauſe ten Conſtantines live at leaſt in him; 
The one's not half ſo open to DeſtruCtion, | 
As Yother coſe : and on the Guard to ſave'hins;; 
He has unravell'd our cloſe Webb of Thought, 
And from the bottom of our dark Deſign 
Drawn Freaſon forth, -perhaps to hang us all. 


Lab. *T'is juſtly thought; this Lett muſt be remov 'd; "i 


And who-fo ft to hew ie mro 3 ori . 


As that ambitious, brawny Fool Lycinins 4 


_Ari. Thou haſt hit the Man my buſie Brain had loſt _ 


The Emperour dooms him dead; by whoſe Advice? 
Tell me; I hear the dull. Lycinius cr 

That ere 1 fall the Vitim of the Wis 

ly may at once deſtroy his Life and Name. 


HH uh 4 j : 


/ Enter Liyciins. Guards: 


But ſee he comes ! I bririgybu u News. | 
Lycin. Ha! of my Death? 1 I read it in thy Fac ace: 


Ari. The Emperour, as at firſt I told yvar Story, 
Inclin'd to Mercy. : but fierce Dalmatius 
Repeal'd the hint of your half granted/Pardon, . 


And forc'd him to your Death: | Cal Serena v1 


Lycin. By Mars VI! hght him: T0 

Ari. *Tis not in your Power , h 
You're Pris'ner of War. tt 

Lycin. Yet I may curſe : 


My Tongue is not their Priſoner;;- herefore/Pl _ | 


Biterly curſe Dalmatizs : we. 5 ery; all! 


c 
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Ari. Curſe for the loſs of Empire, and of Life! // 11.4 i, 1, 
Ritterly curſe ! Why Whores will there out-do you. | ++ + > + 
I bluſh-to think the great Lycinins * 

Should e're be brought in ſuch Compariſon ! 

Would it not ſeem more worthy your pat Honour 
To ſtrike than i Strike, if I may adviſe, 

And e're you ſuffer. ; 

Lycin. Kill Dalmatizz, + 
Conſtantine, Criſpus, Annibal; nay all, —— 
Quite root up all the Imperial Stock at once. 

Ari. 'T his Dagger then be yours: the Legacy: 
Of an old Propherefs : who dying, told me, 


He that had Courage to employ it well, 


And where it ought, ſhould make: himſelf the Greateſt, 
| Trumpet at diſtance. 

Lycin. It ſhall be well employ'd, and where. it ought. 

But hark.! th* Emperour comes / 
Ari. Rather Dalmstins, Fn 

Perhaps commiſſion'd for your Execution ! 
Lycin. Why then Pll forth and meet'him. ': By the-Faces, . 

If I muſt fall, he ſhall not live to laugh :. 

And in remembrance of this ſolemn Oath, 

I-kik the ominous Gift thou haſt bequeath'd me ;- 

Fll treaſure it next my Heart ;- where it ſhall reſt, .. 

Till ſheath'd by Vengeance in Da/matius Breſt. ' | Ei. 
Afi. Ot live or dye, thou art contriv'd for Miſchief ! 

Next I muſt mend the Herefies Pve broach'd , 

And reconcile my ſelf by ſome bold Offer, 

With Conſtantine ; which while I undertake, 

Be it your- Care to ſpread the old. poiſonous Dodtririe: 


Sow it in all Habits, Perſons, Forms,. and Places; 


Grow with the Times, and cultivate Sedition.. . 


Enter Serena. 


My fair Devoteſs :——but hence, /as I have order'd, 
And meet me at the Tryal of Lycinius. Ex. Labie. & Eubol..- 
Seren. The Morning's come, and fain I would have reſt, 
Who all the Night have wak*'d upon my Pillow, 
And made it wet with Tears : my ſolitary Groans 
That pierc'd Heav*ns Vaults : tho Heav'n was deaf the while ; 
to redreſs, have made my Breſt fo fore: 
t I can ſigh no longer. | 


Griſpus and Fauſta ! Oh you bappy Lovers ! -\ | my 
"Not fo with you the gladſome Minutes paſt : 


Bor,' ere *twas day, I left my tedious Bed, 
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And liſten'd to your Joys. 
Ari. Her Sorrows lull me, - | EY, 
And I grow good, I know not how, o'th' fadden, 5 
Seren. Such ſoft Expreſſions flow'd from the charming Cri/þuc, 
As did but aggravate my Paſſion mare 
Yet hide it, O Serena! though thou dieſ, 
Tell it to'none, but to the midnight Groves, 
The Flocks and Streams, and thoſe unhappy Starg, 
Whoſe mercileſs Fires thus fated thy undoing. 
Ari. What! not to _ to thy Cankelbor 
To him who has a Privikedge fram Heav'a ? 
| Seren. Oh Arius | would I had the Power to hide it ; 
= pas heard it = ; ” 5% 
And will, perhaps, aim a Virgins Fraikp. 
But, Sir, 1 ſhall ul ong furvive ay hems : 
And ſince *tis known, confeſs it to the Warld ; 
Confeſs, that Paſſion has dethron'd my Reaſon, 
That unbeloy'd, I love the beſt of Men. 
And ſigh unheard, and without Watneſs mourn, 
And dote to Death, without the leaſt Return. 
Ari. ”Tis ſaid, young Annibal is vow'd your Servant. 
Seren. O Arius! mark the malice af our Fates! 
That Prince loves me, as Cfifpus is beloy'd, 
And failing in his Suit, employ'd his Friend 
To plead his Cauſe ! Oh had it been his own {——owe 


But all my Pray*rs, alas! arg now in-vain,: - Ready Trumpets 


And wanting Criſpus, I muſt wed'my Grave. for 6 Call, 
Therefore I beg you, Sir, procure his Picture 
To entertain my melancholy Thoughts, _ 
Since him himſelf ] nere muſt ſee again. 
Ari. Thar, and all Helps which: Arizs can commend, 
Seren, I thank you Sir, by the bleſt Saints I do; 
I thank you for this Favour, from my Hearr. 
Bur hark ! they come: Criſpus and Favfia core ! 
Oh Heart ! why doſt thou leap againſt my Boſom 
Like a cag'd Bird, and beat thy felf te Death: 
For an impeſhble Freedom ? | TR 
Ari. Stay to'ſakne *em. | 
Seren. No Arius, no: I] cannot, dare not ftand %em : 
But ſee, they come, wreath*d in each others Arms, 
And mingling Kiſſes. Has not then the Night 
Been long enough, but you muſtlove by Day? 
Do Fauſte, do, be ſtifled with the Joy. ry 
Follow him from thy Chamber ro the Grove, 
1'9 Garden haunts, and claſp him jn the Bowers, 
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Thence to your golden Beds agam, while I 4 
Sink to my Grave, and there for n, tye. Exit. Serens. 
Ari. Criſpus to court h—_ bis Friend, 
- His Picture ſhe ſhall have it Miſchief,” Hell ! 
And if it be thy Will thy. Slave obeys. 
Criſpus and Annibal, that late were Friends—— 
Shall ſtrait be foes. Bur huſh, the Lovers come. 
This Cloſet hides me to diſcover mare. . 


Enter Criſpus and Fauſta. 


This Cloſet be my School, to learn their Language. 
Faufta. Your Fathers Trumpets call you. Let *em call, 
You ſhall not go. Oh are there any Sounds 
To charm, more pow:rtul than your Fauſta's Cries? 
Criſp. No, not the Tongues of Angels! O beſt Joy 
Of my abounding S011! ! Whar ſhall I call thee? 
By Heav*®n, thou art all Hcv*n, all Paradiſe, 
Talk not then of goiug (rom thee: for, ll ſtay till Age 
Has ſnow'd a hundred Winters on my Head,, 
Yet give and take Enjoyments then, as now. 
Fauſt. And oh, for thee, thou deareſt of the World, 
My Souls beſt Life, and my Hearts graſp'd Deſire, 
Oh what Return ! The Mother on her throws, 
After the Rack when hanging o're her Babe, 
With bleeding Joys, wild Looks, and earnmg Smiles, 
Loves got her Darling more than 1 love Criſp«-. 
Thou ſhalt not leave me, Criſpus. 
Criſp. Yes, to meet again ; 
Our _=—_ approv*d, by him that gave me Being, 
en 
Fauſt. What then ? He dooms me to that place; 
Where in his Shrowd the poor Maximian lies, 
Where 1 ſhall lye as I had never been, 
Nor think of Cri/pms more. 
Criſp. Canſt thou fear Death, 
While I have Life? 
Fauft. Oh do not truſt thy Father ! 
Truſt not the Paſſions of 'a Conquerour ; 
For in his fatal Look, when laſt he left me, 
Something I ſaw, that bid me fly his Preſence. 
Fly to the Verge of Earth, and leap the bounds, 
Rather than ever meet his Eyes again. 1:0 
Criſp. Thy Father's Fate makes thee miſtruſt thy owns. | 
Faxſ. No Criſpus, not Miſtruſt, but certaia Danger ;; 
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Which like a moulding Promontory hangs, IS 
Burſting above our-Heads ; and threatens Death, _ 
:Unleſs we Houſe betimes, and ſcapethefall; 

Criſp. What danger? Death? What fall? _ 
Fauſt. Thy Father. _ 
Criſp. Ha'! 
Fauſt. Thy Father, Criſpas. 
Criſp. Knows not we are marry'd, | 
'But ſhall, and will I hope forgive my paſſion. 
Fauſt. I dream't laſt night, thy-Father was in love; 
Jn love with me, my Criſpzs ; catch'd us clafp'd, 
And with his Dagger, ſtabb'd.us-in the fold. 
Criſp. Ist poſlible ? | 
Fauſt. Moſt true. 
Criſp. And catch't thee with me? 
Fauſt. Catch't us in bed. 
Criſp. "There? 
Fauſt. Here. Why doſt thou wonder? 
?Twas but a dream. | | 
Criſp, Yet there is wonder in *t. 
Becauls by Heav'n, I dreamt the very ſame. 
Is it not ſtrange ? 
Fauſt. If it ſhould happen true ! 
Criſp. Thar would be ſtrange indeed. 


Fauſt. Therefore ler's fear the worſt: and Arm againſt it; | 


For oh, Why ſhould I hide a ſecret from thee ? 
When I beheld him laſt, He languiſhed, 
And wrung my hand at parting. 
Criſp. But what ſaid he ? 
Fauſt. | will not tell yow-Criſpas, till you anſwer 
What you would do with me, my deareſt Joy, 
If it were true indeed, your Father lov*d me. 
Criſp. What, at your parting ? -ha 
Fauſt. Why 1iÞ*t were true, 
Would you forſake me ? 
Criſp. Be my own murderer ! | 
I know not what, but ſpeak your parting. Oh ! | 
Fauſt. Why are you fo enragd? I dareinot tel. you... . 


Criſp. 1f ought thou hid'ſt, by Heay?n, thou doſt not love. me. 


Fauſt. By:Heav'n |! Irhope no other. Heav'n, bur thee. 
What if he talkt alittle? Age willtalk, | 
Andthink of it no more. .: ,.::;- 5; 

Criſp. What was your talk ? maven ad ow 
Ple knoweach ſyllableo 17 17! oo ol ee ny 
Fasſt, Why fo youthall7! : 111 5 4 


e 
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* Butthen be calm ; What if he talk'r of love? 
whar? Oh be not angry, and I'll tell you, 


What if to ſave my life I promis'd him ? 
Criſp. Ha! promis'd Fauſta ? 
Promiſe the Father and engage the Son ? 
But ſpeak, I ſtand upon a Precipice; ' 
Forit *ris true, that ere ſo little paſt 
Of love before 
Fauſt. What then ? 
Criſp. And thou haſt. promis'd ? 
Fauſt. Suppoſe I have Sworn. 
Criſp. Suppoſe then thy diſhonour : 
Suppoſe me never to behold thee more; 
Suppoſe my death ; both Soul and Bodies ruin. 
Faxſt. Suppoſe no more, but what my Soul hath Sworn, 
To love his Son, none but the lovely Criſpus ; 
Otherefore clear thy brow, and take me to thee, 
Beftill my love, forgive this little fault, 
And jealouſie ſhall ne*re offend thee more. 
Criſp. O Charmer ! Beauty, What ! where was the need? 
Why haſt thou kept me on the Rack folong ? 
Thotaken down, I feel the ſtrains upon me, 
\ And ſhall, I fear, too long. Bur hark, they call, | Trumpets, 
And I muſt go. | 
Fauſt. Burt will you then return? £5 
Criſp. Quick as thy wiſhes, or my own deſires ; 


But make no more ſuch T'ryal. Hark _ Trumpets again. 


Fauſt. | cannot part with you, tho for a moment. 

Criſp. I'd but enquire whether my Father's come. 

Fauſt. Swear to come back then, Swear before you ſee him, 
To give me one look more. 

Criſp. What needs an Oath ? 
Before I ſpeak with him 
\Favft. You'l ſpeak with me, 
For I have muchroſay of mighty moment ; 
dwear therefore to return. 


Criſp. Swear on thy Lips ; 


Thus with my: Heart I ſeal my Vows for ever. Ex, Criſpws. 


Fauſt. Heart and the Holieſt Vows deep writ in Blood ; 
Blood and. diſhonor : T'ake then, take my cauſe ; 
Thou, that haſt made me fin, O mighty love! 
Andlet thy Mother plead it with her Tears, 
He ſees his Father, and my erime at once ; 


And then reſolves neyer to ſee me more. TREES ; 
" % 
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Arius, What then ? 
Fauff. What then ! O Arius, Doſt thou know me ? 
And ask what then, when he ne're ſees me more ? 
Pll tell the then, Ill never ſec the day 
Shades, Night and Death, Deſpair and Dungeons hold me, 
When thoſe dear Eyes ſhall never light me more. 

Arius. Sinc2 you enjoy*d him, let the Tides of tove 
Be ſwallow*d in the Ocean of Ambition. 

Fauſt. Ambition, Pomp, and greatneſs of the World, 
Allempty ſounds to love ! But thine*s a downward fente,. 
Thou haſt no taſt of theſe ſubluner joys. 

Bur haſte! look out ; Why comes he 'nor again ? 
He ſwore, he would; but he has feen his Father ! 
Who ſtops him, with my firſt unhappy Contract. 

Arizes. 1 ſee him yonder. 

Fauſt. Bleſſings on thy Tongue; 

But I'll run forth romeer him, and nolonger, 
Conceal the Innocent deceir of Love. 

Arizs, Hold Madam, ſtay, Delmarimw comes ; vetre,, 
" "Pans. Dalmatizz ! Let me foe ty (elf. 

Arins. They come. | 

Fauſt. Dalmatius' Gods, *tis:He, Henells himaſl ; 
Th Emperor told it him. Nay *« muſt our, 

I ttt loſt, undone: Bur gentle Arme,wmt, 

And watch, and bring me word, how Criſpus beans it. 

Oh that I were a Spirit to ſtand unſeen ! 

To mark his piuffions how thep riſe and. fall, 

With every Glance of thoſe dear, dreadful Eyes :. 

Bur ſee they come, and pet I cannot ſtir;. 

I grow diſtracted with my hope and fear, | 

Compell'd ro go. yet long to-tarry here. Fox. Budfly. 


Enter Dalmatius and Criſpus to Arius, 


Dulm. Thave much againſt you, Crifpus ; and you know. ;. 
Therefore with all-the freedom of. a friend, 
Tell me what is the cauſe, you hayenorbecn 
So free as formerly. 

Criſp You know I am. | 

Dalm. [11 preſs you Sir, no mote, 'only remember,. | I 
"There ſtands a Villain, whom | haveſeenyou whilper. — Ex.Anw 

Griſp. Viltell you all. 


Enter. Arius. Cull Dalmativs,Cripu 
bk Mttenvdant. | 


Dalm, You. 
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Dalm. You dare not: Come there is a gwlt at botrorn, 
You bluſh to own, a Crime of ſuch a nature , 
As will admit no Pardon. 'Thowu haft- ſin'd- - 
inſt the great Divinity of friendſhip; . 
Which my Soul takes to death. 
Criſp. Can it be 
Ever too late to gain a Pardon here? 
Dalm. I cannot tell; Yet [ can tell thee this, 
There was a time, not many days are paſt, 
Since I preferr'd thy friendſhip to the World ; 
When I cou'd ſay ; Why yonder goes the Man, 
Whom my Soul worſhips more then Conffantine, 
And Loves beyond my Son. By Heav'n thy fault 
Is ominous, and grinds my remper through. _ 
Criſp. That Son you nam'd unhappily * in Love: 
Daim. Then He's a Fool. With whom? 
Criſp., Maximians Daughter ; "i 
The younger Beauty. ; 
Dalm. Ha ! And you Lovethe Elder: . 
My life on't ſome ſuch maſterly deſign ; OY 
This makes you ſhun the Camp, to lurk beneath 
The Eeves of Palaces, and droop m Corners. 
But Sir your Pardon. I almoſt forgot | 
To urge your ſwifteſt ſpeed, to wait your Father, 
or I will but take my leave. | 
Dalm. 1 fear there is 81 
Too much already taken ; but no more 
If you have ought to ſay, Tl viſt for you. 
Criſp. Be all as you would have it! Oh your hand! 
Nay, I will force my Entrance to your Heart, 
By opening all my own ; and o farewell.” 


| my felf, who when ſceth moſt ſtrange' ©! + 
Am fondeſt of his Love. So Sir, What now ? 


Enter Anniball. | 


Annib. The fair Conſtantia with condemn'd Lycminis, 
Dreſt in the ſaddeſt Glaſs of dying farrow, 
Was coming to entreat you for his Pardon; 
But ſoon as ſhe had heard from weeping Arius, 
Her Husbands doom, ſhe inour Arms. Expir'd. | 
. Dalm. 1 mourn her Fate ; But for 'Lycinas, ' © ' 
Turg'd at firſt, and ſtill reſolve, bis Death 


kmcefdary to the Emperors life 
Ee WY 


Datgkd blame my friend for walking in the 'Datk, '" - * 
Yet hi Sta 


rg” 


' Nor 


20 CONSTANTINE 

Nor ſhould a few weak drops by Women ſhed, 

Stop a Decree ſo Abſolute and Royal. | 
Annib, He comes attended with a mournful crowd, 

To ſue for life. : 

Dalm. U|l have him Executed in their view ; 

Yes Amniball, and ſhew thy Youth a pattern © 

Of the old Romans, for thy imitation : 

Who haſt but poorly Copy'd from thy Father, - | 
Amib. Why Sir? What Villain has traduc'd my Vertue ? 
Dalm. No Villain, but thy Prince has own'd thy weaknels ; 

And fays thou Lowlt a Captive Foe of Rowe. 

Annib. The Virgin's beautiful,and greatly born. 

Dalm. Perhaps the Virgin may as greatly die, 
And yield her Beauties to the Faral ſtroke. 

Annib. To the Fatal ſtroke! Oh all ye Powers! 
No Sir : The fair Serena ſhall notr'die' 
While 1 wear this. 

Daim. Ha Rebel! Traytor ! How ! 

Not at the Emperors Doom ? 
Ammnib. No nor at yours, Debs 1 

That gave me Sir my being; take'it dgain, 

Unleſs you give me leave to ſay it there, _ 

Where I have plac'd my Love. 

Dalm, The Emperor }..”7 ..... -* 

Decrees thee Cappadocia: Wilt thou forfeit . 


The noble Heritage of ſuch Ambition - a We .* nw 


For Infamous Love? SY 
Amnib. Wrong not a Paſſion,, _ , 
That equals your own; Virtue, Th could Ceſar 
Give with a Daughter of his own tt World, le 
1.von{d;prefer my Love in this Cai Grin, "5-4 CEE 
To all the proffers of his Blgqd and, } MPpIFe. - | EET 
Dalm. Hence from my = And, vl thay” brealolt ris paſſion; © 
See me no more. EIN Yy 
Amnnib. Then | muſt never ſee you. * 
For when I ceaſe to Love, where | have vow'd, _ 
I am no more: Therefore upon my Kitees, * 
I beg you to recall this dreadfal ſentence... .._ 
Repeal my Baniſhment, arid give,me. leave,” . 
To win the Heart of this unhappy Maid, 
Or bid me die before you. Ade: 7. 
Dalm. Riſe my Boy : — NS. TI 
Thou Loyſt indeed, who can[t refuſe i Kingdom... a 
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Enter Arius, Lycinius, Labicnus, Eubolus, © 
with the Populace. | 


But ſee Lycinizes with his followers here, 
Take to the habit of thy former Wars; * 
And ſoften not my Juſtice by thy ſorrows. 
Annib. | have heard Lycimize lately rhreatned you, 
Therefore your Guardians Eye be watchful o*re you. 296 4 
Dalm. Fear not, Pm Arnvd againſt 'em. Know, Lycini,” 
The Emperor has decreed to ſhew his Subjects, | 
What weary'd Mercy dares reſolve to do. - 
Chanthes ; you the Captain of the Guard: 
Lead to the Forum, and im the Peoples view 
Strike off his Head. | 
Lycin. [ bear the ſentence as becomes my Honour: . 
Andall the favour which I beg in Death, 
Isto reveal a ſecret to your Ear, © + 
Which may import the Emperors life, and Yours. 
Dalm. What would you be ? 
;  Lycin. My Lord, Are you in earneſt? 
Or is there room for hope? 
Dalm. Sir, be not flatter'd : 
Hope is the fawning Traytor of the- mind, 
Which while it cozen's with a colour'd friendſkip, 
Robs us of our laft Verrue, -Reſolucion. 4 
Lycin. Speak then the force of Reſoltition———Thus, 
Annib. No Vilin—— Thus. Annibal diſarms and 
Dalm. Hold, Amnibal' Hold thy Hand. offers to Stab him, 
An executioner in the beſt of Cauſes, 
ka vile trade for Honourable men ; 
Therefore let ſlaves diſpatch, him. 
Amb. Rack him Firſt, | 
To know who counſel'd him to this damn'd deed? 
Dalm. No: To Sylveſter let him own his fault, - 
And die a Chriſtian, I am fatisfy*d. 
Lycin. Ha ha ! A Chriſtian! What and fall a Sheep? 
Confefs! No, as he-urg*d, bring forth the-Rack:- '- 
| Wire.draw my Limbs, Spin all my Nerves hke Hairs, 
| And work my tortured Fleſh as thin as Flame,. . 
You ſhall not know a tirle more then'this; 
Iwas ſet on to ſtab Dalmatins; © © | 
And would the Emperor, were he m 'my reteh: 
Who werethe Gods that promptedithus.my Arm, 
You Chriſtian Curs ſhall never know from me-; 


? 


Therefore 
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Therefore go learn the Myſtery in'Hell, - + 
Thus much T may acquaint yoit; They are living, 
"Warm in your Boſoms, and 1 hope will ſtmg you; 
'Sting you to Death. Plagues, Famine, Sword, and. Fire ; 

Fire from the Gods on your proud City fall ; | 
And with that dying Curſe I leave youall. »Ex. Guardd, 

Dalm. His Fate was uſt; now Romans tothe Triumph ; | 

Go forthand meet your Emperor, whoſe mercy 

Extends her peacetub Wings to all that ſeek bun ; 

And is the Darling attribute of is Soul. 

But hark ! He comes! The Saviour of your Empire ; 

Bring forth his Statues ; Crown Ins Laages ;\ 

Meet him with Garlands, Songs and Shauts of T'riumph. 

But ſee his entrance is already made, 

And there He comes, with Cr:/p#s ia his Arms. 


Enter Conſtantine, Criſpus, &'c. To the Triwmph 


Conſt. Dalmatins, | muſt thank thee for the Fate, 
'Of that too ſtubborn troubler of ourReign ; 
Sytveſter to his Hermitage retires, 
And ſays the Saints are fad at my delay: 
Tell him,e're long, and urge him to xeturn, 
The Emperor ws 1 Court ſhall be Bapriz'd, _ 
Dalm. "Take to your fotmer freedam,, Mirth and Humor, 
For *tis obſerv*d, you aregnat as you were. | 
__ Conf. Oh Brother! Friend! In all my hazards try'd, 
This Son ſhall ſhare the Heart and'Empire too, 
"Of my lov'd Criſpms, whom for ſome tew minutes, 
I would diſcourſe alone. | | 
Dalm. Your wiſhes on you; | we. 
Peace to your thoughts, and Heaven till guide your Councils. - Exeunt. 
Manent Conſtamine, Criſpm. 
Conſt. Haſt thou perforn'd thy Embaſſy, my Criſpes ? | 
And ſeen the Daughter of Maximian ? Hs 
Criſp. 1 have ſeeg/Her;Sir ; And ſeen Her Beatteous Siſter. | 
Conſt. How lik'ſt thou ?' He!.. Are they. nor. charming both? 
Bath Beautiful? | | 
Criſp. They are. But why Sur. both? | 
Conſt. Becauſe the latter only Carch'd thy praiſe, 
When Fauſts inthe Pride of blooming Nature, 
As much tranſcends her as the Summers Roſe 
The little Beauties of a backward Spring: 
Criſp. *Tis true, She is the Elder. 
«Gon, And the fairer, 
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Jaall compariſons to be prefer'd, 
Not only to her Siſter, but the World. 
Criſp. Ift poſſible? 
x That thou ſhould'ſt be ſodul, 
To wk the Queſtton, having (een the wonder ! 
Criſp. Bur Sir, when | was ſent you talk*t of Death. 
Conſt. Death to my fſelf,, and the:, and all mankind, 
Rather then wound a part of my Lov'd Fauſfts. 
Criſp. Oh Heav'n ! What ud you? Do you Love her then ? 
Conſt. Love her my Son! In Age | Love her more, 
Then in my Youth I Lov'd the chace of Glory. 
Criſp. And does ſhe know you Love her? 
Conſt. Know? Approves; 
hpproving joyn'd, and Seal'd the Contract (are, 


Criſp. Death and Deſpair! ” TY Joya'd,Seal'd, Contracted 7 
P k » JOYn 


How Seal'd? And how 
Conſt. Why our Ly 
Have Sign'd and Seal'd an Everlaſting Love. 
Criſp. What, kaſs'dher? Ha! Bur I'm tao Credulous : 
All you have ſaid is but to-try my temper, 
How much your Son can bear. 
Conſt, I muſt confeſs, 
Thy fears were juſt, had'ſt thou another Father ; 
But as I am, I ſwear what ever Hue 
| have by Fauſta, Thou ſhalt Heir my Power. 
Criſp. Talk not of Power, buttell-me of your Love; 
Diſtract me not with theſe Ambiguous Anſwers, 
But tell me; Swear to ſave my loſs of reaſon, 
Ifs you Love, you-are by Fauſta Lov'd.. 
Conſt. That I Love Fawſta ; 1s as true by Heay*n, 
AsI Love thee; But whether I am Lov'd, 
With juſt return, is hard indeed to fwear : 
Yetas I ſaid before, 'vur Hands bave joyn'd, 
Our Lips have ſeaPd, and brading Oaths have paſt. 
Criſp. What Oaths ? 
Conſt: Betrothing Oathbs. 
Criſp. Oh, All ye Saints ! 
Are you contracted too ? 
Conſ; Ay Criſpus, we *re contracted; 
not my: Son ; I fwear by this Embrace, 
| Thou ſhalr-not leſs be Lov?'d then heretofore. - 
Criſp. Betroth'd ! Oh Heav'n? Andhave'you Sir enzoy'd her ? 
Conſt. No Criſps ; That's Heav'n I haye to come. 
Criſp. A Hell ! All Hell! And if not yet enjoy'd, 
Ket me.conjure you by my Mothers aſhes, 


Touch: 
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Touch her not for the World. 19 
Conſt. What means my Son ? b03cie 313g 
I have decreed to marry her this _— 
And taſt the ſweets of long expected joys. 
Criſp. By Heav'n 1 ſwear thoſe ſweets have poiſon in 'em, 
Bane to your Soul, your Empire, Life and Glory. 
Conſt. Take heed my Cri/pzs, that thou do not wrong her; 
I know the hazard of Succefiion frights thee. 
Criſp. No :. By your ſacred life; nothing but Honour 
Provokes me in the point: She's falſe, forſwarn, 
And to my certain knowledg loves another. 
Oh! Therefore touch her not ; and to convince you, 
That Empire could not work me thus: This night 
Pl turn a Hermit, and renounce the World. 
Conſt. If ſhe be falſe : I know his temper well; 
And nature cannot make ſuch faults o'ch* ſudden, 
If ſhe be falſe! By Heav'n, thou haſt moved me Criſpas : 
But ſpeak the Traitors name, who thus has wrong'd me. 
Criſp. Pardon me, Sir, his name; He could not wrong you, 
Becauſe he knew not. 
Conſt. What? 
Criſp. Your Love. 
Conſt. His name, 
There's more in this ; His name, again I charge thee, 
Not only name him, but produce his perfon ; 
Or I. ſhall think all forgery thou haſt ſworn: 
Criſp. O let me beg you, wed her not to night, 
And when ſee you next, Ill tell you more ; 
Perhaps betray the Innocent to Death. 
Conſt. Let that be prov*d ; I ſwear he ſhall not die, 
Thou art it ſeems his friend as well as mine ; 
Burt look you calm the Tempeſt you have rais'd, 


f 


Or I vill make thee ſtranger to my Soul. Ex. Conſtantine. 


Criſp. Solus. I amcontent ; if that fore pittying Power, 
* Would make make me too a ſtranger to my ſelf : 
But hold my Heart a while, till 1 have Gund her. 
'Yer there's a lucid joy in theſe diſtrations; | 
To know he has not bedded her; then had follow'd, 
Her death and mine, and conſequent Damnation : 
Yet leſt ſhe ſhould conſent, 1'Il haſte, and warn her ; 
When warn'd [ll watch, 'and if ſhe after Yield, 
Through Love or Fear, to his Inceſtuous charms, 


Pl ruſh through all and ſtabb her in his Arms. Exit. , 


End 1d. 4: 
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Enter Annibal and Serena. 


Amnib, J'S this your Anſwer then, You cannet love me ? 
This the Reward for Offers of my Blood ? 

And braving a ſtern Father to preſerve you? 

This the Effect of Criſps Eloquence ! 

To make his Friend a moſt untimely Grave ? 

For, bear it as you pleaſe, or laugh or grieve, 

| will not be a Trouble to you long. 

Seren. What ſhall I ay? Alas! I might delude your Annibal, 

Like other faithleſs Beauties of the Age ; 

But the-Gods fram'd me of fo plain a Temper, 

| cannot hide my Thoughts, 

Though to my undoing. 

But ſomething more there is, if you could bear ar, 

To turn your deſp'rate Love for ever from me. 

Amnib. Produce it then ; for, what can Nature ſhew me. 

Than Death more dreadful, wilder than Deſpair, 

Which now. are my F amiliars ? 

Seren. Take it, Sir, 
The only Secret of my wounded Soul. 
| love, I languiſh, and deſpurr like- you. 
Annib. What, do you love another.?._ _' 
Seren. Love him to death, nor does he know I love tum ; 

Or if he did, he would not make Return. 

Amnib. Can this be poſſible ! Bur where, where is he ? 

| That I may ruſh with all my Rage upon tum, 

Ard bear him with me, to the other: World. + WE 
Serey. Nor for a thouſand Worlds you mult not hate bim. —_— = 
Annib. Plagues! Curſes on his Head; Rage and Dogan: Jy 

ls this then the Return of all my Vows, 

To make my ſetting yet more deep in Blood ? 

But give me quick his Quality-and Name. ©: . | 


Seren. His Name ! whar, after ſuch-Refolves of Vengeance! cl oy = yn 


Your Fate and mine ſhould not compell it:now,! 
Annib, What, not to ſave my Life-! " 


brew No: for what Life oan ftand in Competition, | 
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When his is threaten*d ? Better you, and I, 
And all the reſt of humane Kind, ſhould periſh, 
Than he, the Maſter-piece of Nature, ſuffer, 
And ſhould you know him, ſpite of your Reſolves, 
Sir, you would kneel and worſhip too like me. 
Annib. Show me the God then, it | muſt adore. 
 Seren. No, ſince you have ſworn, Tthould do ill to truſt you: 
Yet, for his Preſervation, | muſt tell you, 
When e're he dies Serena roo {hall bleed. 
From the ſame hand,the ſame Diſpatch | crave, 
And, if at laſt one Monument we have, | 
What Joys can Life compare with tſuch-a:Grave ! Exit. 


Enter Arius with Criſpus Piffure. 


Amib. Death, Hell, and Furies ; if-my Sword have Charms, 
Which never faild meyer, Ill find him gut ; 
This Rival Goda. . 
And drive him from the World. 
Ari. Ha : Goes it there ? 
'Then to my Task ! 
Anmb. Arius in Contemplation! 
"T were worth my while to fpy; Cri/pus PiSture ! * 
Forgive me Arins, it I rob your: Hand 
Of whar's ſo deep ingraveri mimy Hearr.. 
For whom this pretty Preſery? 
Ari. Your Pardon The Myſtery is one of Loves great Sec. 
Ammib. Criſpus in Love, and hide it from his Friend ! | 
From Annibal, that open'd all to him ! 
*T 'was much unkind: Arius I am concern'd : 
And you mult tell me where his Hear?s.engag'd, 
Ere I return the Picture. :; 
Arius. Sir, 1 am 1n haſte; 
And dare not tell her Name; -therefore I beg you : 
She waits my comipg.—-Good my'Lord, ſhe loves 
To that degree, each Moments Stay 1s Death : 
Therefore, .let ine Conure you. 
Amib. Thou doſt-but-raiſemy Adquration more : 
"Therefore, your Buſineſs, or farewel. 
Arius, Stay, Stay / 
My Lord, you are his Friend! yer *tis a Breach 
Of Truff : bur ſince there 1s ins other Help, 
And the fair Miſtreſs of his pg pine 
To death upon the loſs; reſtore the Picture, 
And take the Secrer, Sir; her Name's Serens. 
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Amnib. Traitor, thou ly*ſt: and, but thy Robe prote&ts thee; 
Should'ſt feel, even now, th* Effetts of ry Revenge. 
Ari. To clear th' Aſperſion, brar it Sir, your elk, 
And to Serena's. Face, I ll juftifie : 
The Secret of her Love ; tho Criſpus kill me: | 
Amnib. By Heav'n, thou doſt recall a dreadful Image: 
Of late I mer him e're I made my Vifir 
To Her thou haſt nan''d, and ask'd him of tny Love! 
He ſeem'd in haſte ! his Anſwers were abrupt; 
His Count*nance fad : and thus in ſhort return'd ; 
Hunt not the Bubble Beauty, like a Boy ; 
Fall like a Man : and let your Reſt be Fame. 
And fo it ſhall : If what thou ſay'ſt be true, 
Pll level him with Earth. 
Arius. What ſaid you, Sir ? 
Amnib. Yet I will have more Proof ; ſhe ſhall, her ſelf, 
Be witneſs to the Fall of this high Virtue : 
Then Friendſhip to the Winds, like meeting Tides, 
We'll fight the Tempeſt out, ner give it o're, 
Till one lies daſh't, and broken on the Shore. Exit. © 
Ari. Thus far the Devil is the beſt mounted yet, 
And Hereſfie at laſt ſhall win the Race. 


Enter Labienus and Eubolus. 


Ha! Labienus here, . _ | 
And my Eubolus; We ſhall ſhortly govern. 
Labi. 1 met the Emperour of late, alone ; 
; Who ask'd for you. 
Ari. Il inſtantly attend him. 
Where is his Son ? 
Bubol. 1 left him with Dalmatius. | 
Ari. Unloading his fick Heart upon his Friend. 


Enter Dalmatius and Criſpus. 


But ſee, the Maſter Enemy's at hand ; 

Sculk to your Poſts, and dive in Miſts away. Ex. Ari. Lab. Eub. 
Criſp. Now my Dalmatius, now thou haſt my Heart, 

+ And make good uſe on'r, if I ne're ſee thee, more. 

By Heav*n, my Friend, I have not bid a Point 

Of that ſad Story that muſt niake my Ruine. 
Dalm. Would thou hadſt told me half of it before! 

| might have ſav'd thee many a Sigh and, Tear: 

Pra Heay'n no worle come on't ;* but *ris no time” 

is 3.4 E 2 


28 CONSTANÞMINE 
T” upbraid thee now ; What wou'dſt thou have me do ? 
Criſp. Perſwade my Father from enjoying her, 

For if that be to night, as once he vow'd, 

Thouſhalt behold thy Criſpus dead to morrow. . 

Dalm. And what of Fauſta ? | 
_ Criſp. I know not what. 
That ſubtle, falſe one; that has thus deceiv'd me, 
And with her charmsenſhnar'd my innocent Soul : 
But I will hence, | 
Dalm. For what? 
Criſp. To execure 
The Vows I made. | 
Dalm. Go then and kill her, 
Criſp. Ha ! : 
Dalm. Kill th* Adulrereſs: This inceſtuous Charmer: 
And have her born in Triumph to thy Father: 
Then tell thy Tragick ſtory like a Man; 
And greatly thus Atone for both your Crimes. 
Criſp. Farewell: I'll find another way to end her. 
Dalm. Tongue kill her, go: or ſwear arid be forſworn, 
Thoune're wilt ſee her more, Heav'n! That a Man, ©_. 
Born to the Empire of the World, ſhould dote 9 
Oa ſith ſlight uf as Woman . 
Criſp. See my Father, | 
Look thou to Him, as I'll be guard on Her. 
Inceſt! Diſhonour ! To all future Ages—— 
'Fhink, 


Enter Conſtantine, Sylveſter, Dalmatius: 


Conſt. What ſay the People to the rumour ſpred 
Of my new Contra& ? 
Sytv. All the Chriſtians mourn, 
And ficken in their Souls, as if Heav®n warn'd 
The Earth, of ſome unheard Calamity : 
The Heathens on the other ſide rejoice, 
And cy, a Perſecution is.at hand. 
Conſt. No matrer to the point; Knowſt thou the man, 
Whom Fauſta Loves ? | 
Sy. I told you Sir before, 
I would be dumb for ever on this Theam. . 
Conſt. Yet this implies thou knowſt, but wilt not ſfiow him: 
All know him, all, all but he that ſhou'd; 
For Cri/pus has confeſs'd, .. 1 1 
Yet hides the name; -— But Tl find out one, | 
Ja Td 


Think on that— and puſh him from his ruine. Ex Criſpi, 


The GREAT. 

Le meriting reſpect, whom Racks ſhall force. 

Palm. 1f you intend your Empires ſafety, Sir, 
(alt Fanta from your Boſom ; Turn her our ; 
Away with her far let her be ExiPd, 
Wich all her race ; For Death is in her Beauty. 

Conff. My Brother offer this ! 
Death in her Beauty ? 

Dalm. Violent, ſudden Death ; | 
Death to your Health, and Ruine to your Glory: 

Conſt. Perhaps he is the man. Her Lover! Yes: 
And thus conceals his flame with Covert rage, 
For elſe what Cauſe could thus provoke his Paſſion ? 
What is the Publick Intereſt here concern'd ? 
Their murmurings, or theirjoys;: which with a nod, 
My Power can huſh. By Heav*n there's moreat bottom, 
And I will find ut out ; Their looks betray e'm: 
Prieſt ; Princes: all engag'd; and for ſome great one. 


Enter Anus 


But hold——here comes my Man! Brother Pye thought 
And will conſider further what you urg'd,  _ 
lganſt my Wife. | ; 
Dalm. We leave you to Heav'as care, . 
I And wiſh you to beware that waiting Fiend. Ex, Dalm. Sylv. 
Conſt. So, now your buſineſs, Arias! 
Arixe, Str. 
Conft. Your buſineſs ? 
The Coalt is clear; be your Confeſſion fo; 
And ſpeak what all the Court have ſworn to hide, 
Arins, Sr, Labienus gave me your Commands, 
That I ſhou'd wait. 
Conſt. Dolt thou dally with me? 
Thou knowſt the leaſt of thy Enormous Crimes 
Deſeryera lengthen'd death: Think on thy Treaſon, 
Atheiſm, Blaſphemies againſt the Higheſt ; 
Think on the purpos'd murther of my Brother, 
Wrought by thy Charms, thou dama'd one ; after this, 
La thy affrighted Soul deſpiſe my wrath, 
hand if ſhe dares be dumb to my demands. 
Arizs. What mult 1 Anſwer ? 
Confl. Give me Truth for Truth. 
Once more then ; And this warning be thy laſt, 
Sow me the robber of my hearts repoſe, 
Irend to my Criſpzs, but hiz Fathers Foe ; 
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The Conquering Rival of my raviſtft Love. 
Aris, What, has your Son reveaPd ? 
- "Conſt. He ſays (he's falſe ; but tells me not to whom ; 
Syears ſhe's forelworn: And when I fee him next; 
I ſhall know more. 
' Arius. What if you never ſee him ? 
Conſt. Why doſt thou ſtart a Queſtion ſo unlikely ? 
Arius, 1 cannot think he will betray his Frieng; 
He who betrays his friend, betrays himſelf ; 
And rather than do that, I judge he'll leave 
your fight, The Empire, and his Love for ever. 
Conſt. Love, Arius| Ha! His Love ! What Love? To wh 
Arius. Why Love to you: _ 
What other Love ſhou'd Criſps entertain F 
He has no Miſtreſs:ſure! | 
Conſt. "Thou ſeemiſt to hint, 
As if he had: Mark thy foregoing words : 
He who betrays his friend, betrays himſelf: | 
By Heav*n ! Thou haſt ſet my anxious Soul a* work. 
For when thou ſaidſt; he has no Miſtreſs, ſure 
Thy meaning was, to make me think he had ; 
And that this Miſtreſs could be none but Fauſt. 

Arias. 1 hope, dread Sir, you will not wreſt ory words, 
And Innocent thoughts to any evil purpoſe. 

Conſt. Whar ! at your tricksagen ? 'Be quick my' Traitor, 
And ſpread at once thy double Heart before me; 5 
Doſt thou not judge my Son, his Father's Rival ? 

Arias. 1f you would know my Heart, indeed, I do. 

Conſt. Why, what a Devil wert thouthen to deny't ? 

So putifully play the Hypocnte; 

And ſcrue that lying Face into a ſhow 
Of Innocence, 

When nature ſtampt thee for a Villain ! 

Arins. Forgive me, Sir, if I avow *twas fear, 
Not Villany that made me hide my'thoughr. 

Conſt. All fear, but fear of Heav*n, betray's a guilt ; 

And guiltis Villany. Butler thy fear | 
Produce what paſt betwixt the wicked pair ; 
Show me th* Adulterefs and Adulterer ; 
Where, how and when, this Inceſt was Commutted, 
Who was the Inſtrument and Curſed Bawd, 
And damn'd contriver of their horrid joys. 
Arius, Oh Heav*n ! Y "Wb 
Conſt. O Hell ! For there ſhalt thoy be Hut1'9;! . 
Ang roſt in Sulphur, if Thou not tel-me-all'; 


The GRE AT. 

Thou, who perhaps thy ſelf wer't the Contriver, 
The Bawd | nam'd, and Inſtrument of their luſt. 

Arius. Hold Sir! And Pll confeſs : Pre ſeen your Son 
Oftner then I have wilh*d, attend your Fauſfta, 
And ſeen him late from her Apartment come ; 
Ire heard him praiſe her long, and when the praiſe 
Was finiſh'd, ſigh, that he durſt praiſe no longer: 
At leaſt I thought ſo, but my thought *s no proof. 

Conſt. No Arius, not enough for Cri/pus Death, 
Burthere's enough toturn my Spirit from him, 
To make me loath his furm ; When next we mcer, 
From Head to Foot to meaſure him with my Eye, 
Both as an Object of my ſcorn and hate. | 

Arius, That Love has paſt betwixt *em is palt doubr,. 
But for enjoying — 

Conſt. Knowlt thou ought of that ? 

Arius. NotI, by Heav*n'! 

Conſt. Why didſt thou ſtart it then ? 

Arius, Sir to be fatisfh'd, what you wou'd do, 
Upon the demonſtration. 

Conf. Both ſhou'd bleed, 
Both dye, as ſure as we are living, Arius ; 
For him, *rwere ſacriledge to think to fave him,. 
If thus he has tranſgreſs't, not then my vows, 
Not all the Conqueſts of his blooming Years, 
With my whole Empires Knees and lifted Hands : 
Not the remembrance of his Mothers Tears, 
When on her death-bed, ſhe bequeathed his ſafety 
To-my- beſt: Care and Love, ſhall once redeem him. 


Arius. What ſhall be done to him that finds the truth ?* 


Conſt. Reward and Honour. He ſhall be my friend. 
Arius. 1 ask no more; henceforth Pm yours ; 
To ſearch, tho at the Peril of my life 
The bottom of this buſineſs. 
Conſt. Say and do 
But ſend my. Wardrobe now, to Fauſts fide, 
Bear her the Diadem, with ſtile of Empreſs: 
And ſay this night I bed Her. 
Arius. That will prove her—.— 
If ſhe refuſe; You know Sir what to judge. 
Nor would it be amiſs to break diſcourſe, 
About your Son, and ſift her ſubtle Soul—— 
Conſt. I apprehend thee : But as I commandedon - 
Away——— Oh Conſtantine! Yet ere thisſearch, 
Whatever comes , Remember he's thy Son ; 
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Son of thy Love, and once was next thy Soul. 

But as the beſt are worſt, when once corrupted, 

If he has finn'd at all, he has (inn'd to Death ; 

The Thought diſtrafts me; Heav*n remove this Trouble, 

Or I ſhall run to my old Gods again. 

But huſh awhile: Þll bear my Paſſion cold, 

Pll curb it while the Reins of Reaſon hold-.; 

But if they break, then Nature, where's thy Call ? 

Be deaf to Reaſon, Nature, Judgment, All —— 

'The Precipice is Fate; and if we roul, 

'Fhe Faulr is theirs that fool'd us with a Soul. Exit. 


Scene II. 


Enter Criſpus with a Dagger, and Faulla, 


Fauſt. Hf% hold thy hand 
4 Criſp. Think not I meant to kill Thee 

No, thou ſeducer, were thy Stains more deep 

"Think not too, Deſpair, and Rage-cou'd founman me 

To hurt a Woman, Yet thou ſhalt hear me Fauſta: 

And if the Story of thy Crimes car kill thee, 

ll lay thy Wounds wide open to the Air; 

Diſplay the Perjuries of thy bleeding Heart, 

And to thy Inceſt, add at laſt a Murder. 

Fauſt. Stab with thy Dagger then ; but letthy Tongue 
Deſtroy no more. ; 

Criſp. Oh all ye Powers, who that had known laft Night, 
The Joys which I have known, could once have thought i ! 
Who that had heard her Vows, when on my Breaſt, 

Weary'd with Oaths, and our of Breath with Kifſles 

She panting {wore! And wiſt'd DeſtruQtion ſeize her, 

It ſhe were not content, ' ſo one night more 

Her raviſt*d Soul like that might entertain, . 

To live her Miſeries and paſt Life again. | 

Fauſt. By all thoſe Powers you name, and by your own, 

I wiſh fo ſtill. | 

Criſp. Yet at that very Minute 
When thus ſhe ſwore, ro know ſhe was forſworn, 
Conſcious her Faith was-plighted 49-another / - 
And who that other pick'd tram: allMankindg . 
T's make her more abhor'd, but. my own Father ? 
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" Fauft, Whar, Pe" on Load 44:1 1 3 Lee ado ro nin VS 
Criſp. Her violated Hands 5 Jon 090 1 art 
Were plighted faſt with his ; and Kiſles paſt, —— fy ey 
Fauſt. Hold, hold, and let my Tears _ my Lord, !!- fv: 2:4 nad 
Or fink upon the Earth. 4612 Sue” 
Criſp. The Center, Fauſla, My ns eons _——" 
The Center cannot hide thee from the "odd, ad oct i-wnoxemst 


Of thy own Conſcience, which are my Avengers : 
And whereſoe're thou fly*ſt, ſhall follow thee wT 
With inward Hells, for the baſe Wrong thou haſt done me. +, 
Fauſt. O Criſpus ! never, never, wilt -thou.end??; ,, | 04 
Gp. By Heay*n! I know thy; danimbleiDelign? ; 4-7 40 
Thou haſt this Night contriv'd to ruige Natyre, '- ;.//; 4 + ck ae 
To make the Angels {ick with ſuch a Crime, x em 
4s equals hers that firſt betray'd the World, ' 
Fauſt. ll ſtop thee with my Kiſles ! 
Criſp. Off Crocodile! rind nobilad dds ore ; 
" Frf, Why uſe thy Pacyard then. 3/ff 15 OT i rr 
Criſp. Nor that; nor this. df avet'Þ*- oo. trees 
]had def gnd, *ris true, to ftab my ſelf ; Co, 
But fond Thoughts inſtru&t me thus to haunt thee ; 


Like an eternal Fiend to fallow thee : Fee 
To hollow ſtill Damnation in thy Far, |. 325.8 2d; 3. +Y- By 

And hinder thee from Inceſt with my Father. -:,' ,y. ... 4, os TOSS; 
Oh horrid Thought / Str Mev ratio 


Fayff. Oh horrid Thought indeed ! 
Criſp. Why does it not poſſeſs thee ! ,- 
Thou fair infinuating Snake! would(t thou then guild thy Poiſon? 
Swear on my Ponyard, : ſwear, ' and damn thy lelf; RTE YEnns 
Thou haſt not plotted, .as this Night, to twiſt v8 
Thy inceſtuous Arms about my Father's Neck ! 
Fauſt. Yes, I will ſwear. Bur let me lean my Head 
Apainſt chy Breaſt, 'while'['recover Breath : 
For I am faint with Groans: 
Criſp. Oh Heart ! Oh Love! 
the graſps ſv hard, and locks-ſo with her Charms, 
[cannot pur her from me! Fauſta ! is pollible ! 
ls it then poſſible! Thou canſt be good? 
$0-good at leaſt, as being thus gone 1n Sin, 
To go no further ? 
Fauſt. Let me ſwear; 
For | will face the Gods i in ſuch a Cauſe; - | 
And ſanding on the Guard of Innocence, aſh AL Sn 
Swear, all Pve done was but th* Effet of Love. nay - 


pb. Again thazrr Fallen ; for thoa arr guulty, Faufta, [+ j-114 
[ Of 
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Of [mpious Treaſons, and inceſtuous Love. | 
Faſt. I am not, Criſpae. 
Criſp. Ha ! not guilty, Feuſta? 
Then farewel all. | 
'' Fanft. Hold, hold, not guilty ro my Criſpwe. 
Fall not to Rage again, and Pl confeſs +, 
I was compell'd to be contracted to him : 
Not wedded, nor poſſeſt. | 
Criſp. Why didſt thou hide thy Contract? 
Fauſt. Becauſe” was forc'd' by Fear ; nor did I dure 
Reveal it to thee, e're I had-thee 'ſure. So much 1 Jov'd thee, ( Crifpus, 
Criſp. But what had{t' thou decreed todo to night, 
This taral Night, if that the Dmperour þ 
Had ſworn to enjoy thee ? 
Fauſt. Stop him with my Tears; 
Or if they faild, ro dam his Paſſion thus, 
And ſheath this hidden Ponyard in my Heart. 
Criſp. I;'t poſſible, Thou ſhould'ſt ſ&.grearly dave ?. 
Fauſt. Yes Crifbus. Thou ſhalt ſee by what's to come. 
Oh! therefore take me to thy Breaft, and fwear——- 
Criſp. Swear firſt thy ſelf, he never ſhall pofleſs thee. 
Fauſt. What needs an Oath after poffefſing Thee ? 
Criſþ. Yer, for the Satisfaftion of wy Soul, 
And Cement of our everlaſting Loves, 
Swear thou wilt never. 
Fauſt. Never Crifþus, never. | 
By Heav'n and Earth, by all that's great, and haly, 
I ſwear thy Father never ſhall embrace me. 
Crip. What never ! Oh'yer'cloſer! Never Fanfts? 
Fauſt. By all this Dearneſs, never Crifpus , never. 


| Enter Ars. 
Arins. What Faults are gone and paſt, *t matters not : 
Bur you had beſt beware of what's to come—— 


Haſte Sir away. 
The Diadem ; and Name ot :Empreſs|given—— 


Your Father's at my Heels! -hark! you are warn'd, Soft Myjich. 


F hear him come, and wiſh you Sir away, Ex. Arius. 
Criſp. Oh Faufts ! 
Fauſt. Take no Thought. 
Criſp. If he ſhould charm thee, 

Or ſcare thee to Compliance 


Fauſt. That diſtruſt 
Again! by Heay'n I'll dye before he enters. 
Criſp. 


See there the Beds prepar'd-— Ceeme draws. 


old thee, my Heart ! my Life, my Love, my Soul, Pl 


«, 


The GREAT. We 
Ml flay——and hazard all-—but hark / he: comes. 


adviſe——Live, if thou canſt wah: Honour-—— 


[yo $52 
Ex. Criſpus. 


If not—he's here, fall, and FI! follow thee: ;- 


Re-enter Ariuy 1th Conſtamine. 


Conſt. Ha Ariz ! ſee'ſt thou there? 

Ari, Criſpas, 1] think. 

Conſt. Didſt thou not ſee bim'*' | 

Ari, Yes. | | | 
Conſt. Why doſt thou then ſuppoſe it but' thy Thought ? 
Ari. Becauſe T de not like his being here. 


What now, my Fauſta! Ha! in Tears my Fair ! 
\ What, on thy Wedding Night? Why doſt thou fly me ? 
Am | a Raviſher ? Howe're reputed 
Bloody in Fields, in Chambers I am gentle 
& thy own T | 
Therefore let our Vows be ſeal'd, and then to bed. 
Fauſt. What ſaid you, Sir ? v5 
Conſt. Why, to Bed my Love; | 
And hide thy Virgin Fears. Thou wilt be bolder there——- 
Fasſt. Alas! [ dare not. 
Conſt. Why ? 
Fauſt. Pve ſworn, my Lord, 
Conſt. What, and ro whom? 
Fayſt. To Heav'n I've ſworn, 
Howe're contrated, that I will not: wed you, 
Conſt. When ? 
Fauſt. Not to night. 
Conſt, When then? 
| Fauſt, Preſs me.no further, 
For I can only anſwer with my Tears. 


pi. Conſt. Speak, for I'll know: th' 0 gary tO-NIght ——— 


Why then to morrow ; but by Heav'a no longer; 


74 For now I've ſworn too. 


Fauſt. But 1 vow'd firſt : | 
And (wear again to keep that Vow tilt Death, 
To morrow and to morraw, .add: to thoſe 


Ten Millions more. You never ſhallembrace me—— a ') 


Conf. Is poſlible ! after thy Faith was given! 
Fauſt. Not given, but by a Conquerour compell'd. | 
Conſt. And haſt thow rightly, ſcan'&the 'Conguerour's Rage / _ - {| 
th! Fauſfta ! haſt thou plac'd thy Fatbers:Fate: -.- | | y 
ml ſefore thy Eyes ? And thought upon _ owns. —-it it 511924 
$4) 2 


Conſt. Nor I, by Heav'n ! Withdraw ; and wait my Call. Ar. retires. 


. He bluſhes ! Gods 
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Fauſt. Juſt to your purpoſe: I'm prepar'd for Death, 
Rather than entertain you in my: Bed: 
Therefore if you ſer down t'enjoy me; Sir, - 
Or doom me dead, upon the Earth I beg you 
To ſpeak your Will. And Fauffa ſhall revenge you. 
This Ponyard ſtrait ſhall aft your vow'd Revenge, 
And take her from the World. 
Conſt. Riſe, Fauſta! riſe— . 
By Heav*n I find *tis vain to ſtrive againſt thee ! 
Take then what more thou valw't than the World, 
And what, in ſpite of me, the Fates ordain thee— 
My Criſps tor thy Love 
Fanſt. Ah, Sir, what mean you ? 


Conſt. Why would'ſt thou ſtrive to hide what Nature ſhows?” 


Dalmatius, Arius, arid Sybveſter, know. it : 
And over- wrought me for my Empires Safety, 
To this great Act to yield thee to my Son. 
Fanſt. Did Arius too? No ſure, they rather wrought you 
To yield me to my Grave 
Conf. No. To my Throne: 
Already *tis decreed : my Ceſar weds thee. 
Not but I own | came to work thee from him. 
But ſince not Death it ſelf can daunt thy Love, 
Forbid it Heav*n, that I ſhould break fuch Union. 
Haſte Arius ! Call my Son. VI! give him now; 
Now while my Reaſon lets me ſee my Dotage. 
How ill ſuch Autumn ſuits thy Beauties Spring! 
Burt haſte and bring him, while the heat 1s-0n me ; 
For | will have you wedded in my preſence: 
And if thy Heart conſent to make a 'Furn, 
As' ſtrange as kind ; this Night he ſhall enjoy thee. 
Fauſt. Oh Heav*n, inſtrutt my Frailty what to anſwer ! 
Can this be real Sir! 1s poſſible? _. 
Conſt. My Council know it, 'and confirm the Order. 
Fauſt. That I ſhall wed your Son? 
Con#F, Why thus repeated ? 
FauFt. And you approve ut ?. 
Con#f. Canſt thou doubt me ſtill ? 
Fau#t. No. 1 will own Sir, ſince you approve it: 
Own it to Death, I love him taore than Lite. _ 
Con#t. O Fauſta! | | 
Fau#t. Ha! what now ? He turns away. 
Pm loſt, betray'd, undone ! 


Undone for ever. Criſpus 1s betray'd: 
The innocent Criſpus ——— > | 
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The GREAT. 
Conſt. Guilty, guilty Cri/Pmutm—— | 
And guilty F aufta' Guilty both to death; 
But moſt my Son who wrought thee to this ruin, 
Fauft. O ſay not ſo. *T'was Fauſta wrought your Son. 
And over Lov'd hun; to-his own deſtruction, 
Therefore as you're powerful -be juſt, 
And let the ſtroak ot Vengeance light on me. 
But Sir for him 
Conf. For him each Syllable 
Thou plea@(t in his behalf- but wings his death, 
Fauſt. By the juſt Heav*ns! And by the Saint that bore you, 
By your Religion Sir, I do conjure you, 
Sparr, ſpair his Innocence 
Conſt. If thou confent, 
That I this night ſhall wed thee, —— 
Fauſt. Wed me Conſtantine !- 
Conſt. Fauſta, Why not ? 
Art thou enjoy'd already, married ?-Speak,confeſs—— 
That I may pardon thee 
Fauſt. What you know, you know ; 
You have betray*d me once, but ſhall no more: 
More! "There's no more, but that I Love your:Son, 
And whether he Loves me, the Gods can tell: 
I know the natural goodneſs of your temper, 
How e're tranſported will not let you kill him.. 
Therefore I leave you : 
Conft. Stay and tell me when ; . 
When I may hope Loves Conſummation fure? 
Fauft. When you behold me Wedded to your Son, 
As you engag'd, and paſt your Royal word, 
When after many rowling years I bring you 
A race of ſmiling Boys to bleſs your Age, 
To play about. your Throne, and be your Ceſars: 
' Then may your. happineſs compleated be, 
Then may your Eyes the Conſummation ſee, 


- 


But never hope for other joys from me. Ex. Fauſta. . 


Conſt. What Aris ! help and free me from this plunge. 
Of Love and Nature. She Loves ;. She Loves to Death ; 
And tho ſhe hides it, is belov'd agen, 

Arias, What's your reſolve? 'To give her to your Son 7. 

Conſt, No Arius; firſt Ill give her tothe Grave 
Reſign my Empire : All 

Arias. Then Criſpus dies 


Conſt. If he has not enjoy'd her , he ſhalllive, , 
For that I Loy'd him once 1s full as. true: 
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As that, tho now he has fin'd, 1 cannot hate: wk. 
But if enjoy'd ! How ſhall I find it out d 
TI feiſe and Rack him. 

Arius. How Sr aRack yausy Son 

Conſt. By Heav*n *rwas well  — bya Villain: 
Therefore 1 ſwear thou ſhalt be Rack't thy; ſelf. 

Arins. Who I, my Lord? 
. Conſt. Ay Villain : Traitor, Thou ! 
Il Rack the Racker, till I and it out ; 
For my miſgiving Heart ſays:thou koow'ſt more: 
Therefore, whea next-I ſee-thee, bring: me, proof, 
She's not enjoy*d, her vows and vertue clear ; 
Do'r, or thy Death ſhall teach ſucceeding Ringi==— 
No more by falſe reports to be abus d—— 
— ſtrait confront th* Accuſer with the - 460 

DU” the Treaſons urg'd againſt the Throne joonme 

w the Sycophants that ſer *em on: 

So ſhall the Soveraign pow'r unclouded fway. 
When ſuch Court Devils, ſhun the gw Ray, 
And drive like Fogg, before the riling Day, Excunr. 


End 4. Ati ' 


— 
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The Fourth Ac: Scene 1/t. 


OG —— _— —— W—_——— ————_ C— —  — — — —_ 


Enter Annibal and Serena. 


— HE N you confeſs you did befpeak the PiCtare ? 
Gods! and you own you Lovetim ! Love theTraucor? 
Seren. Call bim not Traitor, Annibsl; he who ſpoke 
The kindelt rhmgs of pou. 
Annib. Wondrous kind?” - 
Accurſt difſembler ! That coukHpenk for me, 
But adted for himſelf,” -* 
Seren. Juſt contrary.” - | 
For when by 6gns, which paſiion-eould'not tnde, 
I let him know my Love ; he turn'd away, 
Shaking his head as loth to under ſt; ” og Th X 
Anger and pitty combating inf | 
And with his bluſhes raught Serena iathes" 


4 


Aunib 


— 0 > HH > << HH) Hl >HH 


wot oe A ” * 


The GREAT. 39 
” Annib, Shameleſs bimſelf, and Traitor to my friendſhip! 
For all I have heard, your Love has forg'd tofave him. 
Seren. Heav*®n knows tis true ! Nothing was left unſaid, 
To his own diſgrace and your Immortal Honour: 
Inthe moſt melting 'Terms and ſweeteſt words 
That Heart could think, or Friendſhip could invent : 
Therefore forgo my Lord, this fruitleſs paſſion, 
And ſpeak for Criſpus as he ſpoke for you. 
Avznib. I will ; and ſpeak fo loud the Gods ſhall hear me : 
There! Take his Pifture, feed your hungry paſſion, 
Till with my Sword I carye another feaſt, 
To glut your fatal Eyes—— 
Seren, Hold ; Whither go you? 
And what fierce purpoſe has your Heart in hand ? 
Awnib. 11 tell thee: And if, poffible force awarmth 
In that cold Breaſt; kindle a dying fpark, 
In that inhoſpitable Land of Love 
And never ſee thee more [: go-to die, 
To blot my youth and glory from the World; 
Tho Conqueſt waits my Sword, I ſwear to die, 
And make thee ſport with my untimely fall, 
Seren. Todie ! By whom? For what? 
Annib. For Love of thee. 
But if I ſuffer by the Hand of Criſpar, 
And perjury ſhould proſper in my ruine. 
Then you may _ in each others Arms, 
And laugh indeed at my ridiculous fortune. 
Yet, if revenging Ghoſts have power to riſe, 
Expect me at the Riot of your joys: _.. 
With hollow Eyes, to ſtare you in the Face, . 
At midnight, -look to have your Curtains drawn ; 
Expe&t me in your Bed,a Coarſe of clay, 
To claſp your trembling Limbs with cold embraces, 
And print my gelid kiſſes on your Lips, 
So to revenge my death upon ſcorn, 
And groan about youtill the dawning morn—— Ex#. 
Seren. Stay——and Ill tell thee ; *tis mmpoſſible=—— 
Criſps already is in Love with Fauſta——— 
He's gone to the execution of his purpoſe—— 
And Criſps muſt be flain: Why then my Hour 
Of Fate is come : What's that to Criſps murder # 
He's gone to fight ; perhaps not give him leave, 
But take the Innocent at unawares ; ' 
Haſte after him, and by thy owndeſtru&tion, | 
Prevent both ruins, follow the fate that wafts thee, 


CONSTANTINE 


Exit, 


Q> . | 
And let no interrupter crols.thy- paſſage. | 
Enter Conſtantine, Sylveſter, Dalmatius. 


Conſt. Were you both Fathers, . and in I ove.like me ; 
I no more doubt, what youweuld pur in. Act, 
Than now [ doubt my ſelf, whoam reſoly'd. 

Dalm. On what? 

Conſt. On Death. '. 

Sylv. Of whom ? 

Conſt. Of any man _ 
That knows, yet hides this ſecret Treaſon from me. 

Dalm. Has Criſpus own'd he Loy's her ? 

Conſt. Yes, in effe& | 
.For when I firſt reveaP'd this contratt to him, 
He ſtopt me from enjoying her with Oaths. 
He knew her falſe, forſworn: To whom? 'To him.; 
To him himſelf : For this laſt night I prov'd ; 
Drawing the ſecret from her by a wile, 
Which the before as craftily conceal'd. 

Dalm. But have you married and enjoy'd her, Sir? 

Conſt. O no; the Ceremonies and thedues, 
Without a bluſh were frontleſly deny'd: 
Inall the Heat of boyling Love deny'd: 
Not only from poſſeiſing her that night, 
Bur, matchleſs impudence! deny'd for ever: 
Now judge if ?*tis not fit I ſhould let go 
The ſtrugling Thunder, and deſtroy *em both. 

Dalm. Not both——for yet:you have not .heard-your. Son; 
Hear him hut plead 

Conſt. Then let him plead 1 time. 
The Bolts are brandiſh'r, and *twill be too late, 
'To lift his blaſted hands, when I have hurl d. 

Sylv.. How far Sir, would your utmoſt ſearch extend ? 

Conſt. To knowit Aftually they have embrac'd 
Each other, as 1n will th? have done already. 

Sylv. Be not toohaſty in your Anſwer Srr, 
If.1 ſhould ask what then ; What-then muſt follow ? 

Conſh. Death certain, on the inſtant ; imminent Death 
Beath; And I ſwear not all the Gods ſhall fave him. 

SyFv. Ruin of piety ! Not all the Gods! 
That your Religion ? G9 

Conſt. Oh forgive me, Saint, 
I am eaten up with paſſion: So o're-wrought, 
With racking Love | knew nat whar | ſaid. 
Hoat of Þc |::% cr. 0 *4 her: By tha! power 


Ex. Dalm, 


| Whom 
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Whom thou remember*ſt well, "Þnow 4dore. 
His Death muſt waſh th* inceſtaous'Guile:away. 
Sylv. Not Inceſt, Sir ? 
Conſt. Not it he has enjoy*d her ? 
Silv. No: for to' prove the Guilt compleated Incel?, 


You muſt have married and enjoy'd her firſt. 


Conſt. True ; but what makes his: Crime deferving Death 


More than imputed Treaſon, Inceſt, all; 

AN Faults by Art and Nature joyn'd in ons. 

If he has touch*d her, ſhe muſt nere be mine; 
And that's a Cauſe fo pointing to his Fate, 

That Death's their due that offer' to excuſe! him. 


Silv. He comes — Pm filenc'd. Nature, now or never. 


Enter Criſpus and Dalmatius. 


Criſp. O Emperour! for I dare not cal you Father , 
Behold me at your Feet prepar'd for Death. 
Conſt. O' Criſpas ! for muſt not call thee Son, 
Juſtice ſurveys thee as a Criminal. 
But riſe then and ſpeak; plead like a Man for Life. 
Come on, and look'thy Father m the-Face ; 
[ call thee Traitor, and 1'll prove thee one, 
Who impiouſly, for all my former Love, 
Haſt.dar'd to violate my facred Bed,” 
Now anſwer Criminal. What canft'thou'fay 
That Sentence ſhould nor paſs upon thy Treaſon? 
Criſp. Moſt aweful Emperor, my Judge and Father ! 
' Father, alas! I would have offer'd firſt. 
Bur ſince you are not pleas'd it ſhould'be fo, - 
Pl do as Criminals uſe, and you command :' 
Thus plead my Innocence at your'Fttdgment-Bar ; 
If ether, Sir, I ſaw or lov'd the Princeſs, 
You were the only Cauſe, *cwas you thar fent me : 
So far from once but hinting this your'ContraQ, 
You told me Sir, her Fate was-yet-jn doubt ; 
Which made me wonder when I'faw the Virgin, 
$0 innocent, ſo beautiful, ſo young?" © 
Which Charms did more 'my 'Admirativfimove ; 
Wonder begot my Pity ; that my Love. | 
Conſt. But if I rold you that her Fate ' was doubtful, 


Itgld you too, ſhe was a Foe to Rome}, 
ms So ea rg rc © "IPO 


Criſp. If Love be Tre4fon, 'Sir, 1 own am"pidiley ; : abe | 
- | 


Guilty indeed ; becauſe it'was ffindr, ' 


In 
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In any Caſe to wed without your. Knowledge: 
Bur yer I hop'd, in time you might forgive me ; 
And ſo my Conſcience tells me ſtill you would, 
Had you not been engag'd your ſelf before. 
Conſt. Rebellion, not thy Pardon, was thy Thought-: 
If otherwiſe, how canſt thou anſwer Traitor, 
For not confeſling all when firſt-I met thee ? 
Criſp. Pardon me Sir, for that I had done too, 
Had you not told me firſt you were betroth'd ; 
But conſcious then, how cloſely I was link?d,, 
I durſt not tempt your Wrath. 
Con#t. How cloſely, Traitor | Haſt thou-then enjoy'd her ?- 
Criſp. Can you forgive me ? 
Con#t. No. By this ſhakin Fleſh 
Tho there thy Mother mn too by thy ſide. 
If thou haſt touch'd her, Death and Curſes on thee. 
Criſp. Oh by thoſe Knees and Hands which I muſt hold,. 
Racks, Racks, and Death ; but not your Curſes, Sir. 


Conſt. If thou would'ſt have my Bleſſing, ſwear then, ſwear: 


"Thou haſt not enjoy'*d her. 
Criſp. Swear then to forgive me. 
Con#F. Forgive thee, Villain !. if thou haſt poſſeſt her,. 
Speak, or be curſt. 
Criſp. I will : but give me time.. 
Conſt. Let go. What time ? Thou haſt confeſs'd already. 
By that Demand; I ſwear thou haſt enjoy'd her. | 
Criſp. Swear not, and-I']1 confeſs this Moment. 
Con#t. What ! 
Criſp. O Heav'n, 
What if your Son has plighted holy Vows? 
Conſt. Why then I make that Vow and Marriage van.. 
Therefore, if thou haſt not embrac'd her: yer,. 
I charge thee, on my Bleſſing, never hope it,. 
Nor ever think of loving. her again. . 
Criſp. Impoſſibilities! Were. you a God, 
And doom'd me thus, I could not, Sir, obey you : 
For I have ſworn to love her while 1 have Lite.;. 
And if I love her I muſt hope Enjoyment.. 
Cont. Death then and Curſes on thy Diſobedience !: 
Off Villain ! Traitor ! grovel there on Earth. 
What, are you Plotters too? nay, then *tis time 
To haſte his Ruine, Ruine is thy doom; 


And wing'd with all my Curſes it ſhall come. Ex. with-Dalm, &- Sylveſter: 


Criſp. Dalmatizs and SybveFer ! Call him back, 
And Ill renounce wy Love: Heav'n *tis too much 
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But hark! I hear a Voice cry,Criſpxs come, 

Come to the thoughtleſs Grave where all is ill. 

|: ſhall-be ſo : up then, and fall a Man. 

Come forth, thou Miniſter of others Fates, b 
And be thy Maſters now ! - Where art thou, Fau#a? 

Where 1s my Love to cloſe my dying Eyes ? 


Enter Annibal. 


Ammib. Ha, Traitor! Art thou then prepar'd for Death ? 
Criſp. Yes Anmbal, I will receive it calmly, 
From any Hand-bur thine. What have 1 done 
That he ſhould call me Traitor ? 
Amib.” Guard thy ſelf, 
Or elſe by Heav*n thou dy'ft. 
Criſp. Hold. Iy't poſſible ! fo quickly ? 
Can the deſire of Empire loſe a Friend! 
My Father I offended, but not Thee; 
Execute then the Ruine which he dooms, 
Ungrateful Man. I will not make Defence, 
But ſpread my Arms embrace the Death he ſends me. 
Annib. What thou deſerv'ſt from him I neither know 
Nor care, refoly'd upon my own Revenge ; 
Not but I think the Man who did his Friend 
So horrible a Wrong as thou haſt done, 
Is fit for any Miſchief. Therefore guard thee. 
Criſp. Never to fight with thee; not tho my Father 
Should grant my Love. Therefore | ſheath my Sword. 
Amib. Traytor, Coward. 
Criſp. Oh Amnibal, 1 know I am no Traytor. 
And thou whofe Life I have fo oft preſerv d, 
Know'ſt but too well I am no Coward. 
Annib. Draw. 
Draw then, or periſh. By the Gods Þ'1l kill thee : Strikes bim wh his Sword. 
Be what thou wilt : and take this to provoke thee. 
Criſp. Well Anwibal. *T'is well. Thou haſt done well. 


Yet thus much Villany am I content to bear ; 


No longer, oh ungrateful for thy fake. - 

Who injur*ſt me , yet will not tell the Cauſe. 

But for thy noble Father I will ſpare thee, 

Spare thee thus far ; ſo thou reſolve to leave nte. 
Annib. Not yet? Why then. another ? 

" Criſp. But the next . - 

Be mine : Humanity can bear nofurther. Annib. falls. 
Annib. I have my Death: and now my Heart relents—— 


ET 
G 2 Cr/p, 
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Criſp. Cut off my Hand. 5 34, 
Annib, Criſpms, thou baſt wrong/d me. 


Criſp. Speak how, and where ? | Exter: Serena, 


Annib. Te, {he comes to tell thee. 
Serena, Oh Serena! * Dies. 
Criſp. Gone for ever ! | 
Seren. Oh, never to return! and I, alas, 
Who could not love again, the wretched Cauſe ! - 
Criſp. The Curſes Cauſe. 
Seren. Call me'not Curſed, Criſpers, 
Who think no Bleſling equal to thy:Love. . x 
Criſp. Wert thou a Man, by|Heavin:ſuch: Love I bear thee 
I think that I ſhould ſeek rhee through the World. 
To give thee Death 
Seren. Take then the Death you threaten, 
Prepare to ſuffer by a Virgins hand. 
Criſp. Kill me, and I'll forgive thee. AnmbaPs Death:: 
But. take this Sword, yet rceking with his Blood, 
And thruſt it through my Hearr. 
Seren. Yet hold Serena : 
What will become of him-when thou-art flain® 
Kill himſe]f laſt, and that I would prevent. 
Criſp. Why doſt thou ſtay ? 
Enter Sylveſter. 
Silky. Criſps, I come to tell thee, Thy» Father will not hear-us. 
Seren. TT .ke theſe Swords, Syhveſter; bear em hence; 
Without Reply, or Criſpze kills himfelt.———— 4waz. 
Sylv. Criſpus Death! 
I thank thee Heav'n ! that ſent me to preſerve him. Exit, 
Criſp. Why haſt thou thus delay'd my Ruine ? 
Seren, To make thy Torment laſting, 
Live, that my Ghoſt and AnnibaPs may haunt thee ;, 
Yet when | come, believe, for all my Threatnings, 
My- Soul. ſhall ſcek-thee-+n- a gentle form: 
Court thee to Cells, and to the-Garden ſhade, 
And tell thee there, what Love with us is made; 
What'Fires the Fiends for willfull Murder make; 4 


And what my Spirit ſuffers. for thy ſake. 

But hark ! Pm call'd behold the Dead awake. 

They waft me, Cri/paz, to the ſleepy: Shore, 

And I ſhall never, never ſee thee'more. Ex. Seren..: 
Criſp. She's gone : and takes the meansoÞ Death too from: me. 

So what's the —_ ? What have a2 to add 

To my erings? Lightning meg-, 

deb art) on-me; gape to the Center Eartb,, 
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To hide me from my friend. | Enter Dalmatiugi 
'  Dalm. Why my deareſt Criſps Lie alat—, be TE: leo | 
1n vain | urg'd thy Father, deaf*to all, | 1 ES. 
Que prayers, remorlſleſs, rocky and unmoy'd,, 
Yet Fk not bur 1 preſs v with all : Love. 
Criſp. Therefore in great requital for thy Love ,, © .. 
A, cl and let thy Blood congeal to Stone, | 
wy thy Annibal burcher'd by. this bland. - ; | 
Dalm. Cold, cold thy Boy. Criſpzs. Have [EOS '« 
- ut | waſte time by ſuch unmanly wailing... 
Ts to thy Sword. 
iſp. Thou ſeeſt P've none: \but- [Thea 
of. What could provoke Nr iihs henidglerd?) 
G4, His jealouſie, and Anggr of the Heay'ns : 
fealous I robb'd him of. Seren#s Love. 
He call'd me Traitor, Coward, ſtrook me twice, 
Before I drew, than ran upon my Sword. 
Dalm. Whatever happen'd—l'm a wretched Father,, 
And thou haſt robb'd me of an only Child. 
Therefore hereafter we no more are one, , | 
Wheree're I go Þ'1I ask before I 'enter 
K Criſpas be not there? that I may ſhun thee. 
Therefore if thou haſt any Gratitude =” 
For thoſe kind offices, which I have donethee, ... 
Fly theſe ſad Eyes, 'as I will run from thine, 
Tomoan my Son, and howl my life away. | Ex, Dalmatius, 
Criſp. Sol. And whither thou? Thou heap of walking. we! 
Thou that haſt pulPd thy Father*s Curſe upon thee ; 
Kild thy belt fricnd,and ruig'd all that Lov'd thee— 
Where will at laſt thy Cruel fortune drive thee? 
Hence tear thy Robes: And naked fly rhe, World; 
limantled to the Weather, wander on "= 
To ſome dark wild, where Sun-beam never ſhone. Ex. Criſpus.. 
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Scene: II; 
Enter Conſtantine, Arius, Fauſta, 'Sylveſtcr, 


Fauſt. FNOnfider Sir his Youth 

Conſt. I have cortfider*d a2 
At find thy Love fo rooted in my heart | 
Lauſt forgo my life, or loſe my Claim. 


Yet 
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Yet mark how deep thy tears have wrought my temper, 
If-chou wik fear to null my marriage with him, . 
By wedding me in publick, and, this night, 
.By making me thy Lord— | 

Fauſt. No Sir, *tis impoſſible, yet if you'll (wear, 
To fave your Son if I ſhould provethim guiltleſs : 
'Fll tell you wonders Sir, which otherwiſe 
[Not Racks ſhall ere compel. | 

Conſt. Forbid it Heav*a! I ſhould Yeſtroy the guiltleſs, 
Tho ſtrangers ro mp blood, much leſs my Son : 
"Therefore [ ſwear by Heav'n and all the Saints, 
Prove Criſps innocent he ſhall not die. 

Fauft. Be witnefles, Oh Arius and SybveFer ! 
What he has ſworn : Let Criſpus ſtrait 'be call'd, 
And.quitted of his Crime : Run, Arivs, haſte , 


That I may ſee the Royal friendſhip made. Ex. Arius. 


Conſt. By an catire ſurrender of thy ſelf, 
To me. 
Fauſt. To Criſpus ! | 
Conſt. By all thy former Oaths I Twear to me. 
Fauſt. I told you, *rwas impoſlible "before, 
And now-contirm it. 
ConiF. How? | 
Fauſt. 1 am marrted. | 
Conſt. Curſes and Vengeance. Married ! ſay by whom ? 
Fau#t, To Criſpus. 
Conſt. When? Thou falſe one 3; When? And where? 
Fauſt. Here in your Palace, on that happy night, 
Before you made your dreadful triumph. 
Conſt. Dreadful indeed: For now the wretch ſhall die, 
Tho Angels pleaded | 
Sytv. Emperor, you have ſworn. 
Conſt. .I know it Sir, to ſparethe innocent blood; 
But T-will prove him now. 
Fau#ft. White as the Saints ; 
By all the powers of Heav*a and Earth I ſwear, 
*T'was I that puſh'd the marriage: Conſcious before, 
What I had {worn to you; nay taſt the Veil 
Of Modeſty aſide to make him ſure, 
- Andafter Marriage, you may ghels the reſt. 

Conſt. Oh Curſes! Vengeance! Curſes yet unthought: 
'Such Curſes as thou wilt let fly at me, 
When thou ſhalt ſee his Head beneath the Ax, 

Even Womans Curſes on thee, | 
Syv, How Sir,the Ax! 
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Enter Arius with Criſpus, 


Conſt. Doſt thou not find.the Traitor ? 
Bit ſee he comes. Oh thou difſembler, anſwer, 
Didſt thou not tell me, when thy-life was ſtak'd,. 
"This _ was not yet conſummate, ſpeak. 


Criſp. *T's true dread Sir. 
Conft, Mark all he has confefs'd ! 
His own mouth has condemn'd him—— he ſhall die: 
Criſp. | own'd Sir, | was marry'd.—bur confeſs*d 
no further, — | 
Conſt, How Traitor ! 
Did I not force the Queſtion-often 2: 
Criſp. True ; 
Which I as often'way*'d with low ſubmiflions—_—_- 
Conſt. Yer thoſe thy low ſubmiſſions all were lies. 


For well thou know*ſt thy ſubtle o_\ wrought-me' 
her 


To afatisfaQhon that thou hadſt not poſſe 
Criſp- That was-alas my; Crime, 
Conf That Crime was Treaſon :* 
Parpos'd abuſe. A:Plot upon thy Father. 
Naythe whole Cozenage ſhows thee rank in (in; - 
Or Ha! —— How know: I'yer ſhe is enjoy'd. | 
thave but thy word and her's, and both are 'Traitors, . 
But ſee my Brother comes to joyn my Juſtice. 


Enter Dalmatius. . 


Daim. What, Criſpus here ? 
Conft. Stay, my- Dalmatins,ſtay; 
Daim. Your pardon Sir, 
There's one among-you, whom I cannot ſuffer, 
And Criſpus knows the Cauſe. 
Crifk, Come back, and hear it then; 
Hear thou unhappy Father, hear-me own- 
The murder which:this Curſed hand committed; 
Ehat band that ſlew the wretched Annibal.” 
Conſt. Annibalſlain! O Traitov!* And 'by thee! 
k murder added to thy Treaſon too ?- 
Criſp. It ſhall not ſtand me Sir inſtead- to ſay, 
wr go AG forc'd me to his ruin, 
or m at your Feet, 
And riry/an fave As Jt begg for Life. 
Conſt: Cleantbes take him——Criſpms thou ſhalt de, 
\ 


Exit. Dal. 


Therefore 


Li. A 
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herefore be this our fatal laſt ire 


'One ſtruggle more. His Mothg Giro 
Fauſt. And where's his Pn ut hs. his _ 


His every grace; his ſmiles——Alkbur —_— 
So exaCt in Body, Qualities okNind, 
Thar if you kill your Son, you hill your, (alf.: - 
Oh therefore liſten to the call o;Nature, 11102 35 
And once more view him with an Eye of drvemice 
Conſt. I have lookt my laſt, -and now au+Judg agen. 
Cleantbes! Take *em bath : "They Ze. both your: Praſoners, 
Criſpus and Fauſta. edravry—rlaok you to'em! 
Keep 'em apart ; and wait Mme in My Cloſet—— 
What yet agen? 'Tis thelaſt tugg of Nature—— ' 
And yer another Why that ſigh uncalhd?—— 
And theſe wet Eyes? Oh——if I longer ſtay! 
My vowsvof Juſtice will diflolveawayom— vExawith Sylveſter 
»  Manent Griſpus E alta, _—_ "Guard, 
Fauſt. Ruin on ruig. et dellraion core, 
With all the wings of the moſt,yiglen,geub, |.; UB 
Yet arm'd with Innocence, [I'll face the Gp PIERS 
And brave his bloodieſt Terrom: Butthygeath, | - | TI 


My Criſpzs death, my ſpirit cannaygdhbatio— 
Therefore I have refolv'd, aſd thigknot Oriſper, | 
Think not thy tears ſhall move mefram.my tpa3rpdſe; (i 6 nm 3 bÞs WJ 
Criſp. Speak F auſta FR ay warn Rp bpenkbabared! 1G 9attl 
And theſe o'reflowings? Why gotthe Qgbaredouble2: vo 190707 1 0 
Fauſt. Becauſe my deareſt life ; ,my all ; my Criſps, 
Soul of my Soul, that's martyr*d for thy: Laveiown— 
] am reſolv'd rather then ſce thy death, 
To wed thy Father. _—, © 91 
Criſp. Ha; Dol hear thee truly ? DTT 
Bur ſpeak agen, for I'll not truſt my ſenſes. IE 
Fauſt. To wed him Criſpme.” 15.2 | 
Criſp. Sorray fyredltracts thee. 
Fauft. No 115 th? effect of reaſgfor 
That makes me deſp'rate in this laſk;ygſalyerori—,- il). 


Criſp. No more of this. Weſtin and Gecpbn cp; lon num 


'1'is Hell that tempts thee to,Erernalnaine [::! 15 wats [0.89 7 
"Therefore if thou defar?ſt my, ſpicinſhou'd! part |: KITTS 
In peace, and leave my Love and eiogonda hee; 
Repent this laſt reſult of thy par, 4 
Leſt I conclude thee falſe. — 13:43 2id on 95: £000 Iain | 
Fauſt. How talſe, my Criſpms ? 42971 11 ; $08 yer v6 199.00 
Criſp. Falſe to thy Vows, una by hoe, 1630 100 © 
And that thy Soul unable fora TAMA wng\t to wAeta\ 


ter. 
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Choſe rather to ſuſtain an infamous life, 
Then die with honor. | : 
Fauſt. OhI cannot bearit! 
Criſp. Not when I begg thee with my.lateſt breath——. 
Fauſt. Thy death my Dear! And I the hated Cauſe ? 
Criſp. Therefore I Love thee: And wou'd die agen 
For fuch another proof of thy affefton, 
Fauſt. As wrought thy death ?— 
Criſp. Thy purpoſe was to ſave me, 
And diethy ſelf. Therefore let's fall rogether.—. 
Be not calt down, my Fair: But raiſe thy Eyes, 
Thoſe watry ſetting Suns, ſhine forth, my Fauſt, 
And make our Loye look beautiful in ruin. 


Fnter Souldier. 


Arius. The Emperor ſends agento have you parted. 

Fauſt. Oh Criſpus ! Whither now ? | 

Criſp. To our long name, 
Where purer Spirits drink immortal Air : 
Andthin clad Souls in flying Chariots move, 
And give, and take, an everlaſting Love. 

Fauſt. Such Love grant Heav*n, our meeting Souls betide, 
Which no inhumane Father may divide: 
Where at firſt ſight, our minds enlarg'd may ſpread ; 
Thro'all the ſpace, and know the mighty Dead. 
Such is my hope : But, Criſps, What my fear ? 
If I ſhould ſeek : But never find you there.— 

Criſp. One laſt Embrace! Oh Faufa! do not ſtain, . _ 
Our bliſs with fears, we ne*re ſhall meet again. 
Through all the Heav'n in all their Manſions bleſt, 
Toev'ry Saint my Prayers ſhall be addreſt 
Nor ſhall the happy taſt a moments reſt: . 

Till ſome kind Angel guides my wandring Eyes, 
. And ſhews me where thy charming ſpirit flies. 

Then Crown'd with joys, we never knew before, 
We'l waſte the ſtock of Loves immortal ſtore, 
And cruel fate ſhall never part us more. Exeunt, 


End 4th. Ad. 
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Enter Dalmatiuz and Serena. 


Seren, Ow Sir, you haveir all, the whole ſad ſtory 
| Of your unhappy Son, his Love and mine: 

Serena*s Guilt, and Criſpms Innocence; 

Therefore if you ask blood, and would revenge him ; 

Here waits his Murdreſs, for the ſtroak of death. 

But hate not Cr:/pus: Hate not the Innocent : 

Much leſs proceed to the Murder of your friend, 

Your faultleſs, guiltleſs, too deſerving friend ; 

The gentleſt, beſt, of all the Imperial Race. 


 Dalm., No more: There needs no more ; my Son ts dead: 


Eternal peace attend him: A few ſad drops, 
And now no more ; Serena, I believe thee. 
My Heart avows th? Innocence of my friend : 
Which I had own'd before, had not the wounds 
Of Amnibal, lain green upon my Soul 
But that I now forgive him be thou witneſs, * 
| Be witneſs Heav*n, and this laſt reſolution, 
] now put on to ſave my Criſpus life, 
Or loſe my own. | 
Seren. O le me kneel to ſuch exalted Virtue. 
But Sir, be quick to ſaye him, or this goodneſs 
Will come too late. | 
Dalm. Where is the Emperor ? 
Seren. Lockt in his Cloſet, deaf to the Peoples cries : 
Fly Sir, I ſaw him paſs in fury by, 
With 4r:ius in diſcourſe. . © ' 
Dalm. 1 fear that Traitor. 


Seren. Your fears my Lord, are mine. I neverlik'd him, 


The Picture which he gave your Son, has ſhown him: 
He has all the marks, we Virgins reckon Ominous, 

A pale, down look, red Hair, and leering Eyes, 
Miſchief is in him : He's with th* Emperor now, 
Perhaps olliciting the fate we fear. 

I met 'em Sir, and interrupted Ceſar; 


Who firſt recerv*d me kindly ; but at the name 
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Of Criſpus frown'd, and ſhook me from his arm. 
Dalm. Fear not, as thou haſt counſel'd, I will join 
Sylvefter on the inſtant, : 
Seren. Force the door, 
If he refuſe to let you in, do all 
That pity, love, and friendſhip can inſpire, 


Do all that I would do, were I Dalmatius. Ex. Severally. 


Scene II. 


Enter Conſtantine and Arius. 


The Scene a Bedchamber. 
A Bowl and a Dagger on the Table. 


Conſt. \ Rius! 
Arius. Sir. 


Conſt. I am reſoly'd tobe at reſt, 
Thou art my friend, Phyſician, I am ſick, 
Sick even to death: Reach me that goblet hither : 
The Dagger too, 

Arins. Sir. 

Conſt. What an ealie matter 
It were for any man, in any Caſe, 
Tho Rack't with th* Gout, Stone, any kind of torture, 
With one of theſe to ſleep? 

Arius. For ever Sir? 
Conſt. Right Arius. 

Arius. Then there is Poiſon in the Bowl. 

Conſt. There is molt deadly. | 

Arius. May 1I, Sir, preſume 
To ask for what ? 

Conſt. Arizs, thou art my friend, | 
| think too, thou would'ſt venture life. Why yes '— 
Tis Poiſon, and Pl! tell thee too for what: 

To ſee how long a Dog will bea dying. 
Or fay, what if we try'dit on a man; 
Some Enemy that Laws will not take hold of ? 


Arius. Sir, I underſtand you. : | 
Conſt. Look then .youdo:i:How doſt thou/underſtand-me ? 


Arias, Why thus;you paſt [your Oath, youg Son ſhow'd live, ;- 


If Faufta prov*d him Lanocent. BSI | 
y- | WS--i 
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Conſt. *Tis trug: | 
And ſpite of my revenge, my Heart muſt clear him. 
Arius. Right Sir, I find it, you are grip'd in Conſctenee, 
Now if a Friend ſhould help you: So: or fate f 
Not always anſwering moſt mens ExpeCtations, 
Should call your Son to Heay*n. . 
Conſt. To Heav®n Arius! 
Arius. To Heay*n, or Hell, it matters not for thar, 
So he be out-o*th* way, and you not know*r. 
Conſt. And I not know*t ? 
Arius. No Sir, nor I, What then? 
How then! you never ſce him more. 
And fo farewel] Plltakethis Poiſon with me, 
Conſt. Stay ſtay ! Come back. 
How ſtrange a guilt is mine, who dare not ſpeak, 
But indirectly , what my Soul defires ' 
Diretly done. Why ſhouw'd I hide my thoughts 
From thee ? 
Arius, Why Sir indeed? 
Conſt. When no Eye ſees. 
Arius. None. 
Conſt. None but the Eye of Heav'n. 
But Walls they ſay have Ears: Therefore we'll whiſper 
This Horrid, Barbarous; and Unnatural Murder ! 
Give him his Choice. Tell him I cannot live, 
Unleſs he dies : Tell him I ſtrove to fave him, 
And nature pleaded wonders in his Cauſe. 
Arias, V1l ſtabb him firſt, and rell him afrer.— 
Conſt. No, Poiſon's the gentler Fate. "Thou art too lowd-— 
O Conſcience how it heaves, within my boſom 
Arius. Conſcience ! The Souls riſing of the Lights. Drink Blood. — 
Conſt. Blood ſay'ſt thou! What the Blood of Cri/pus ? Hark! 
Who's there? Run to the Door ! Say I am nat well, 
Fil not beſeentonight. 
Arius. Your fancy Sir. h 
Conſt. I thought I heard my Mothers Voice. 
Bur ſhe*s long dead : *F'waxas thou ſay*ſt, my fancy, 
My fear, my guilt that haunts me: But:begone, 
If he muſt fall there is no hiding it : 
Call it no longer Murder, but a Juſtice, 
Survey him as a Thief that robb'dthy Soul 
Of all its wealth : Arius—— how am I now? 
Arius. All Emperor. And 'Sir Pil haſte to obey you. 
 Conff. Thou'ſhak : Bur go ngt Arixs, till I ſend thee. 
All Emperor, and Judge, But where's the Father? | 


Work 
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Work me there Nature, fave him if thou canſt : 
Remember him as once thy boſom-love. 

Arins. I like not this Remembrance. 

Conſt. Remember the whole Progreſs of his Life ; 
Obedient all, ev*n in his Infant Years : 
When every Morning to my Bed-fide he came, 
And as I bleſt him, thank'd me with his Tears. 


Serena knocking without. 


Seren. My Lord, the Emperour. 
Cons. Arius, hark. Who's there ? 
Hark, *tis my Wife. Run to the door. My Wike! 
She's riſen from the dead to (ave my Son. 
Seren. 1 will have Audience. 
Ari. Madam, you muſt not enter. 
Conſt. Arius, Let her in. Evnter Serena: 
Seren. Ceſar, Save thy Son ; : 
Save him in t:me; the People are in Arms: 
Dalmatius, with the Guards, /ts gone-to quell *em, 
Conſk. How! mutiny? And in my Sons behalf ? 
{this the courſe to fave him ? Arius hence——— 
And execute my Orders. 
Seren. May I think it ? 
A Bowl of Poiſon, Sir: Is that your Order ? 
ConFF. There is no Myſtery now to be coneeal'd-.. 
"Fis as you ſaid : And Cri/pzs dies this Minute, 
Aris away. 
. Seren. He ſha'n't, till you hear me. 
Think Sir, oh think ! 
Conft. Pve thought too much-already : 
But with this laſt Revolt my Heart # fteel'd ; 
Though as you enter*d I was fooling Time 
With Thoughts of Mercy. 
Seren. And has this curſed Wretch prevented: you 2 
Conſt. Dalmatiis and Sylveſter will be here 
To hinder Juſtice : Break her Hold. Away. 
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Seren. Fall then Serevs firlt.. And ſtay that fury. Stabs her ſelf. 


Con#t. Arins, come back. What haft thou done Serena ? 

Seren. Pve paid the Debt of Nature &re my Time. 

Conſt, "T'was 2 too honeſt Part, What was the Cauſe? 

Seren, T'he Love of Criſpm: Love of him you hate. 
But let this /.tim to Deſpair ſuffice. | 


Enter 
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Enter Dalmatius and Sylveſter. 


Your Brother here ! Dalmatizs pardon me. 
Your Son is now reveng'd. Reltrain the Emperour——. 


And look to Arizvs. Oh! ; She dies. 


Dalm. "The Joys of Heav'n, 
And an eternal Requiem waſte thy-Soul, 
Conſt, Brother, How are the People ? 
Dalm. All huſh'd again. 
Why will you harbour, Sir, that Snake about you, 
That puts you on theſe fatal Reſolutions? 
For, elſe could ir be poſſible a Prince 
So good, fo full of every Kingly Grace, 
Should once conceive a Thought to put his Son, 
His guiltleſs Son, to an untimely Death, 
Without the Inſtigation of a Devil ? 
Sylv. Conſider, Ceſar, you, that have had the Glory 
By Miracles from Heav*n- to be converted : 
We know your Pafſion manacles your Reaſon ; 
But here are Hands to help you. 
Con#t. 1s that then the Reſult of all your Reaſon ? 
'To hope for ſober Actions from a Mad-man? < 
Dalm. Not till the Frenzy leaves him. But we know 
You are not (o far gone, to loſe all Temper. 
Your Hopes, and Fears, your broken Reſolutions, 
Are Symptoms all ot a moſt noble Nature, 
Where Judgment ſeems half ſunk, but not quite drown'd. 
Con#t. Why this I can alledge as well as you ; 
I know the Lawrels which Pve worn fo long 
Muſt wither : 1f my Son ſhould find a Grare, 
My preſent Fame, and Glory too hereafter, 
Is all upon the hazard : But what then ? 
I ſee the Storm before me threatning Wrack, 
I ſee the Shelves, but who can point the Shore ? 
$zl. Calt over-board the Casket of your Love. 
I know 'tis precious ; but *twill ink you, Sir. 
Divorce her, Sir; and give her to your Son. 
Conſt. Forgo my Fauſta! *tis-impoflible. 
Dalm. Nothing's Impoſſible to a Mind reſolv'd : 
But paſs beyond Sylveſter's mild Remonſtrance, 
'And eaſe your Love by Death,. by Fauffa's Death. 
When ſhe is paſt Recall you'll love no macre ; 
Envy no more. 


Conſt. If that could be refoly'd—— 


The GREAT. 
The Gragai were a great one. _ 


Dalm. 

&e but the difference of Counſellors ; 

What Colours good and bad can give to Reaſon. 

Had Arius ſtay'd, by this time you had doom'd 

Your Son to Death ; who now have gain'd the Conqueſt. 

Conſt. Would half were gain'd : yer, fincethe Start was noble, 
ll try to win in this Olympick Race. 

Tho hilly all the way, and at the Gole 
The Summit touches Heav*n. 

Dalm. Urge the Neceſlity ; ſhe or Criſpas dies : 
Th? innocent Criſpus, or the guilty F _ 

That after all her Vows, could thus deceive you. 
Deceive you both. Who if your Son were dead, 
No doubt, as quick would praCtiſe with another. 

Conſt. By Heav*n, why not? She that could ſwear, and was 
Forſworn, may ſwear and be forſworn again: 

Oh! I remember now with what a Look, 
An Angel-look, ſhe vow'd. 

Dalm. Yet with that Look, 

This Angel, like a Devil, drew in your Son:; 
Methinks the very grofineſs of the Cheat 
Should make you loath her. 

Conſt. Ha! 

Dalm. Dereſt and ſcorn her. | | 

Conft. Scorn on her Scorn, and Death Diſdaia ſucceed ; 

By Majeſty, by Empire, ſhe ſhall bleed. 

Sikyv. Baniſh her, Ceſar. 

Dalm. No Sir; Death, or nothing. 

Baniſh her to day, and ſhe'll be here to morrow : 
Down with her, down ; dwell on her perjur*d Vows, 
When the ſame Breath that ſwore her yours for ever 
Dam'd her anothers. 

Conſt. Arius, bring her forth. | 
She dies ! Ill fweat and bleed, but I will conquer— 
Call, call my Son.—Henceforth but name a Woman, 
'Tis Treaſon to my Ear: Why, what a Plague : 
Might ſhe have here engender'd ! Forc'd a Father 
To put his guiltleſs Son to horrid Death. 

Dalm. Royally urg'd. By Heav*n *rwas ever thus 
Where Women had to do. Therefore behold her. 

As a Gangreen to the State. 

Conſt. And cut her off, 

Dalm. The Bane of Empire— 

Conſt, And the Rott of Power! 
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he more you think, the more the Thought will ſtrike you- 
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Yet there I'll ſtay and fix my Imagination, 

On all their Miſchichs, Racdes, Maſkactes. 

And Seas of Blood they have ſpilt in former Ages. 
Woman, no more. And wheri my Heart is going, 
Sound but that Name, the pow*rful ſpell ſhall bind 
Beyond Circean and «/£pyptian Charms, . 
"Twill raiſe chedoweft Devils up in (warms, C 
Unhinge the Globe, and put the_World'in Arms. 

Woman that dooms us all to one ſure Grave, 


And faſter damns than Providence can fave. Exit. 


Enter Conltantine and Faulta. 


Conſt. Fauſts, thou art falſe, forſworn. 

Fauſt. I ſay fo too. 

Conſt. Therefore ſhalt dye. 

Fauſt. T have no other Wiſh, 

Conſt. What, not to live, 
If I ſhould pardon thee ? 
Fauſt. That were Life indeed ; 
To gain your Pardon, and to live for Criſþus. 

Conſt. No, Wretch! remember as you ſwore to me, 
T now return ; it is impoſſible. 
Yer thou ſhalt dye for Criſpus. 

Fauſt. And not with him, Sir? 

Conſt. No; Pye decreed 
That thou ſhalt dye to ſave him. | 

Fauſt. But have you, Sir, decreed to love him tod 
On Fauſta*s Death ? 

Conſt. I have. 

Fauſt, Oh! then the Gods 
Have heard my Pray*rs,, which, next to living for him, 
Was, till to dye to fave him. 

Fauſt. Yet grant me Sir in Death 
One laſt Farewel. 
Conſt No ; thou haſt look'd thy. laſt.. 

Fauſt. Yet you may let 'em bear me by his Window 
If it be poſſible to ſnatchia Glance, - 
And not delay my Execution, Sir. | 

Conft. She weeps; and; there is Magick in her Tears. 
I ſhall weep too. Bring forth the Poiſon. Haſte. 
She ſhall not ſtay the making of a Bath. 
What Arms! 

Art. Sir, : 


Gonſt, Give her the Poiſon, Haſte and fee her dye. 


Fauſr. 


i " TheGREAT. 
Fauſt. Stay Sir, come back. I have no load upon me—— 


But what you all may know: give me the Bowl; 
pll drink it for my Love. Alas my Lord, 
Methinks one laſt farewel, had not been much ; 
But ſince you judge it Sir unft——P1l die, 
Without complaining. Therefore tell my Love — 
That my laſt Pray'r was for his life and yours, 
Conſt. Hold Fauſta: Ariz, take the Poiſon from her, 
And bring the Bath. My Son ſhall ſee her die, 
Call Criſps hither, ſince her- Fates decreed, 
'Tyere juſt he ſhou'd be harden'd with the view. 
the weeps agen. And with the trick unmans me, 
Spite of my vows, ſhe works-my Lyon-Heart 
And melts me into Love. How fares-my Fanſfta? 
Fauſt. Sir, | | 
Conft. Thy hand before we part for ever. Faufta— | 
lIamloſt— —Pm vanquiſh't. With a touch o'recome 
Dalm. Wake Sir. Whereare you? 
Conſt. Ha ! 
Dalm. Sylveſter's here: 
And Criſp waits. 
Conſt. Why then ſhe dies agen. 
Hiſte, Bring him in, bring him to my relief. 
The earning of a Father comes upon me, 
And my Soul longs to meet him. Fawſta; turn-; 
Turn thy bright-Eyes on death; And carry hres 
Toſcorch new Worlds ; but warm the old no more. 
For here's the rifing Sun, . to eclipſe thy beams. 


Enter. Criſpus ith Sylveſter. 


OCriftzs ! Who that has beheld our diſtance ? 
That infinite ſpace that paſſion caſt betwixt us, 
Would ere have thought we thus ſhould mcer agen? 
Criſp. What can be added, Heay*n, to ſuch a kindneſs ! 
Conſt. What Criſps | What indeed to maker laſting ? 
See'ſt thou that fair one ?: | 
Crip. Sir, you give me hopes ;* Tho daft with fears: 


» But hold, perhaps 1 have to death offended, 


For fianing but in wiſh: A-dawning joy; 

hines in her Eyes, and revelsin-her fmiles, 

Which ſeem to tell me, we ſhall both be happy.  - 
Conf. Would'ſt thou be happy in thy Fathers Love ? 
Crip. Judge me you Powers, it 

The utmoſt reach of my extended Soul, k 


that -be not my thought : 
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Which knows no other wiſh, but Fauſta's Love——— 
Conft. And that's the Love, which you, by my example 
Muſt learn to hate. 
Criſp. To hate Sir ! What? 
Conſt. Hate thy Love : | 
Or what's all one, to bear the effeT of hate, 


Her execution here before thy Eyes. 
Criſp. My Faufta*s death 2? 


Scene draws. Arius, Labieaus, Eubolus, ith a Bath. 


Conf. Behold the Poiſon'd Bath. 

Crip. For me—I am ready Sir. Haſte, Launch my Veins : 
You that are deſtin'd here for my DeltruCtion, 

Unrobe me haſte 

Conſt. None touch him, on your lives. 

They may as ſafely Launch their Emperor, 
As wound his Son. But Fauſta muſt prepare, 
There is no other way to reconcile us. 

Criſp. Then hold me Sir, at everlaſting diſtance, 
Caſt meagen for ever from your ſight. 
Baniſh me ;. Curſe me, as youdid before | 
But make not Fa»ſta's death the Curſed cauſe, 

To fave this Villains life. This hangman Traitor, 
Nay Coward that. can live and hear her threatned! 

Fauſt. My Love, my Lord, Blame not thy noble Father, 
Nor Curſe thy ſelf, for this was all my ſeeking. 

Criſp Thy ſeeking. Ha! And ſeekeſt thou my embraces— 
After the baſe diſhonor thou haſt dorte me? 

Hence from my Arms 

Fauſt. 1 will not, Iwill hold thee 
To my laſt gaſp, and graſp thee after death, - 
Why puſh me yet agen : Nay, ſtrike me Criſpas, 
I will notleave thy Eofom. | 

Criſp. See he's going | 
By my bleſt Mothers Soul, let me come at hm—— 

Conſt. Arizs, (ee it done. 

All Prayers are vain ; ſome of you, break his hold. 

Criſp. Dalmatius and Sylveſter will not fure, 
And for the reſt, let-me but ſee who dares. 

Conſt. Their Emperor commands *em 
I charge thee Criſpzs, leave me, 

And dare not by this willfulneſs provoke-me. | 
Criſp. I have no willfulneſs : But theſe ſtubborn Tears 
Hear my laſt ſighs. For groans quite choak iy words, 


helpto force him, 


if 
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| My Faxſts's life: Or break my heart beforeyou. | | 
Fauſt. Sir, do not hear him, ſnatch yourſelf away, + ALIEY fi 

And leave us here=——Pll buſh him ere T'dig;;. BUENS | 

And ſend him weeping to you for his Pardon. it | 
Conft. He ſees *ris vain. And has let go his hold. | 

Withdraw——yet Brother, we'll obſerve unſeen—— 


| do not like this ſudden ſullenneſs 
Fauſta farewel, Arias diſparch, No more. - Exennt. 


Criſpus, Arius, Fauſta. Executioners. > Fl 


Fauſt. Now Criſpus : Now my Dear,wilt thou forgive me 
This glorious Conqueſt of T'rinmphing Love ? [i 
Criſp. No: By my Soul, and by my hopes of Heav'n, == ['Y 
Not at thy parting groan; will I forgive thee. 19n'] | | 
Butrather Curſe the hour, when firſt 1 ſaw thee, [| 
Curſe our firſt Rifles, Marriage and Embraces, | 
Unleſs thou joyn me Ha come forwarder : Mid 
With Arizs, joyn me, to provide ſome means, li 
ThatT may bear thee company in Death. 
If this thou doſt deny me, by the Saints, 
By all our Loves—l ſwear thou never Lov'ſt me- | | 
Arius. By Heav'n my Lord I pitty you ; and if ———- 1 
' Fauf. If Arius ! What ? Thou wilt not joyn his madneſs? v 
Criſp. Hark Arius: By our friendſhip—1 conjure thee, | 8 
For | have ſworn I will not eat nor drink : b + 


Tho I ſurvive this hour— 0155 HOO j | 
Arius, I have the means. FE gall 
Criſp. A Dagger. Bleſſings on thee—Gaive't me I ſay— | My 


Faxſt. Arius, thou art a Villain: 1 
Criſp. I'll tell my Father, that I forc'd it-from thee. "1.4 
Fauſt. Keep, Keep it from him, or Pl] tell the Emperor, | i il 
Twas you that firſt betray'd him to my Love ; . ? 0» | l. 
And Marry'd us. | | 
Arius, Hold Madam ! Let me begg you— ; [ll 
Criſp. Now Love, I am for thee. F 00 
Fauſt. No ! I'll call the Emperor. | n 51-100 
Oh that damn'd Villain, Traitor, Devil, Arius. * "A 1 ib 
Help there without. Cri/pus is Muyder'd.' Help "" tt ev 1 
Arius: Nay then cis time ro fly---.- gs. Conſtantine meets ' 
Conff. Yes Fiend, to Hell, X LN bim with the reſt. Wh | 
Where thou ſhalt make thy Damn'd account. —Ia with him— | | 
aſt the unblooded Villain in the Bath, ,, " _. . | 
Which he prepar'd for others: Throw him in. . . + || fol! 
Arias. Hold Sir, the Bath*s nor Poiſon'd. " 
I 2 Confe+ Ml) 


—_— 


6%  CONSTHNTENE 
Conſt: How ! 
Arius. Compaſſion, for your Empxeſs,. 

Made me contrive this only way to: fyve ber. | 
Conſt. Thou haſt done well. Yer.iq with him, to try... 
Arins, Hold Sir! And ['l confels, u 15,. it is, 

"Tis Poifon'd—— Pardon. 


Con#f, Down with him, keep- him down 
T1ll he he dead. Then give him to. his Slaves. — 


The Bath finfbs. 296% hin. 


O Criſpur —— Why? Why doſt-thou Eye me thus 
With ſnatch'd regards? Why dolt thou Eye thy Father ? 
Now looking on thy Dagger, .99w,on Fre, 
As if *ewere poſlible to deny her Mill 2; - 
Criſpns, Deny her? Why S$zr?. Map. you then t to give | bar} 
Conſt. Or let me ſtand a Curle to APY Ages, 
It is the hand. of Heay'n, not mine that gives her : 
The Treaſons of the perjur'd Arigs ; 
So turn my Soul, and quite reduce my reaſon, - 
That I will give her thee without a Pang. 
Takeher -— And.with her. allt-the Detbnes, | 
And all the Love, my loaded Boſom bears ; 
The Dewsof Heav'n, \ndabets wh Fathers Tears. 
Criſp. Oh Joys! 
F a Oh Heav'n !: 
Criſp. Fauſta. 
F Wi Criſpus! Ceſar. 
Criſp. Father ! 
But 4x us proſtrate as a God, approach him 
Thou glorious Image of the. Deiry/! | 
What ſhall we 'anſwes2, | DA Xx ; 
Conſt. Criſpus! Fauſt a--- Nothing; Me oat Thats » 
Nothing bur riſe, and take me in your TEN | 
Thus brooding o're you witha fryutul Joy, ,. 
I prophecy: by my example led ; | 
Such Love and peace, thro? all the World. ſhall Wn 
And Romn Arts that Britiſh Iſle adorn, 
Where 'H?l:na Deceas'd, and_I, was Born . 


Ps (oe thus, to F auſta* $ Love, ſ, give.: 
dborh.for 


FINES, 
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ever, in mp Boſom live. 1 Ex. Ones 
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PREFACE. 

HOUGH it be dangerous to raiſe too great an expetta- 
tion, eſpecially in works of this Nature, where we are 
to pleaſe an unſatiable Audience, yet "tis reaſonable to 
prepoſſeſs them in favour of an Author ; ang therefore 
both the Prologue and Epilogue informw'd you, that Ocdipus was 
the moſt celebrated Piece. of all Antiquity. That Sophocles, net ons 
ly the greateſt Wit, but one of the greateff Men in Athens, made it 
for the Stage, at the Publick Coſt ; and that it had the Reputation of 
being his Maſter-piece, not only amongſt the Seven of his which are 
ftill remaining, but of the greater Number which are periſh'd. As 
riſtotle' has more than once admir'd it in his Book of Poetry; Horace 
has mentioned it : Lucullus, Julius Cxſar, and other noble Ro- 
mans, have writtex on the ſame Subject, tho' their Poems are wholly 
loſt.; but Seneca's is ſtill preſerv'd. In our own Age, Corncille 
has attempted it, and it appears by his Preface, with great ſucceſs 
But a judicious Reader will eaſily obſerve, how much th: Copy ts. in- 
ferior to the Original. HH? tells you himſelf, that he ows a great part 
of. his ſucceſs to the happy Epiſode of Thelcus and Dirce ; which is the 
ſame. thing, as .if we fhould acknowledge,” that we are indebted for 
our good Fortune, to the under-plet of Adraſtus, Eurydice, and 
Creon. The truth is, he miſerably failed in the Character of his 
Here. : if he. defir'd that Oedipus ſhould be pitied, he ſhould have 


. made him" a better man. He forgot that Sophocles had taken care . 


to ſhow him in his firſt entrance a juſt a merciful, a ſucceſsful, 4 
\ Religious Prince, ' and in ſhort a Father of his Country : initead of 
' theſe, he has drawn him ſuſpicious, defigning, more anxious of keep= 
ing the Fneban Crown, than ſolicitous for the ſafety of his People : 
HeGor'd by Thelcus, contemn'd by Dirce, and ſcarce maintaining 

4 fccond part in his own Tradegy. This was an Error in the firſt 
Contoition's and therefore never to be mended in the fn or the 
third: Fe introduc'd a greater Heroe than Qedipus himſelf; for 
when Theleus was once there, that Companion of Hercules uſt 
yield to none : The Pozt was obliged to furniſh him with Buſineſs, to 
Az make 


The Preface. 


make him an Equipage ſuitable to his Dignity ; and by following him 
too cloſe, to Debs o King of Branford in the oi Gs 
en the other fid:, as if there were no ſuch thing as Nature to be minded 
in a Play, is always running fier pompous Expr: ſſtons, pointed Sen- 
tences, and Philoſophical Notions, more proper for the Study than the 
Stage : The French-man followed a wrong Scent ; and the Roman 
was abſolutely at cold Husting. All we cou'd gather ont of Corneille, 
was, that an Epiſode maſt be, but not his way : And Seneca ſupply'd 
ns with no new Hint, bnt only a Relation which he makes of his Tire- 
Nias raiſing the Ghoſt of 9, which is here perform'd in view of the 
Audience ; the Rites and Ceremonies ſo far his, as he agreed with An- 
tiquity, and the Religion of the Greeks ;' but he himſelf was beholden 
to Homer's Tireſias i» !h: Odyſles for ſome of them ; and the reit 
have been colleffed from H:liodors's Erhiopiques, aþd Lucan's 
Frictho. Sophocles, indeed, is admirable every where ; and there- 
fore we have follon'd as cloſe as poſſi'ly we cou'd : But the Athenian 
Theatre ( whether more perfect than ours, is not now diſpnted ) had a 
Perfettion differing from ours. Tou. ſee there in every Ad# 4 ſingle 
Scent, ( or two at moſt ) which manige the Buſineſs of the Play ; and 
after that fuccteds the Chorus, which commonly takes up more Time 
zn (ingingz, than there has been employ'd in ſpeaking. The principal 
Perſon appears almoſt conſtantly through the Play; but the inferior 
Parts feldom abov? once in the whole Tragedy. The Condu@# of our 
Stage i much more difficult, where we are oblig'd newer to lo any 
conſid. rable Charafter which we have oxce preſented, Cuſtom like- 
wiſe has obtain'd, that we mu#it form an Under-Plot of Second Per- 
ſons, which muſt be depending on the Firſt ; and their By-Walks mu# 
be like thoſe in a Labyrinth, which all of 'em lead into the great Par- 
terre ; or like ſo many ſeveral Lodginz-Chamlers, which have their 
Ont-lets into the ſame Gallery, Perhaps, after all, if we cou'd think 
fo, the ancient Method, as "tis the eafteſt, ts alſo the moſt natural, and 
the bef' : For Variety, as 'tus manag'd, is too eftey wbject to breed 
Diſtrattion ; and while we wou'd pleaſe too many ways, for want of 
Art in the Conduit, we pleafe in none. But we have given you more 
already than was necefſary for a Preface ; and for ought we know, may 
g4in no more by our Inſtruttiens, than that politick Nation « like to 
ado, who have taught their Enemies to fight (o tong, that at laſt they 
are in a Condition ts invade them. 
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PROLOGUE. 


X Fi 7 HEN Athens all ihe Grzcian State did guide, 
And Greece gave Laws to all the World beſide, 
Then Sophocles with Socrates did fit, 
Supreme in Wiſdom one, and one in Whit : 
And Wit from Wiſdom, differ d-not in thoſe, 
But as 'twas Sung in Verſe, or-ſaid in Proſe. 
' Then Oedipus on Crowned Theatres, 
Drew all admiring Eyes and liſtning Ears ; 
The pleas'd Spectator ſhouted every Line, | | 
The Nobleſt, Manlieſt, and the Beſt Deſign ! 
And every Critick 4 ' each learned Age 
By this juſt Model has reform'd the Stage. 
Now, Nould it fail, (as Heav'n avert our Fear ! ) 
Damn it in Silence, leſt the World ſhould hear. 
For were it known this Poem did not pleaſe, 
Tou might - up ſor perfect Salvages : 
Tour Neighbours would not look ox you as Men : 
But think the Nation all turn'd Pits agen. 
"Faith, as you manage Matters, "tis not fit | 
Ton ſhould ſuſpet? your ſelves of too much Wit. | | 
Drive not the Feſt too far, but ſpare this Piece : 
And, for this once, be not more Wiſe than Greece. 
See fwice ! Do not pell-mell to. Damnine fall, 
Like true born Britains, who #&ex think at all : 
Pray be advis d; and though at Mons you won, 
On pointed Cannon do not always ru. 
With ſome reſpect to ancient Wit proceed ; 
Tou take the four firſt Councils for your Creed. Tha 
But when you lay Tradition wholly Ly, EWA 


And on the private Spirit alone rely, 
Tou turn Fanaticks in your Poetry. 
If notwithflanding all that we can ſay, . 
Tou needs will have your pen'worths of the Play : 6 
And come reſold to Damn, becauſe you pay. 

Record it, in memorial of the: Fact, 


The firſt Play bury'd fince the Woollen Af. 
OEDIPUS. | 


OEDIPU S. 


—— 


CE ———— 


The Curtain riſes to a plaintive Tune, repreſenting the preſent Condition of 
Thebes z Dead Bodies appear at a diſtance in the Streets ; ſome faintly 
go over the Stage, others drop. 


Enter Alcander, Diocles, Pyracmon. 


Ethinks we ſtand on Ruines z Nature ſhakes 
About us; and the Univerſal Frame 
So looſe, that it but wants another puſh 
To leap from off its Hinges. 
Dice. No Sun to chear us, but a bloody Globe 
That rowls above ; a bald and beamleſs Fire ; 
His Face o're-grown with Scurf : the Sun's ſick too; 
Shortly he'll be an Earth. 
Pyr. Therefore the Seaſons 
Lye all confus*d ; and by the Heavens neglected, 
forget themſelves : Blind Winter meets the Summer 
la his Mid-way, and, ſeeing not his Livery, 
Has driv'a him headlong back : And the raw damps- 
With flaggy Wings fly heavily about, 
Scattering their Peſtilential Colds and Rhumes 
Through all the lazy Air. 
Ale. Hence Murrains follow, 
On bleating Flocks, and on the lowing Herds : 
At laſt, the Malady 
Grew more domeſtick, and the faithful Dog 
Dy'd at his Maſter's Feet. 
Dive, And -next his Maſter : 
For all thoſe Plagues which Earth and Air had brooded, 
Firſt on inferiour Creatures try*d their force ; 
And laſt they ſeiz?d on Man. 
yr. And then a thouſand deaths at once advanc'd, 
And every Dart took place ; all was ſo ſudden, * 
That ſcarce a firſt Man felt; one but began 
To wonder, and ſtraight fell a-wonder too ; 
A third, who ſtoop'd to raiſe his dying Friend, 
Dropt in the pious Att:, Heard you that groan ? [Grogan without; 
Djoc, A Troop of. Ghoſts :took flight together there; . 


dl. 


Novw- 


PROLOGUE. 


X Fi ] HEN Athens all ihe Gracian State did guide, 
And Greece gave Laws to all the World beſide, 
Thew Sophocles with Socrates did fit, 
Supreme in Wiſdom one, and one in Whit : 
And Wit from Wiſdom, differ d-not in thoſe, 
But 4s 'twas Sung in Verſe, or-ſaid in Proſe. 
' Then Ocdipus on Crowned Theatres, 
Drew all admiring Eyes and liſkning Ears ; 
The pleasd Spectator ſhouted every Line, | 
The Nobleſt, Manlieſt, and the Beſt Deſign ! | 
And every Critick 4 ' each learned Age | | 
By this juſt Model has reforw*d the Stage. 
Now, Roald it fail, (as Heav'n avert our Fear |! ) 
Damn it in Silence, leſt the World ſhould hear. 
For were it known this Poem aid not pleaſe, | 
Tou might ſet up ſor perfect Salvages : 
Tour Neighbours would not look on you as Men : 
But think the Nation all turu'd Picts agen. 
"Faith, as you manage Matters, "tis not fit 
Tou ſhould ſuſpe&t your ſelves of too much Wit. 
Drive not the Feſt too far, but ſpare this Piece : 
And, for this once, be not more Wiſe than Greece. 
See twice ! Do not pell-mell to. Damnine fall, | 
Like true born Britains, who #©e think at all : | 
Pray be advisd; and though at Mons you won, | 
On pointed Cannon do not always run. 
With ſome reſpect to ancient Wit preceed ; 
Tou take the four firſt Councils for your Creed. © s 
But when you lay Tradition wholly ty, = 


And on the private Spirit alone rely, 
Tou turn Fanaticks in your Poetry. 
If notwithflanding all that we can ſay, - 
Tou needs will have your pen'worths of the Play : 6 
And come reſold to Damn, becauſe you pay. 

Record it, in memorial of the: Fact, ' 


The firſt Play bury'd ſince the Woollen AF. # 
OEDIPUS. 
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OEDIPUS. 


_ ACTI. SCENE Thebes. 


CE —— 


DE —— 


The Curtain riſes to a plaintive Tune, repreſenting the preſent Condition of 
Thebes z Dead Bodies appear at a diſtance in the Streets ; ſome faintly 
go over the Stage, others drop. 


Enter Alcander, Diocles, Pyracmon. 


dh. Ethinks we ſtand on Ruinesz Nature ſhakes 
About us; and the Univerſal Frame 
So looſe, that it but wants another puſh 
To leap from off its Hinges. 
Dice. No Sun to chear us, but a bloody Globe 
That rowls above ; a bald and beamleſs Fire ; 
His Face o're- grown with Scurf : the Sun's ſick too ; 
Shortly he'll be an Earth. 
Pyr. Therefore the Seaſons 
Lye all confus*d ; and by the Heavens neglected, 
forget themſelves : Blind Winter meets the Summer 
ln his Mid-way, and, ſeeing not his Livery, 
Has driv*a him headlong back : And the raw damps- 
With flaggy Wings fly heavily about, 
Scattering their Peſtilential Colds and Rhumes 
Through all the lazy Air. 
Ale. Hence Murrains follow, ; 
On bleating Flocks, and on the lowing Herds : 
Atlaſt, the Malady 
Grew more domeſtick, and the faithful Dog 
Dy'd at his Maſter's Feet. 
Dize, And-next his Maſter : 
For all thoſe Plagues which Earth and Air had brooded, 
Firſt on inferiour Creatures try*d their. force , 
And laſt they ſeiz?d on Man. 
yr.” And then a thouſand deaths at-once advanc'd, 
And every Dart took place ; all was ſo ſudden, * 
That ſcarce a firſt Man fell ; one but began 
To wonder, and ſtraight fell a wonder too ; 
A third, who ſtoop'd to raiſe his dying Friend, 


Dropt in the pious At: Heard you that groan ? [Groan withowt-. 


| Dioc, A Troop of. Ghoſts took flight together there; 


Now. 


” OEDIPUS, 


"Now Deaths grown riotous, and wil play no more 
For ſiogle Stakes, but Families and Tribes : 
How are we ſure we breath not now: our laſt, 
And that next minpte, | 
Our Bodies caſt into ſome common Pit, 
'Shall not be built upon, and overlaid 
by half a People ? 
Alc. There's a Chain of Cauſes 
'Link'd to Effeas 3 invincible Neceflity 
That what ere is, could not but ſo have been ; 
Fhat*s my ſecurity. 
To them enter Creon. 
Creon. So had it need, whea all our Streets [ie cover'd 
'With dead and dying Men, 
And Earth expoſes Bodies on the Payements 
*More than 4he hides in Graves ! 
Betwixt thz Bride and Bridegroom have 1 ſeen 
The Nuprial Torch do common Offices 
-Of Marciage and of Death. 
Dioe, Now, Oedipus, 
(1t he return from War, our other Plague) 
Will ſcarce find halt he left, to grace his Triumphs, 
Pyr, A feeble Pxan will be ſung before him. 
Alc, He would do well to bring the Wives and Children 
'Of Conquer*d Argians to renew his Thebes, 
Creon, May Funerals meet him at the City Gates 
"With their deteſted Omen. 
Dioce. Of his Children. 
Creen. Nay, though ſhe be my Siſter, of his Wife. 
Alc. Oh that our Thebes might once again behold 
A Monarch Theban born ! 
Dioc, We might have had one, 
Pyr. Yes, had the People pleas'd. 
Creon, Come, y*are my Friends : 
The Queen my Siſter, after Lajws Death, 
Fear'd to lie ſingle ; and ſapply*d his place 
With a young Succeſſor, 
Dioc. He much reſembles 
Her'former Husband too. 
Alc. T always thought ſo. 


Pzr. When —_— Winters more have grizzld his black Locks 
-4 


He will be a very 
Cyeon. So he will. 

Mean time ſhe ſtands provided of a Lajus 

More young and vigotous too, by twenty Springs, 

Theſe Women are fuch cunning Purveyors ! 

Mark where their Appetites have once been pleas'd, 


Jus . 


OEDIPUS. 


The ſame reſemblance in a younger Lover 
Lies brooding in their Faucies the ſame Pleaſurez, 
And urges their remembrance to deſire, 
Dive, Had merit, not her dotage, been conſidr'd, 
Then Cyeon had been King ; but Oedipas, 
A ſtranger ! 
Creon, That word Stranger, | confeſs 
Sounds harſhly in my Ears. 
Dioc. We are your Creatures, 
The People prone, as in all general llls, 
To ſudden Change ; the King in Wars abroad, 
The Queen a Woman, weak and unregarded , 
Ewrydice the Daughter of dead Lajw, 
A Princeſs young and beauteous, and unmarried. 
Methinks from theſe disjoynted Propoſitions 
Something might be produc'd, 
Creon, The Gods have done 
Their part, by ſending this commodious Plague, 
But oh the Princeſs ! her hard Heart is ſhut 
By Adamantine Locks againſt my Love. 
Alc. Your claim to her is ſtrong ; you are betroti'”v, 
Pyr, True ! in her Nonage. 
Alc. But that lett's remoy'd. 
Dioc. I heard the Prince of Agos, your Adreftus. 
When he was hoſtage here 
Creou. Oh name him not! the bane of all my hopes ; 
That hot-brain'd, head-long Warriour, has the Charms 
Of youth, and ſomewhat of a lucky Raſhnefs, 
To pleaſe a Woman yet more Fool than he. 
That thoughtleſs Sex is caught by outward form 
And empty noiſe, and loves it ſelf in Man, 
Alc. But ſince the War broke ont about our Frontiers 
He's now a Foe to Thebes ! 
Creon. But is not ſoto her ; ſce, ſhe appears 
Once more ['ll proye my Fortune : you inlinuate 
Kind thoughts of me into the multitude ; 
Lay load upon the Court ; gull *em with Freedom ; 
And you ſhall ſee 'em tols their Tails, and gad, 
As if the Breeze had ſtung em. 


Dioc, We'll about it. [ Exeunt Alcander, Diocles , Pyracnon. 


Enter Eurydice. 

Creon, Hail, Royal Maid ; thou bright Exrydice / 
A lzwiſh Planet reign*d when thon wert born ; 
And made thee of ſuch kindred-mold to Heaven, 
Thou feem*ſt more Heaven's than ours, 

Exr. Caſt round your Eyes ; | 

Where Iate the Streets were ſo thick ſown with M:n, 
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4 OEDIPUS. 
Like Cadmus?s Brood they juſtled for the Paſlage : 
Now look for thoſe erefted heads, and fee '*em 
Like Pebbles paving all our publick Ways : 
When you have thought on this, anſwer this, 
If theſe be hours of Courtſhip ? 
Creoa, Yes, they are ; 
For when the Gods deſtroy fo faſt, *tis time 
We ſhould renew the Race, 
Euryd. What, in the midſt of horror ! 
Creon. Why not then ? 
There's the more need of Comfort. 
Euryd. Impious Creon ! 
Creon, Unjuſt Emurydice! can you accuſe me 
Of love, which is Heaven's Precept, and not fear 
That Vengeance, which you fay purſues our Crimes, 
Should reach your Perjuries ? 
Er yd, Still th* old Argument. 
I bad you caſt your Eyes on other Men, 
Now caſt 'em on your ſelf : think what you are. 
Creen A Man, 
Euryd. A. Man !- 
Creon. Why doubt you ? Pm a Man. 
Euryd. *Tis well you tel] me ſo, 1 ſhould miſtake you z, 
For any other part 'oth* whole Creation, | 
Rather than think you Man : hence from my ſight, 
Thou Poylon to my Eyes, ERS 
Creon, Twas you firſt poyſon'd mine 3 and yet methinks. 
My Face and Perſon ſhou'd not make you ſport. 
Euryd. You force me, by your importunities, 
To ſhew you what you are. 
Creon. A Prince, who loves you : 
And lince your Pride provokes me, worth your Love, 
Ev*n at his higheſt value; | 
Exryd. Love from thee ? 
Why love renounc'd thee ere thou ſaw'ſt the light : - 
Nature her ſelf ſtart back when thou wert born, 
And cry*d the Work's not mine——— 
Tie Midwife ſtood agaſt ; and when ſhe ſaw 
Thy Mountain back, and thy diſtorted legs, 
Thy face it ſelf; 
Half minted with the. Royal ſtamp of Man, 
And halt o'recome with Beaſt, ſtood doubting long,, - 
Whole right in thee were more : 
And knew not if to burn thee in the flames, 
Were-not the holier work. 
Creon, Am Ito blame, it Nature threw my Body 
Ip la. perverſe a. mold ? yet when ſhe caſt 
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Her envious hand upon my ſupple joints, 
Unable to reſiſt, and rumpled *em 
On heaps in their dark lodging, ; to revenge 
Her bungled work, jke ſtampt my mind more faic : 
And as from Chaos, huddled and deform'd, 
The Gods ſtruck fire, and lighted up the Lamps 
That beautifie the Sky, ſo ſhe inform*d 
This ill-ſhap'd Body with a daring Soul : 
And making leſs than-Man, ſhe made-me more, 
Exryd. No, thou art all one Error ; Soul and Body ; 
The firſt young tryal of ſome unskill d Pow rc, 
Rude in the making Art, and Ape of Fove. 
Thy crooked mind within, hunch*'d out thy back, 
And wander'd in thy limbs : to thy own kind 
Make love, if thou canſt find it in the World; 
And ſeek not from our Sex to raiſe an ofl-ipring, 
Which, mingled with the reſt, would tewpc the Gods 
To cut of Human Kind. | 
Creon. No , let'em leave 
The Argian Prince for you : that Enemy 
Of Thebes has made you falſe, and break the Vows 
You made to me. 
 Ewryd. They were my Mother's Vows, 
Made when I was at Nurſe. 
Creon. But hear me, Maid ; 
This Blot of Nature, this deform'd loath'd Creon, 
Is Maſter of a Sword, to; reach the Blood 
Of your young Minion, ſpoil the Gods finework, 
And Nabyon in: his” heart. 
Exryd) This when thou doeſt, | 
Then may*ſt thou ſtill be curſt with loving me : 
And, as thou art, be ſtill unpitied, loath'd ; 


And Jet his Ghoſt —— No, let his Ghoſt have reſt; 
But let the greateſt, fierceſt, fouleſt Fury, 
Let Creon haunt himſelf. , 'T [ Fx.tE rydice, 


Creon. 'Tis true, I am 
What Ile has told me,- an offence to ſight : 
My Body-opens inward to my - Soul, 
And lets in day to make my Vices ſeen, 
By all diſcerning Eyes, but the blind vulgar. 
I muſt haſte &er:'Oedipus return, | 
To ſnatch the-Crownand her ; for 1 ſtill love : 
But love with malice 3 as/an angry Cur 
Snarls while he feeds, ſo will I ſeize and ſtanch 
The hunger of my Love on this proud Beauty, 
And leaye the (craps for Slaves, 
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6 OEDFAUS. 
Enter Ticeſias, l:aning on a Staff, and led by bis Daughter Man to. 
What makes this blind prophetick Fool abroad ? 
Wou'd his Apollo had. him, he's: too holy 
For Earth and me-; Pll ſhun /his-walk, and ſeek 
My popular Friends. -ahy 
Tireſis. A little farther, yet a little farther; 
Thou wretched Daughter of a dark old Man, 
Conduct. my weary ſteps; and thou who ſeeſt 
For me and for thy ſelf, beware thou tread not 
With.impious ſteps upon dead. Corps ;—Now ſtay: 
Methinks I draw more open, vital Air, 
Where are we ? | 
Mante.. Under Covert of a wall : | 
The moſt frequented once, and noiſy part « 1 
Of Thebes, now midnight ſilence reigns even here 3 
Aad grals untrodden ſprings beneath our feet. 
Tir. If there be nigh this place a Sunny bank, 
There let me reſt a while : a Sunny bank ! 
Alas how.can it be, where no Sun ſhines! 
But a dim winking Taper in-the Skies, 
That nods, and [carce holds up his drowhe head | 
To glimmer through the damps. $ [ A noiſe within, follow, Follow, fol 
_y | low, A Creon, 4 Crean, 4 Creon, 
Hark !' a tumultuous noiſe, and Creox's name- | 
'Fhrice eccho'd, ix 
Man. Fly, the Tempeſt drives this-way. 
Tir. Whither can Age and Blindneſs take their flight ? 

If I could fly, what cou'd I ſuffer worſe, © © - | 
Secure of great lll !- [_ Ngiſe again, Creon, Creon, Creon. 
Enter Creon, Diocles, Alcander, Pyracmon, follow'd by the Crowd. 

Creon. | thank. ye, Countrymen ; but muſt refuſe Ef 
The honours. you intend me, they?ce too- great; 
And I am too unworthy; think agen, | 
And make a better Choice, ' - | Bf 

r Cie,» Think. twice !- I. n&er thought twice-in all my life : -. > 
That's double work, | 021 

2 Cit. My. firſt word is always my ſecond; and'therefore ll haye- 
No ſecond word ; and therefore once- again I-ſay, A Creon.. . 

All. A Creon; a Creon, a Creon, | 

Creon:. Yet here me, Fellow- Citizens. - 

Dioe. Fellow Citizens | there was a word of kindneſs, 

Alc, When did Oedipus ſalute you by that familiar name ? 

1 Cit, Never, never ; he was'too proud; 

Creon, Indeed he could not, for he was-a ſtranger :; 
But under him our Thebey is halt deſtroyed, 
Forbid it Heav'a the reſidue ſhould periſh-. 
Under a Thepan born, 


[ Exit Creon, 
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'Fis true, the Gods might ſend this Plague among you, 
Becauſe a Stranger rud, But what of thac ? 
Can l redreſs it now ? 

3- Cit. Yes, you or none. 
'Tis certain that the Gods are angry with us 
Becauſe he reigns. 

Creon. Oedipus may return : You may be cuin'd, 

1 Cit, Nay, if that be the matter, we are ruin'd already. 

2 Cir Half. of us that are here preſent, were living Men but” 
Yeſterday z and we that are abſent do but drop and drop, 
And no Man knows whether he be dead or living, And 
Therefore, while. we are ſound and well, let us ſatisfie our 
Conſciences, and make a new King. 

3 Cie. Ha, if we were but worthy to ſee another Coronation ! 
And then, if we muſt die, we'll go merrily together, 

All. To the Queſtion, to the Queſtion. 

Dioc. Are you content Creon ſhall be your King ? 

All, A Creon, a Creon, a Creon. 

Tir. Hear me, ye Thebans: And thou Creox, hear me. 

t C;it. Who's that would be heard ?2 We'll hear no Man : 
We can ſcarce hear one.another. 

Tia. | charge you by the Gods to hear me, 


2 Cie. Oh, *tis Apollo's Prieſt 5 we muſt hear him: Tis the old blind : 


Prophet, that ſees all things. 
3 Cit. He comes from the Gods-too; and they are our Betters : 


And therefore in good Manners we mult hear him. Speak, Prophet- 


2 Cit. For coming from the Gods, that*s no great matter 3 
They can all ſay that : But he's a great Scholar, he can make. 
Almanacks and he were put to't ; and therefore I ſay, hear him-: 

Tir. When angry Heav?a ſcatters its Plagues among you, 

Is it for nought, ye Thebans? Are the Gods 
Unjuſt in puniſhing 2 Are there no Crimes 
Which pull this Vengeance down ? 

1 Cit. Yes, yes; No doubt, there are ſome Sins ſtirring, .. 

That are the Cauſe of all. 
* 3Cit. Yes, There are Sins, or we ſhould have no Taxes. 

2 Cit. For my part, I can ſpeak it with a ſafe Conſcience, .. 
I ner ſin'd in all my Life. 

1 Cit, Nor I. 

3 Cit. Nor I: 

2 Cit. Then we are all juſtified : The Sin lies not- at our Doors. + 

Tir. All juſtified alike, and. yet all guilty, 

Were every Man's Falſe-dealing brought to light; 

His Envy, Malice, Lying, Perjus1es, 

His Envy, Malice, Lying, Perjuries, 

His Weights and. Meaſures, th'other Man's Extortions, . 
With what Face could you tell offended Heay'n, 


You had not fin'd 2: 


F Ci; f- 
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2 Cit Nay, if theſe be Sins, the Caſe is alter'd : For my part, I nevet 
Thought any thing but Murder had been a Sin. _ 
Tir. And yet, as it all theſe were leſs than nothing, 
You add Rebellion to 'em. Impions Theb..s : 
Hzve you not ſworn before the Gods, to lerve 
And to obey this gediprs, your King, 
By publick Voice clected ? Anſwer me, 
lf this be true. 
2 Cit. This is true-: But it's a hard World, Neighbours, 
If a Man's: Oath muſt be his Maſter. 
Creen, Speak Diocles : All goes wrong, 
Dive. How are you Traytors, Coeuntry-men of Thebes ? 
This holy Sir, who preſſes you with Oaths, 
Forgets your firſt, Were you not ſworn before 
To Lajus, and his Blood ? 
All. We were, we were, 
Vis:. While Lajus has a lawful Steceſſor, 
Your firſt Oath ſtill mult bind ; Emrydice 
Is Heir to Lajus 3 let her marry Creon : 
Oftended Heav'n will never be appeavy'd, 
'While Ocdipzs pollutes the Throne of Zajur, 
A Stranger to his Blood, : 
All. We'll no Oedipus, no Oedipus, 
1 Cir. He puts the Prophet in a Mouſe-hole. 
2Cit.l knew it would be ſo: The laſt Man ever ſpeaks the beſt Reaſon. 
7ir. Can Benefits thus die ? Ungrateful Thebens ! 
Remember yer, when, after Lajus's Death, 
The Monſter Sphynx laid your rich Country waſte, 
Your Vineyards ſpoil'd, your labouring Oxen flew; 
Your ſelves, for fear, mew'd up within your Walks ; 
She, taller than your Gates, o'er-look*d your Town ; 
But when ſhe rais*d her Bulk to fail above you, 
She drove the Air around her, like a Whirl-wind, 
And ſhaded all beneath ; till ſtooping down, 
She clap'd her Leathern Wing againſt your Tow'rs, 
Aud thruſt ont her long Neck, ey'n to your Doors. 
Daoe. Alc. Pyr. We'll hear no more. 
Tir, You durſt not meet in Temple, 
T'invoke the Gods for Aid; the provdeſt he 
Who leads you now. then crow'd like a dar*d Lark : 
This Creon ſhook for fear, 
T he Blood of Lajxs cruddled in his Veins ; 
Till Oedipus arriv'd, 
'Call'd by his own high Courage, and the Gods ; 
Himſelf to you a God ; Ye offer*d him 
Your Queen and Crown ; ( but what was then your Crown!) 
And Heav'n authoriz?d it by his Succeſs. | 
- Speak then ; Who is your lawful King ? Al 


a. 


© Conqueſt gain'd abroad, : and laſt at home! 
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All. ' Tis Oedipus. | 

Tir. *Tis Oedipus, your King more lawful 
That yet you dream ; for ſomething ſtill there lies 
In Heav*n's dark Volume, which I read through Miſts : 
Tis great, prodigious ; *tis a dreadful Birth 
Of wondrous Fate ; and now, juſt now diſcloſing. 

T ſee, I ſe how terrible it dawns ! 
And my Soul ſickens with it, 

1 Cit, How the God ſhakes bim'! 

Tir. He comes ! he comes! Victory! Conqueſt ! Triumph !- 
But, Oh ! Guilcleſs and Guilty ; Murder ! Parcicide ! 
Inceſt ! Diſcovery ! Puniſhment *tis ended, 

And all your Sufferings o'er. 
| A Trumpet within ; Enter Hemon. 

Hem, Rouze up, ye Thebang ; tune your Io Pew. 

Your King returns ; the Argiaxs are o'ercome ; 
Their Warlike Prince in ſingle Combat taken, 
And led in Bands by God-like Oedipme. 

All. Oedipus, Oedipus, Oedips. 


Creon, Furies confound his Fortune ! — [ Afide. 
Haſte, all haſte, [ 7o them. - 


And meet with Bleſſings our victorious King ; 
Decree Proceſſions ; bid new Holy-days ; 
Crown all the Statues of our Gods with Garlands ; 
And raiſe a Brazen Collumn, thus inſcrib*d, 
To Oedipws, now twice a Conqueror; Deliverer of his Th:bez. 
Truſt me, 1 weepyfor Joy to ſee this Day. 
Tir. Yes, Heav'n knows how thou weep'it : — Go Country men, 
And, as yo1 us'd to ſupplicate your Gods, — 
So meer your King, with Bays, and Olive-branches : 
Bow down, and touch his Knees, and beg from him. 
An End of all your Woes; for. only he 


Can give it you. [Exit Tireſias, the People fol 'owing.- 


Enter Ocdipus in Triumph ; Adraſtus Priſoner ; Dymas, Train, 
Creon, All hail, great. Oedipus-; 
Thou mighty Conqueror, hail ; welcome to Theber, 
To thy own Thebes, to all that's left of Th.bes : 
For half thy Citizens are ſwept away, 
And wanting to thy Triumphs ; 
And we, the happy Remnant, only live 
To welcome thee, and die, 
Oedipus. Thus Pleaſure never comes ſincere to Man ; 
But lent by Heaven, upon hard Ulury 3 
And while Fove halds us out the Bowl of Joy, 
Eer it can reach our Lips, 'tis daſi®d with Gall 
By ſome Left-handed God. O mournful Triumph ! 
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O Argos, now rejoyce, for Thebes lies low ; 
Thy ilavghcer'd Sons now ſmile, and think they won, 
When they can count more Theban Gholts than theirs. 
Adraſt. No; Argos mourns with Thebes ; you temper*d ſe 
Your Courage while you fought, that Mercy feem'd 
The Manlier Vertve, and much more prevaiPd. 
While Ar2os is a People, think your-Theb:s 
Can never want for Subjects : Every Nation 
Will crowd, to ſerve where Oedipus commands. 
Creon: to Hem, How mean it ſhews, to fawn' upon the Victor ! 
Ham. Had you beheld him fight, you had ſaid'otherwile : 
Come, 'cis brave Bearing in him, not to envy 
Superiour Virtue, 
Oed. This, indeed, is Conqueſt, 
To pain a Friend like you, Why were we Foes? 
Adra/#. *Cauſe we were Kings, and each diſdain'd an Equal. 
I fought to have it in my power to do 
What'thou haſt done; and ſo to uſe my Conqueſt, 
To ſhew thee, Honour was my only Motive.) 
Know this, that were my Army at thy Gates, - 
And Thebes thus waſte, I would not take the Gift, 
Which, like a Toy, drop'd-frem the Hands of Fortune, 
Lay for the next Ghance-comer, 
O:d. Embracing. No more Captive, 
But Brother of the War : *Tis much more pleaſant, 
And ſafer, truſt me, thus to meet thy Love, + 
Than when hard Gantlets clench'd our Warlike Hands, 
And kept %em from ſoft Uſe, | 
Aaraſt. My Conqueror. 
Oed. My Friend ! That other Name keeps Enmity alive. 
But longer to detain thee, were a Crime 
To Love, and to Exrydice; go free: 
Such Welcorne as a ruin'd Town can give, 
ExpeCt from me ; the reſt let her ſupply. 
Adraſt. 1 go without a Bluſh, though conquer'd twice; 
By you, and by my Princeſs. [Exit Adraſtus. 
Creon afide. Then 1 am conquer'd thrice ; by Gedipus, 
And her, and even by him, the Slave of both. 
Gods, 1 am beholding to you for making me your Image : 
Would I could. make you mine, [ Exit Creon. 
Enter the People with Branches in their Hands, bolding them up, 
end kneeling : Two Prieſts before them. 
-Oed, Alas, my People! 
"What means this ſpeechleſs Sorrow, down-caſt Eyes, 
And lifted Hands ? Tf there be one among you, 
Whom Grief has lefr a Tongue, ſpeak for the reſt. 
1:Þ7, © father of thy Country ! | 
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To thee theſe Knees are bent, theſe Eyes are lifted, 
As to a viſible Divinity. 

A Prince, on whom Heav'n ſafely might repoſe 

The Buſineſs of Mankind : For Providence 

Might on thy Boſom fleep fecure, 

And leave her Task to thee. 

But where's the Glory of thy former As ? 

Ev*n that's deſtroy'd when none ſhall live to ſpeak it 
Millions of Subjects ſhalt thou bave, but mute. 

A People of the Dead; a crowded Deſart : 

A Midnight-ſilence at the Noon of Day, 

Oed, Oh! Were our Gods as ready with their Pity, 
As 1 with mine, this Preſence ſhould be throng'd 
With all 1 left alive ; and my fad Eyes 
Not ſearch in vain for Friends, whoſe promis'd Sight 
Flatter*d my Toyls of War. 

1 Pr, Twice our Deliverer ! 

Oed, Nor are now your Vows 
Addreſs'd to one who ſleeps : 

When this unwelcome News firſt reach'd my Ears, 
ep was ſent to Delphes, to enquire 

he Cauſe and Cure of this Contagious Il! ; 

And is this Day return'd : But ſince his Mellage 
Concerns the Publick, I refus*d to hear it, 
But in this general Preſence : Let him ſpeak. 

Dyma. A dreadful Anſwer from the hallow*d Urs, 
And ſacred Tripow did the Prieſteſs give, 
In theſe myſterious Words, 

The Oracle. Shed in a curſed Hour, by curſed Hand, 
Blood-Royal unreveng'd, bas curr'd the Loud. 
hen Lajus's Death js expiated well, 

Toxr Plague fhall teaſe : The reſs let Lajus tell, 

Oed. Dreadful indeed ! Blood, and a King's Blood too ! 
And ſuch a King ; and by his Subjects ſhed ' 
(Elſe, by this Curſe on Thebes ! ) No wonder then 
If Monſters, Wars and Plagues revenge ſuch Crimes. 
If Heay*n be juſt, its whole Artillery, 
All muſt be empty*d on us : Not one Bolt 
Shall err from Thebes 3 but more be call'd for, more ! 
New.moulded Thunder, of a larger Size, 
Driv*n by whole Fove. What ! Touch Anointed Pow*s ! 
Then Gods beware ; Fove would himſelf be nexc, 
Cou'd you but reach him too, 

2 Pr, We mourn. the ſad Remembrance. 

Oed. Well you may. 
Worſe than a Plague infefts you : Y'are devoted 
To Mother Earth, and to th'lnfernal Pow'rs : 
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Hell has a Right in you : I thank you Gods, 
That 1*'m no 7h.ban born : How my Blood cruddles ! 
As if this Curſe touch'd me ! and touch'd me nearer 
Than all this Preſence !-—— Yes, 'tis a King's Blood ; 
And I, a King, am ty'd in deeper Bonds 
To expiate this Blood : But where, from whom, 
Or how mult I atone it? Tell me, Thebaxs, 
How Lajus fell ; for a confus'd Report 
Paſs'd through my Ears, when firſt I took the Crown ; 
But full of Hurry, like a Morning-Dream, 
It vaniſh'd in the Buſineſs of the Day. 
1 Pr, He went in private torth, but thinly follow'd 3 
And ne*er return'd to Thebes, 
Oed. Nor any from him £ Came there ro Attendant ? 
None to bring News ? 
2 Pr, But one; and he ſo wounded, 
He ſcarce drew Breath to ſpeak ſome few faint Words. 
0:4. What were they ? Something may be learnt from thence. 
1 ſr. He ſaid, a Band of Robbers watch'd their Paſlage, 
Who took Advantage of a narrow Way, 
To murder Lsjus and the reſt ; himſelf 
Left too for dead. 
Oed, Made you no more Enquiry, 
But took this bare Relation ? 
2 Pr, *Twas neglected : 
For then the Monſter 'Sphynx began to rage z 
And preſent Cares ſoon buried the remote : 
So was it buſh*d, and never ſince reviy*d. 
Oed, Mark, Thebans, mark! 
Juſt then the Sphynx began to rage among you ; 
The Gods took hold ev*n of th? offending Minute, 
And dated thence your Woes : Thence will I trace ?em. 
1 Pr, *Tis juſt thou ſhouldft. 
Oed. Hear then this dread Imprecation, hear it : 
"Tis laid on all, not any one exempt : 
Bear witneſs, Heav'n 3 avenge it on the Perjur'd. 
If any Thebax born, if any Stranger 
Reveal this Murder, or produce irs Author ; 
Ten Antique Talents be his juſt Reward : 
But if for Fear, for Favour, or for Hire, 
The Murder he conceal, the Curle of Thebes 
Fall heavy on his Head: Unite our Plagues, 
Ye Gods, and place *em there; From Fire and Water, 
Converſe, and all things common, be he baniſ'd. 
But for the Murderers ſelf, unfound by Man, 
Find him, ye Pow*rs Celeſtial and Internal ; 
And the ſame Fate, or worſe than Lajw met, 


Let 
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OEDIPUS. 


Let be his Lot : His Children be accurs'd ; 
His Wife and Kindred, all of his be curs'd. 
Both Pr. Confirm it, Heav'a. 
Enter Jocaſta ; Attendid by Women, 
oc. At your Devotions! Heav'n ſucceed your Wiſhes ; 
And bring th' Effect of theſe your pious Pray'rs 
On you, and me, and all, 
Pr. Avert this Omen, Heavn ! 
Oed. O fatal Sound ! Unfortunate Focaſta ! 
What haſt thou ſaid ! An il] Hour haſt thou choſen 
For theſe fore-boding:-words : Why, we were curſing. 
Foe. Then may that Curſe fall only where you laid it. 
Oed. Speak no more, 
For all thou ſay'ſt is ominous : We were curſing ; 
And that dire Imprecation haſt thou faſten'd 
On Thebes, and thee, and me, and all of us. 
Foe. Are then my Bleſſings turn*d into a Curſe ? 
O unkind Oedipm ! My former Lord 
Thought me his Bleſſing : Be thou like my Lajws, 


Oed. What, yet again ! The third time haſt thou curs'd m: 


This [mprecation was for Lajw*s Death ; 
And thou haſt wiſt'd me like him. 
ve. Aorcour ſeizes me ! 
Oed. Why doſt thou gaze upon me ? Prithee, Love, 


. Take off thy Eye; it burdens me too much. 


Foe, The more | look, the more 1 find of Lajw : 
His Speech, his Garb, his Action ; nay, his Frown; 
(For [| have ſeen it;) but n&er bent on me. 

Oed, Are we ſolike? 

Joc. In all things but his Love. 


Oed Tlove thee more : So well | loye, Words cannot ſpeak how well ; 


No pious Son eer loy*d his Mother more, 
Than I my dear Focaſta, 

Foc. 1 love you too 
The ſel-ſame way ; And when you chid, methought 
A Mother's Love ſtart up in your Defence, 
And bad me not be angry : Be not you : 
For I love Lajws ſtill as Wives ſfiould love ; 
But you more tenderly, as part of me: 
And when I have you in my Arms, methinks 
I lull my Child aſleep. 

Oed, Then we are bleſs'd : 
And all theſe Curſes ſweep along the Skies, 
Like empty Clouds, but drop not on our Heads, 

oc. ] have not joy'd an Hour ſince you departed, 

Foc publick Miſeries, and for private Fears ; 
But this bleſs*d Meeting has o*er-pay'd ?em all. 
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Good 
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4 OEDIPUS. 
Good Fortune that-comes ſeldom, comes more welcome, 
All I can wiſh for now, is your Canſent 
To make my Brother. happy. 
Oed. How, Focaſta ? 
Foc. By Marriage with his Neece Emrydiee. 
Oed. Uncle and Neece! they are top near, my Love 3. 
"Tis too like Inceſt ; ?tis Offence to Kind : 
Had I not promis'd;, were there no-Adroſtus, 
No Choice but Creex left her of Mankind, 
They ſhou'd not marry . Speak no more of it;. 
The- Thought diſturbs.me, 
Foc, Heav'n can never bleſs 
A Vow ſo broken, which I made ta Creon: 
Remember he's my Rrother, 
Oed. That's the Bar : 
And ſhe thy Daughter : Nature would abhor: 
To be forc*d back again upon her ſelf, 
And, like a Whirl- pool, ſwallow her own Streams. 
Fac. Be not diſpleas'd ; I'll move the.Suit no more. 
Oed. No, do not ; for, I know not why, it ſhakes me 
When I but think on Inceſt : Move we forward 
To thank the Gods for my Succeſs, and pray 


To waſh-the Guilt. of Royal Blood away. [ Exeunt Ones. 


ACT IL SCENE L 
Atropen Gallery. A Royal Bed-Chamber being ſuppos'd behind. 
The Time, Night. Thunder, &C. 
Hzmon, Alcander, Pyracmon, 
Hem, 0 URF.'tis the End of alt things! Fate has forn - 


_ - '% - ; ad 
ang " 


The Lock of Time off, and his Head is now. 
a The gaſtly Ball of round Eternity ! 

Call you theſe Peals of Thuader, but the Yawn 
Of bellowing Clouds ? by Fore, they ſeem to me 
The World*s laſt Groans 3 and thoſe yaſt Sheets of Flame 
Are its laſt Blaze! The Tapers of the Guds, 
The Sun and Moon, run down like Waxen Globes ; 
The ſhooting Stars end all in purple Jellies ; 
And Chaos is at hand, 

Pyr. *Tis Midnight, yet there's not a Thebas ſleeps, 
But ſuch as ne'er mult wake. All crowd about 
the Palace, and implore, as from a God, 
Help of the King 3 who, from the Battlement, 


—  —— — — — — 
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OEDIPTUTS. 
By tlie red Lightning's glare, deſcry?d a-far, 
Atones the angry Powers. 
Hem. Ha! Pyracmon, look ; 
Behold, Alcander, from yon' Weſt of Heav®n, 
The perfect Figures of a Man and Woman : 
A Scepter bright with Gems 'In each right hand, 
Their flowing Robes of dazling purple made, 
DiſtinCtly yonder in that point they ſtand, 
Jaſt Weſt: a bloody red ſtains all the place : 
And ſee, their Faces are quite hid in Clouds. 
Pyr, Cluſters of golden Stars hang o'er their Heads, . 
And ſeem ſo crouded, that they burſt upon %em : 
All dart at once their baleful influence, 
In leaking fire, | 
Alc. Long-bearded Comets ſtick, 
Like flaming Porcupines, to their leſt-ſides, 
As they would ſhoot their Quills into their hearts. 
Hem. But ſee ! the King, and Queen, and all the Court ! 


Did ever Day or Night ſhew ought like this ? ['T handers again.” 
The Scene draws, and diſcovers the Prodigies.' 


Enter Oedipus, Jocaſta, Eurydice, Atraſtus, al coming forward - 
with Amazement. 
Oed, Anſwer, you Powr's Divine 3 ſpare all this noiſe, 
This rack of Heav'n ; and ſpeak your fatal plealure, 
Why breaks yon dark and dusky Orb away ?- 
Why from thebleeding Womb of monſtrous Night, 


Burſt forth ſuch Miriads of abortive Stars ? 


Ha! my Focaſta, look ! the Silver Moon! 
A ſetling Crimſon ſtains her beauteous Face ! 
She's all o*re Blood ! and look, behold again, 
What mean the myſlick Heav'ns ſhe journies on ? 
Avaſt Eclipſe darkens the labouring Planet : 
Sound there; ſound all our Inſtruments of War ; 
Clarions and Trumpets, Silver, Braſs, and Iron, 
And beat a thouſand Drums to help her Labour, 
Adr. *'Tis vain ; you ſee the Prodigies continue z . 
Let's gaze no more, the Gods are Humorous, 
Oed. Forbear, raſh Man = Once more [ ask your-pleaſure! * 
If that the glow-worm light of human Reaſon 
Might dare to offer at immortal Knowledge, 
And cope with Gods, why all this ſtorm of Nature ? - 
Why do the Rocks ſplit, and why rouls the Sea ? 
Why theſe Porteats in Heay*n, and Plagues on Earth? - 
Why yon? Gigantick Forms, Ethereal Monſters ? | 
Alas! Is all this but co fright the Dwarfs L 
Which your own hands have made, then beit fo,. 
Or if the Fates reſolve ſome Expiation . 


For 


76 FEEPFUS, 


For murder'd Laju 3 Here me, hear me, Gods! 
Hear me thus proſtrate : ſpare this groaning Land, 

Save Innoceat Jhebes, ſtop the Tyrant Death ; 

Do this, and lo | ſtand up an Oblation 

To meet your ſwifteſt and ſeverelt anger, 

Shoot all at once, and ſtrike me tothe Center. 

The Cloud draws that veil'd the heads of the Figures in the Skie, and 
ſhews *em Crown'd, with the Names of Oedipus and Jocaſta writes 
above in great Charaders of Gold. 

Adr. Either I dream, and all my cooler Senſes 

Are vaniſh'd with that Cloud taat fleets away : 
Or, juſt above thoſe two Majeſtick Heads, 
I ſee, I read diſtinCtly in large Gold, 
Oedipus and Focaſta. 
Ale, I read the ſame. 
Aar. ?Tis wonderful; yet ought not Man to wade 
Too far in the vaſt deepof Deltiny. [Thuader ; and the Prodigies vaniſh, 
Foc. My Lord, my Oedipus, why gaze you now, 
When the whole Heav'n is clear, as if the Gods 
Had ſome new Monſters made! will you not turn, 
And bleſs your People, who deyour each word 
You breathe ? 
Oed. It ſhall be fo, 
Yes, I will die, O Thebes, to ſave thee ! 
Draw from my Heart my Blood with more content 
Than eer 1 wore thy Crown, Yet, O Focafta: 
By all the indearments of miraculous love, 
By all our Languiſhings, our Fears in Pleaſure, 
Which oft have made-us wonder; hear | ſwear 
On thy fair hand, upon thy Breaſt I ſwear 
I cannot call to mind, from budding Childhood 
To blooming Youth, a Crime by mecommirtted, 
For which the awful Gods ſhould doom my Death, 
Foe. *Tis not you, my Lord, 
But.he who murder'd Laiws frees the Land : 
Were you, which is impoſſible, the Man, 
Perhaps my Ponyard ficſt ſhould drink your Blood ; 
But you are Innocent, as your F4caſta, 
From Crimes like thoſe, This made me violent 
To ſave your life, which you unjuſt would loſe ; 
Nor can you comprehend with deepeſt thought, 
The horrid Agony you caſt me in, 
\When you reloly'd to die, © 
Oed, Is poſſible ? 
Foc. Alas ! why ſtart you ſo? Her ſtifFning grief, 
Who ſaw her Children ſlaughter? all at once, 
\Was dull to mine : Methinks I ſhould have made 


OEDIPQOUS. 


My boſom bare againſt the armed God, 
To fave my Oedipus. 

Oed. | pray, no more, 

Foc, You've ſilenc*'d me, my Lord. 

Oed. Pardon me, dear Focaſta ; 
Pardon a heart that ſinks with Sufferings, 
And can but vent it {ef in ſobs and murmurs : 
Yet to reſtore my peace, Pll find him out, 
Yes, yes, you Gods! you ſhall have ample vengeance 
On Z ajw*'s Murderer, O, the Traytor's Name!- 
Pll know*t, 1 will ; Art ſhall be conjur'd for it, 
And Nature all uncavel'd. 

F-c. Sacred Sir — 

Ocd. Rage will have way, and 'tis but juſt ;- Pll fetch him, 
Tho? lodg'd in Air upon a Dragon's. Wing, 
Tho? Rocks ſhould hide him : Nay he ſhould be drage'd 
From Hell, if Charms can hurry him along : - 
His Ghoſt ſhall be by ſage Tireſizs Pow?r, 
(Tirefizs, that rules all beneath the Moon) 
Confin'd to fleſh, to ſuffer Death ohce more 3. 
And then be plung'd in his firſt fires again, 

Enter Crean. 


Cre, My Lord, 
Tirefias attends your Pleaſure; 
oed. Halte and bring him in, 
O, my Focaſta, Eurydice, Adraſtus, 
Creo», and ali ye Thebans, now the end 
Of Plagues, of Madneſs, Murders, Prodigies, 
Draws on : This Battel of the Heay'ns and Earth 
Shall by his Wiſdom be reduc'd to peace, 
Enter Tireſias, leaning on a Staff, led by bis Daugiter Manko, fot 
low*d by other Fhebans. | | 
O thou, whoſe moſt aſpiring Mind: : 
Knoweſt all the Buſineſs of the Courts above, 
Open'lt the Cloſets of the Gods, and dares 
To mix with Fove himſelf and Fate at Council ; 
O Prophet, anſwer me, declare aloud 
The Traytor who conſpir*d the Death of Lajus, 
Or be they more, who from malignant Stars 
Have drawn this Plague that blaſts unhappy 7hebes. 
Tir. We muſt no more than Fate commiſhons us. 
To tell; yet ſomething, and of moment, I'l] unfold, 
If that the God would wake ; I feel him now, 
Like a ſtrong Spirit charm'd into a Tree, 
That leaps, and moves the Wood without a Wind & 
The rouz'd God, as all this while he lay * 
latomb'd alive, ſtarts and dilates himſelf : 


He'ſtruggles, *and he tears my aged Trunk 
With holy Fury, my old Arteries burſt, 
My rivePd Skin, 

Like Parchment, crackles at the hallow'd fire 
I ſhall be young again : Afanto, my Daughter, 
Thou hait a Voice that might have ſay*d the Bard 
Of Thrace, and forc'd the raging Bacchanals, 
With kfced Prongs, to liſten to thy Airs : 

O charm this God, this Fury in my Boſom, 

Lull him with tuneful Notes, and artful Strings, 
With pow'rful ſtrains; Manto, my lovely Child, 
Sooth the unruly God-head to be mild. 


S$S ONE to Apolb. 


Hcebus, God belovd by Men ; 
P At thy dawn, every Beaſt is rouz/d in bis Den ; 
At thy ſetting, all the Birds of thy abſence complaie, 
aAnd we die, all die till the morning comes again, 
PhWebus, God belov'd by Men, 
Idol of the Eaſtern King:, 
Awful as the God who flings 
His Thunder round, and the Lightning wings ; 
"God of Songs, and Orphean Strings, 
#ho to this mortal Boſom brings, 
All barmonous heavenly Things ; 
1Tby drowz,y Prophet to revive, 
Ten thouſand thouſand forms befare him drive ; 
With Chariots and Horſes all o fire awake him, 
Convnlſions, and Furies, and Propheſies ſhake bim, 
Let bim tell it in proans, the* he bend with the Load, 
Tho* be burſt with the weight of the terrible Gid. 


Tir. The Wretch, who ſhed the blood of old Labdacider, 


Lives, and is great ; 

But cruel greatneſs ne%er was long : 

The firſt of Lajus*s blood his Life did ſeize, 

And urg'd his Fate, 

Which elſe had laſting been and ſtrong, 

The Wretch, who Lajws's kill'd, muſt bleed, or fly ; 

Or Thebes, conſum'd with Plagues, in ruins lie. 
Oed. The ficſt of Lajuws's blood ! pronounce the perſon ; 

May the God roar from thy P:opheric mouth, 

That even the dead may ſtart up, to behold : 

Name him, I ſay, that moſt accurſed Wretch, 

For by the Stars he dies ; Do + 
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OFEFDIPUS. 

Speak, I command thee ; | 

By Phzbus, ſpeak ! fot ſudden Death's his doom : 

Here (hall he fall, bleed on this very ſpot ; 

His Name, I charge thee once'more, ſpeak. 

Tir. *Tis loſt, 

Like what we think can neyer ſhun remembrance ; 

Yet of a ſudden's gone beyond the Clouds. , 
Oed. Fetch it from thence ; Pll have't, where-e'er it be, 
Creon, Let me intreat you, ſacred Sir, be calm, 

And Creon ſhall point out the 'great Offender. 

"Tis true, reſpect of Nature might 1njoyn 

My ſilence at another time z but oh, 

Much more the pow'r of my eternal Love ! 


That, that ſhould ſtrike me dumb': yet Thebes, my Country ——— 


Pl break through all, to ſuccour thee, poor City 
O, I muſt ſpeak. * | 
Oed, Speak then, if ought thou knoweſt : 
As much thou ſeem'd te know, delay no longer. 
Cre. O Beauty ! O illuſtrious Royal Maid ! 
To whom my Vows were-cever paid till now, 
And with ſuch modeſt, chaſt, and'pnte affteion. 
The coldeſt Nymph might read *em without bloſhing 3 
Art thou the Murdreſs then” of wretched Lajus ? 
And I, muſt I accuſe thee, O my Tears!” 
Why will you fall in ſo abhor'd'a Caufe ? 
But that thy beauteous, barbarons, hand deſttoy'd 
"y Father (@® monſtrous a(t ? ) botly Gods” 
And Men at once take notice; ” 
Oed. Eurydice ! ny Fe | 
Exryd. Traytor, go on.; I ſcorn thy little malice; 
And knowing more my: petfe@t Innocerice, 
Than Gods and Men; 'then how much more than thee, 
Who art their oppoſite, and form'd a,Lyar, % 
I thus diſdain thee 1 Thou once didft talk of Love ; 
Becauſe I hate thy love, 1 
Thou doſt ieeuſt me: 
Adr, Villain, inglorious Villain 
And Traytor, double damn'd, , who durſt blaſpheme 
The ſpotleſs Virtue of the bright Beauty ; 
Thou dy*ſt : nor ſhalf the ſacred Mz 
That guards this plate; preferve thee from my Rage. 
Oed. Diſarm ?em both : Prince, T ſhall make you know 
That I can tame you-twice, Guards, ſeize him: 
Adr. Sir. $9 —_ | 
I muſt acknowledge in anothet Cauſe _ 
Repentance might abaſh me; but*l glory ' 
lo this, and (mile to ſee the Traytor's Blood, 
28 D 
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ph DEDIPUS. 
- Oecd. Creon, you ſhall be fatisfied at full. 
Cre. My hurt is nothing, Sir; but I appeal 
To wiſe Tireſiss, it my accuſation 
B2 not moſt true, The firſt of Lajus blood 
Gave him his Dzath Is there a Prince before her ? 
Then ſhe is faulcleſs, and 1 ask her Pardon. 
And may this Blood ne*er ceaſe to drop, O Thebes, 
If pity of thy Sufferings did not. move me _ 
To ſhew the Cure which Heav'a ic ſelf preſcrib'd. 
Ear. Yes, Thebans, I will die to fave your lives, 
More willingly than you can wiſh my Fate 3 
But let this good, this wiſe, this holy Man 
Pronounce my Sentence : For to fall by him, 
By the vile breath of that prodigious Villain, 
Would firck wy Soul, tho?. I ſhould die. a Martyr. 
Adr. Unhand me, *SIaves. O mightieſt of Kings, 
See at your Feet a Prince not us'd to kneel 
Touch not Emrydice, by all the Gods, 
As you would ſave your Thebes, but take my life : 
For, ſhauld ſhe periſh, Heay'a would heap Plagues on Plagues, 
Rain Sulphur down, hurle kindled bolts 
Upon your guilty Heads. | 
Cre. You turn-to Gallantry, what is but Jaſtice. 
Proof will be ealie made. Adraſtus was 
The Robber who bereft th' unhappy King 
Of life 3. becauſe he flatly had deny'd 
To make ſo poor & Prince his Son-inLaw : 
Fherefore *were fit that both ſhould*periſh. 
1*Theb, Both let both die. 
All Theb. Both, both z let ?em die. 
Oed; Hence you wild Herd ! For your Ring-leader here, 
He ſhall be made an Example. Hemon, take him. 
1 Theb, Mercy, O Mercy. 
Oed. Mutiny in my Preſence ! 
Hence, let me ſee that buſie Face no more. 
Tir. Thebans, what Madneſs makes you drunk with rage ? 
Enough of guilty Death's already acted.: 
Fierce Creon has accus'd Exrydice, 
With Prince Adraſtus ; which the God reproyes 
By inward Checks, and leaves their Fate in-doubt, . 
Oed. Therefore inſtru&t us what remains to do, , 
Or ſuffer ; for 1 feel a ſleep like Death 
Upon me, and I ſigh to be at reſt. 
Tir. Since that the Pow'rs Divine refuſe to clear 
The myſtic Deed, Ill to the Grove of Furies.; 
There [ can force th" Infernal Gods to ſhew 
Their horrid: Forms ; | 
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Fach trembling Ghoſt ſhall riſe, 

And leave their grilly King without a waiter : 

For Prince Adraſtus and Exrydice, 

My life*s engag'd, I'll guard *em in the Fane, 

Till the dark Myſteries of Hell are done. 

Follow me, Prince(s ; Thebans, all-to relt. 

O, Oedipus, to Morrow but no more, 

If that thy wakeful Genius will permit, 

Indulge thy Bram this Night with ſofter flumbers : 

To morrow, O to morrow ! —— {leep, my Son ; 

And in prophetic Dreams thy Fate be thown. {| Ex. Tiref, Adraft. 
Euryd, Manto, Thebans. Mazxexe Qed, Jocalt, Crcoa, Py- 
rac. Hzm. Alcan, 

Oed. To bed, My Fair, my Dear, my belt 7acafta. 

After the toils of War, ?cis wondrous ſtrange 

Our loves ſhould thus be daf”d. One moment's thought, 

And Pll approach the Arms of my belov'd. 

Foe. Conſume whole Years in care, ſo now and then 

I may have leave to feed my famiſh'd Eyes 

With one ſhort paſling glance, and ſigh my Vows : 

This, and no more, my Lord, is all the paſſion 

Of languiſhing Focaſts. [ Ext. 

Oed. Thou ſofteſt, ſwecteſt of the World ! good night. | 

Nay, ſhe is beauteous too; yet, mighty Love ! 

I never offer*d to obey thy Laws, 

But an unuſual chillneſs came upon me ; 

An unknown hand ſtill check'd my forward joy, 

Daſh'd me with bluſhes, tho? no light was near ; 

That ev*a the aCt became a violation. 

Pyr. He's ſtrangely thoughtful. 

Oed. Hark ! who was that? Ha! Creox, didt thou call wc ? 
Creoxn. Not I, my gracious Lord, nor any. here. 

Oed. That's ſtrange ! methought I heard a dolcful Voice 

Cry'd Oedipus. —— The Prophet bad me lleep ; 

He talk of Dreams and Viſions, and to morrouw ! 

Pll muſe no more on't, come what will or can, 

My thoughts are clearer than unclouded Stars; 

And with thoſe thoughts[1l reſt : Creoz, good night. [ Ex. with He 1. 

Cre. Sleep ſeal your Eyes, Sir, eternal ſleep. 

But if he muſt ſleep and wake again, O all 

Tormenting Dreams; wild horrors of the Night, 

And Hags of Fancy wing him through the air : 

From precipices hurl him headlong down ; 

Charybdz roar, and Death be ſet before him. 

Alc. Your Curſes have already ten effect ; 
For he looks very (ad. 
Cre. May he be rooted, where he ſtands for ever ; B 
D 2 is 
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His Eye-balls never move, brows be unbent, | 
His Blood, his, Entrails, Liver, Heart and Bowels, 
Be blacker than the Place I wiſh him, Hell. | 
Pyr. No more : you tear your ſelf, but vex not-him. 
Methinks *rwere brave this Night to force the Temple, 
While blind Tirefias conjures up the-Fiends, 
And paſs the time with nice Emrydice. . 
Ale. Try promifes, and threats, and if all fail, 
Since Hell's broke looſe, why ſhould not you be mad ? 
Raviſh, and leave her dead with her Adraf as. | 
Cre. Were the Globe mine, Pd- give a Province hourly 
For ſuch another-thought, Luſt, and Revenge ! 
;To- ſtab at once the only Man I hate, 
And to enjoy the Woman whom Il love ! 
I ask no more of my auſpicious Stars, 
The reſt as Fortune pleaſe; ſd but this Night 
She play me fair, why let her turn for ever. 
: Enter Hxmon. 
Hemon. My Lord, the troubled King is gone to reſt ; 
Yet, cer he flept, commanded me to clear 
Fhe Antichambers ; none mult dare-be near him, 
'1\Creon, Hemoz, you do your Duty ; — Thunder. 
And we obey. —— The night grows yet more dreadful ? - 
?Fis juſt that all retice-to their Devotions ; 
The Gods are angry : but to morrow's dawn, 
If Prophets do not lye, will make all clear. [ Ar they go off. 
Ocdipus Enters, walking affeep in bis ſhirt, with a Dagger i» bid 
right hand, and a Taper in bis left, | 
O0:d. O, my Focafta ! *tis for this the wet 
Starv*d Soldier lies all night on the cold ground 3 
For this he bears the Storms | 
Of Winter Camps, and freezes in-his Arms : 
To be thus circled, to be thus embrac'd ; __ 
That I could hold theeever ! —— Ha ! where, art thou.? 
What meansthis melancholly light, that ſeems 
The gloom of glowing Embers ? 
The Curtain's draws ; and fee ſhe's here again 
Focafta ! Ba! what, falln. aſleep ſo ſoon > 
How fares my Love? this Taper will inform me. 
Ha ! Lightning bla{ſk me, Thunder 
Rivet me ever to Prometheus Rock, 
And Vultures gnaw out my Inceſtuous heart, 
By all the Gods F my Mother Merope ! 
My Sword, a Dagger ; Ha! who waits there ? Slaves, 
My Sword : what, Hemon, dar'ſt thou, Villain, ſtop me ? 
With thy own Ponyard perth, Ba ! who's this 2 


ODEDITPTUS. 
Or is't a Change of Death ? By all my Honours, - 
New Murder ; thou haſt flain-old Polybws : 
Inceſt and Parricide, thy Father's Murderer ! 
Out thou Infernal Flame :- Now all is dark, 
All blind and difmal ://Moſt triumphant Miſchief ! 
And now, while thus I ſtalk about the Room, 
I challenge Fate to find-another 'Wretch 


Like Oedipws. | Thunder, &C;. 


Enter Jocaſta, '\attended with Lights, in a Night Gown. 
Oed. Night, Horrour, Death, Confuſion, Hell-and- Furies ! 
Where am 1? O Focaſt, let-me-hold thee, 
Thus to my Boſom, Ages; let me-graſp-thee : 
All that the hardeſt temper?d: weather'd Fleſh, 
With fierceſt Humane Spirit inſpir'd-can dare © 
Or do, I dare : But, Q you Pow'*rs, this was 
By infinite degrees: too: much for Man. 
Methinks my deafn'd Ears - 
Are burſt ; my Eyes, as if they had been knock'd 
By ſome tempeſtuous Hand, ſhook flaſhing Fire, 
That Sleep ſhould do this ! 
Foe, Then my Fears were true, | 
Methought IT heard a Voice, and yet I doubted; 
Now roaring like the Ocean, when the Winds 


Fight with the Waves ; now ina ſtill ſmall Tone - ? 


Your dying Accents fa, as racking Ships, 
After the dreadful Yell, ſink -murmyring down, 
And bubble up a Noiſe. ate a 
Oed, Truſt me, thon faireſt, beſt of all-thy Kind, 


None &er in Dreams was -tortur'd fo before ; Ce ES 


Yet what moſt ſhocks the niceneſs of my Temper, 
Ev*n far beyond the killing-of my Father, 
And-my own Death, is, that-this-horrid Sleep 
Daſht*d my ſick Fancy with an Act of Inceſt : 
I dreamt, Jocaſta, that thou wert my Mother ; 
Which, though impoſſible; fo; damps my Spirits,- - 
That I cou?d'Uo a Milchief on my ſelf, * 
Leſt I ſhould ſleep, and dream the like again. 

Foe O Oedipus, teo well I underſtand you! 
I know the Wrath of Heavy*ap the Care of Fheber, 
The Cries of its Inhabitants, War?s Toils, 
And Thouſand-othet Labours of the State, 
Are all referr'd to you, and-ought to take yot 
For ever from Focaſta. | 

Ord. Life of my Life, and Treaſure of my Soul | 
Heav'n knows I love thee. —© 

Foe, Oh! You think me vile, 
And of an lnclination ſo ignoble, 


That I-muſt hide me from your Eyes-ſor ever. 
-Be witneſs, Gods ; and ſtrike Forajta dead, - - 
If an immodeſt Thought, or low: Deſlre-, + .. 
- Inflanyd my Breaſt, ſince firſt our Loves were lighted. [:K neeling, 
Oed. Oh, riſe ; and'add- not, by thy cruel Kindaefs, _ | 
-A Grief more ſenſible than all my 'Tormeats. | 
Thou think*ſt my-Dreams are forg'd:: But, By thy ſelf, 
the greateſt Oath, I ſwear, they are molt true. 
But be they what they will, [ here difmils ?em : 
| Be gone:Chimerss, to your Mother Clouds : 
: Is there a Fault in us ? Have we not ſeacch'd 
The Womb of Heav'n, examin'd all-the'Entralls 
Of Birds and Beaſts, and tir*d the Prophet's Art ? 
Yet what avails? He, and the Gods together, 
Seem, like Phyſicians, at a loſs to. help us: * . - 
Therefore, like Wretches that haye linger'd long, 
"We'll ſnatch the ſtrongeſt Cordial of our Love. 
"To bed, my Fair. F +59 x 
Gbo{t within. Oedipus ! 
0:4. Ha! Who calls ? 
Didſt thon not hear a Voice ? 
Foe. Alas ! I did. | 
Ghoſt, Jocaſta ! 7 
Fac. O my Love,-my-Lord, ſupport me ! 
Oed. Call lowder, till you burſt your Airy Forms : 
Reſt on my Hand, Thus arm'd with Innocence, 
I'll face theſe babling Demoxs of the Air; 
'n ſpight of Ghoſts, Pll on; +, .: -- __ 
Though round my Bed the Furies plant theic Charms, 
PIl break'em, with .Focafts in-my Arms : 
Claſp'd in the Folds of Love, TIl-wait my Doom ; 
And aCt my Joys, though Thunder ſhake the Room. [ Exeunt. 


ACT WM. SCENE I. 
A Dark Grove. 
Enter Creon. . 


iCre. » T' IS better not to be, that to be w. happy. 


Dio. What mean you by, theſe Words ? 
Cre. *Tis better not to be, than to-be Creon. 
A thinking Soul is Puniſhment enough: ... _ | 
But when *tis great, like mine, and wretched too, 
Then every Thought draws Blood, en 
Dic. You are not wretched. WEST 22 
v x98, | a 


OED I PUTS. 
Cre. Tam : My Squl's ill married to my Body. 

I wou'd be young, be handſom, be belov'd : 

Cou'd 1 but breath-my (elf into Adraſtws 
Dio. You rave :* Call home yourg Thoughts. 
Cre. I prithee, let my Soul take Air a while: 

Were ſhe in Oedipus, 1 were a King ; 

Then I had kilPd a Monſter, gain'd a Battel;” 


And had my Riyal Prisner : Brave, brave Actions! - 


Why have not I done theſe ?. | 
Dio. Your Fortune hinder'd. 
Cre, There's it ; I have a Soul to do 'ems all ; 


But Fortune will have nothing done that's great, . 


But by young, handſom Fools : Body and-Brawa 
Do all her Work. , Hercules 'was a Fool, 


And ſtreight grew famousz a mad boyſterous Fool ; 


Nay worſe, a Woman's Fool. 
Fool is the Stuff, of which Heav'n makes a Hero. 


Dis. A Serpent ne*er becomes a flying Dragon, .. 


Till he has eat a Serpent. 
Cre. Goes it there ! 
I underſtand thee ; 1 muſt kill Adraſtw; 
Dio. Or not enjoy your Miltrels : 
Exrydice and he are Pris'ders here, | 
But will not-long be ſo ; this Tell-tale Ghoſt, . 
Perhaps, will clear ?em both, 
Cre, Well, *cis reſolv'd. .. 
Dio, The Princeſs walks thisWay 
You muſt not meet her, 
Till this be done.. 
Cre, I muſt; 
Dio. She hates your Sight : 
And more ſince you accus'd her; 
Cre,. Urge it not, 
I cannot ſtay to tell thee my Deſign; NY 
For ſhe's too near. per | 
Emer Eurydice.- 
How, Madam, were your Thoughts employ'd ? 
Exr. On Death, and thee. 


Cre. Then were they not well ſorted : Life agd me- 


Had been the better Match. 

Ewr. No ; I was thinking . 
On two the moſt-deteſted things in Nature ; 
And they are Death and thee. 


Cre. The Thought of Death, to one near Death, is dreadful z- : | 


Oh, 'tis a fearful thing to be no more. , 
Or if to be, to wander after Death ; 


To walk, as Spirits do, in Brakes all. Day; 


£6* O"ED'L\PUS: 
And when the” Darkneſs comes, to-glide in Paths” 
That lead to Graves ; and in: the ſikent Vault; - | 
Where lies your-own pale Shrowd; to hover'o'er it; | 
Striving to enter your forbidden Corps; bY 
And often, often, youy breathe your- Ghoſt 
Into your lifeleG Li 
Then, like a lene, enj hted Traveller, - | 
Shnt out from Lodging, ſhall your Groans be anſie#d FA 
By whiſtling Winds, whoſe every Blaſt will ſtake" 
Your tender Form to Atoms. 
Exr. Muſt I be this thin Being? and-thus wandr! 
'No Quiet after Death:! 
Cre. None : You muſt leave 
This beauteous Body 3 all this Yo and Freſhnels - 
Muſt be no more the-Objedt-of Deſire, 
But a cold Lump of Clay ; 
Which then your diſcontented: -Gliolt wil ayes 
And loath its former. Lodeing.. 
This is the beſt of what comes after Death, - 
'Ev'n to the beſt. SI 
Exr. What then'ſhall be thy Lot? 
Eternal Torments, Baths of boiling Sulphur ;- 
Viciflitudes of Fires, and then of Froſts 
And an old Guardian Fiend; vely as thou it, 
To hollow in thy Ears at every Laſh, 
This for Eurydice, theſe for her Adrofos... 


Cre, For her Adraſits / eve 2 J2ts 


Er. Yes; for her Adroſtus : £435 390 3D 00h £2. 
For Death ſhall neer divide us. Death! What's Death? ©" 


Dio. You ſeem'd to fear it. 
Exr, But 1 more fear Creon : 
To take that hunch back*'d Monſter in 'my Arms; 
Th'Excreſcence of a Man, 2 
Dio. to Cre, See what you've gain*d;- - ts 
Exr. Death only can be dreadful to, the Had : : " 
Toilnnocence, 'tis like a Bugs dreſ 
To fright”n Children : Poll off-tits Maſque, 
And he'll appear a Friend. _ 4 
Cre, You talk too lightly : os 
Of Death and Hell. Let me "Rn you u better: ; 


Exr, You beſt can tell the Newy of your-own Tony "Þ 


Dio. Nay, now you are«too tharp. 
Exr. Can [ be ſp to one who has accus'd me- 
Of Murder, and vf. Parricide * - | 
Cre. You proyok'd me. | 
And yet 1 only did thus far accuſs i For, 
As next of Blood to Lajus : Be rev 
. Akd you may live, 


Exr, 
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Exr. The Means ? 

Cre. *Tis offer*d you. 
The Fool Adraſftus has accus'd himſelf, 

Eur, He has indeed, to take the Guile from me. 

Cre. He ſays he loves you ; if he does, tis well : 
He ne*er cou'd prove it in a better time. 

Eur. Then Death muſt be his Recompence for Love ! 

Cre. *Tis a Fool's juſt Reward ; 
The Wiſe can make a better Uſe of Life : 
But *tis. the Young Man's Pleaſure, his Ambition : 
I grudge him not that Favour. 

Exr, When he's dead, 
Where ſhall 7 find his Equal ? 

Cre. Every where. 
Fine empty things, like him, 
The Court ſwarms with 'em. 
Fine fighting things ; in Camps they are ſo common, 
Crows feed on nothing elſe : Plenty of Fools ; 
A Glut of *em in Thebes. 
And Fortune ſtill takes care they ſhou'd be ſeen : 
She places ?em aloft, o* th' topmoſt Spoke 
Of all her Wheel, Fools are the daily Work 
Of Nature; her Vocation : If ſhe form 
A Man, ſhe loſes by*t ; 'tis too expenſive 
*Twou'd make ten Fools : A Man's a Prodigy. 

Exr. That is, 2 Creon. O thou black DerraQtor, 
Who ſpitr*ſt thy Venom againſt. Gods and Man ! 
Thou ket of Eyes! 
| Thou who lovſt othing, but what nothing loves , 
| And that's thy ſelf! Who haſt conſpired againſt 
. My Life and Fame, to make me loath'd by all, 
| And only fit for thee. 
But for Adraſtw's Death, good Gods! his Death ! 
What Curſe ſhall I invent ? 

Dio. No more; he's here. 

Exr. He ſhall be ever here, 
He wou'd give his Life, give-up his Fame—— 

Exter Adraſtus. 

If all the Excellence of Womankind 
Were mine ;— No, 'tis too httle all for him. 
Were I made up of endleſs, endleſs Joys —— 

Adr:ft. And fo thou art, 
The Man who loves like me, 
Wov'd think ev*n Infamy, the worſt of Hs, 
Were cheaply purchas'd, were thy Love the Prize : 
Uncrown?®d, a Captive, nothing left but Honovr ; 
"Tis the laſt thing a Prince ſhou'd throw away ; 
E 


—_——_— 3 wm. 


But 


But when the Storm grows lon, and threatens Love, 
"Chrow ev'n that over- board, for Love's the Jewel ; 
And laſt i mult be kept. 
Cre, to Din, Work him, be ſure, 
To Rage ; he's paſli-nate : 
Make im th? Aggrellor, 
Pio. 0 falle Lo: 'e! Falle Honour ! 
Cre, Diflembled both, and: talle ! 
Adraſt. Dar'it thou ſay thus.to me ? 
Cre To you! Why, what are you, that [ ſhould ſear you 2 
I am noc L aft : Hear me, Prince of Arzos ; 
You give what's r othing, waen you give your Honour 3 
*Fis goie ;, "fs loſt in Battel, For your Love, 
Vows made in Wine ere not fo falle as that : 
You kill'd ker Father z you confeſs?d you Gd ; 
A mighty Argument to. prove your Paſſion to the Daughter ! 
Adraft. aſide. Gods ! Muſt | bzar tnis Brand, and not retort 
The Lye to his fou] Throat ! 
Dio. Baſely, you kilPd him. 
Aadraſt. aſide. Oh, | burn inward; my Blood's ail o fire! 
Alder when the poylor. 2d Shire, {ate cloſeſt, | 
Had but an Ague- ht to this my/Fever. 
Yet, for Ezrydice, ev*n this Il] ſuffer, 
To free my Love=———— Well then, I kit" him baſely, 
Cre. Fairly, I'm ſure you cou'd not. 
Dis, Nor alone, 
Cre. You had your Fellow-Thieves about you, Prince ; 
They conquer'd, and yourkill'd. 
Adralt. afide. Down, ſwelling Heart ! hl 
Tis for thy Princeſs all. — O my Eurydice ! — T 0 ber, 
Ewryd 10 bim, Reproach not thus the Weakoek of ay Sex; 
As if I con'd not bear a ſhameful Death, 
Rather than fee you burden'd with a Crime, 
Of which 1 know you free. | 
Cre. You do ill, Madam, 
To let your head- long Love triumph o'er Nature. 
Dare you defend your Father's Murderer ? 
Exr, You know he killd hin not. 
Cre. Let him ſay ſo. | 
Dio. See, he ſtands mute. | | 
Cre. O Pow'r of Conſcience, ey'n in wicked Men! 
It works, it ſtings, it will not ler him utter 
One Syilable, oxe, no to-clear himſelf 
From the moſt baſe, deteſted, horrid Act 
That Cer cou'd ſtain a Villain, not a Prince, 
Adraſt, Ha! Villain! 
Dio. Ecch9 te him, Groves: Cry Villain, 
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Adraſt. [ct me conſider : Did I murder Lajus 
Thus like a Villain ? | 
Cre. Beſt revoke your Words, 
And ſay, you kilPd him nor. 
Adraſt. Not like a Villain : 
For any other Lye. 
Dio, No, Villain, Villain. 
Cre. You kilPd him fot ! Proclaim, your [nnocer 
Accuſe the Princeſs : $0.1 knew 'twou'd-be. 
Adraſt. | thank thee, thou inſtcu@Alt me: 
No matter how | kill'd him. 
Cre. aſide. Cool'd again, 
Eur. Thou who ufurp? 
Did not thy own declare him innocent 
To me declare him ſo ? Th: King ſhall know it. 
Cre, You will not bz believ'd, for Pll forſwear it. 
Exr. What's now thy Co: ſcie nce ? 
Cre, *'Tis my Slave, my Drudge, my ſupple Glove 3 
My Upper Garment, to put on, throw oft, 
As 1 think beſt : 'Tis my ; obedient Conſcience. 
Adreaſt. Intamous Wretch 
Cre. My Conſcience ſhall not do me the ill Office 
To fave a Rival's Life : When thou art dead, 
( As dead thou ſhalt be, or be yet more baſe 
Than thou think'ſt me, 
By forfeiting her Life, to ſave thy own.——) 
Know this, and let it grate thy very Soul, 
She ſhall be mine ; ( ſhe is, if Vows were binding : ) 
Mark me; the Fruit of all thy Faith and Paſſion, 
Ev'n of thy fooliſh Death, ſhall all be mine. 
Adraſt, Thine, ſay?ſt thou, Monſter ? 
Shall my Love be thine ? 
Oh, ca1 'þgar no. more! 
Thy cunning. Engines have. with. Labovr'rais 24 
My heavy Anger, like a mighty Weight, 
To fall, and Puſh thee dead. 
See here thy Nuptials; fee, thou rafh Ixion, 
Thy promis'd Funo vaniſh'd in a Cloud, 
And in her room avenging Thunder: rolls, 
To blaſt thee thus. _——-. Come both. _— 
Cre. *Tis what 1 wiſhd +! | 
Now ſec whofe Arm can launch'the: ſarex Bolt, 
And who's the better Fows,—--——— 
Exr. Help; Murder ; help! 


Pcithee change mc tl:at, 


the facred Name of Conſcience, 


| Draws. 


= : » Both drary. 


Fi! Me. 


Emter Hzmon and Guards, run betwvixt them, and beat down their Swords, 
Hem. Hold, hold your impieus Hands ; 1 chink the Furics, 

To whom this.Grove'is haKow's, have i8{pir'd you 2 
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But when the Storm grows lon, and threatens Love, 
"Throw eva that over-board, for Love's the Jewel ; 
And laſt it muſt be kept. 
Cre. to Dio, Work him, be ſure, 
To Rage ; he's paſli>nate : 
Aiake him th? Aggrellor, 
"wh () falſe Love! Falle Honour ! 
Cre. Diſlembled both, and: falle ! . 
Adraſt. Dart thou. ſay thps.to me ? 
Cre To you! Why, what are you, that [ ſhould ſear you 2 
T am not L aju : Hear me, Prince of Argos ; 
You give what's r, othing, waen you give your Honour 3 
*Fis goie ;, 'fs loſt in Battel, For your Love, 
Vows made in Wine ere not fo talle as thar : 
You kill'd her Father z you confeſs*d you 4id ; 
A mighty Argument te. prove your Paſſioa io the Daughter !, 
Adraff. afide. Gods } Mult | bear this Brand; and nor retort 
The Lye to his foi] Throat ! 
Dis, Baſely, you killd him. 
Adral(t. aþde. Oh, 1 burn inward; my Blood's ail © fire! 
Aleides when the poylor'd Shire, {ate cloſeſt, 
Had but an Ague- ft to this my;Fever. 
Yet, for Exzrydice, ev*a this 1"l} ſuffer, 
To free my Love———— Well then, I kil*d him baſely, | 
Cre. Fairly, I'm ſure you cou'd not. 
Dis, Nor alone, 
Cre. You had your Fellow-Thieves about you, Prince z 
They conquer'd, and yourkilld. 
Adralt. afide. Down, ſwelling Heart ! {3} 1 
Tis for thy Princeſs all. ——.O my-Eurydice ! — rT 0 b6. 
Ezryd 10 bim, Reproach not thus the weaknek of wy Sex'; 
is if I cou'd not bear a ſhameful Death, 
Rather than fee you burden'd with a Crime, WIS! 
Of which | know you free. | 1 
Cre. You do ill, Madam, 
To let your head. long Love triumph o'er Nature, 
Dare you defend your Father's Murderer ? 
Exr, You know he kill'd hin not. 
Cre. Let him ſay ſo. 
Dt. See, he ſtands mute.'. . ' 
Cre. O Pow'r of Conſcience, ey'n in wicked M en? 
It works, it ſtings, it will not ler him utter 
One Syilable, ore, no to-clear himſelf 
From the moſt baſe, deteſted, horrid Act 
That &er cou'd ſtain a Villain, not a Prince, 
Adraft, Ha! Villain! | 
Dio. Eccho to him, Groves: Cry Villain, 


Adraft « 
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Adraft. Let me conſider : Did [ murder Lajus 
Thus like a Villain ? 
Cre. Beſt revoke your Words, 
And fay, you kilPd him nor. 
Adraſt. Not like a Villaia : Ptithee change mc tl:at, 
For any other Lye. 
Dio, No, Villain, Villain. 
Cre. You kilPd him fiot ! Proclaim, your [nnocence 
Accuſe the Princeſs : $0.1 knew 'twou'd: be. 
Adraſt. | thank thee, thou inſtcu@Pſt me 
| No matter how | kill'd him. 
Cre. aſide. Cold again. 
Exe. Thou who uſurp?it the facred Name of Conſcience 
Did not thy own declare him innocent ? 
To me declare him ſo ? The King ſhall know it. 
Cre. You will not be believ'd, for PII forſwear it. 
Exr. What's now thy Co: ſcien ce ? 
Cre. *Tis my Slave, my Drudge, my ſupple Glove 3 
My Upper Garment, to put on, "throw oft, 
As [I think belt : 'Tis my | obedient Conſcience. 
Adresſt. Infamous Wretch ! 
Cre. My Conſcience ſhall not do me the ill Office 
To fave a Rival's Life : When thou art dead, 
| ( As dead thou ſhalt be, or be yet more baſe 
Than thou think'ſt me, 
By forfeiting her Life, to ſave thy own.——) 
Know this, and let it grate thy very Soul, 
She ſhall be mine; ( ſhe is, if Vows were binding : ) 
Mark me; the Fruit of all thy Faith and Peſſon, 
Ev'n of thy fooliſh Death, ſhall all be mine. 
Adraſt, Thine, ſay?lt thou, Monſter ? 
Shall my Love be thine ? 
Oh, can bear no: more. 1 | 
Thy cunning; Engines bave. with Labour Tails 24 
My heavy Anger, like a mighty Weigart, 
To fall, and puſh thee dead. 
See here thy Nuptials; ſee, thon rafh Ixion, { Draws. 
Thy promis'd F#no vanilh'd in a Cloud 
And in her room avenging Thunder: rolls, 
| To blaſt thee thus. ——-. Comme both, —_ 
Cre. *Tis what 1 wiſhid ) *  - Þ Both draw. 
Now ſec whoſe Arm can launch! the ſores Bolt, £ 
And who's the better Foo. --——— 
Exr. Help; Murder ; help! F Fight. 
Emer Hzmon and Guards, run betrvixt them, and beat down their Swords, 
Hem. Hold, hold yo! Ir impieus Hahds : 1 think the Furies, 
To whom this'Grove1s haow's, have infpir'd you : 
$7041}161 2 Now, 
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Now, by my Soul, the holieſt Earth of Thebes 
You have prophau'd with War. Nor Tree, nor Plant 
G:ows here, but what is fed with Magick Juice ; 
All full of Humane Souls, that cleave their Barks, 
To dange at Midnight, by the Moan's pale Beams : 
At leaſt Two Hundred Years theſe reverend Snades 
Have known no Blood, but of black Sheep and Oxen, 
Shed by the ?rieſt*'s own Hand, to Pr ſerpine. 
Adra(t. Forgive a Stranger's Ignorance : I knew not 
The Honours of the Place. 
Hem, Thou, Creon, did{t. 
Not Oedipw, were all his Foes here lodg'd, 
Durſt violate the Religion of theſe Groves, 
To touch one ſingle Hair 3 but muſt, unarm'd, 
Parle, as in Truce, or furlily ayoid 
What moſt he long*d to kill. 
Cre. I drew not firſt ; 
But in my own Defence, 
Adraſt. | was provok'd 
Beyond Man's Patience : All Reproach cou*d urge, 
Was us'd, to kindle one not apt to bear, 
Hem. *Tis Oedipms, not I, muſt judge this Att ; 
Lord Creon, you aad Divcles retire ; 
Tirefias, and the Brotherhood of Prieſts, | 
Approach the place : None at theſe Ritcs aſſiſt, FRY 
Bur you th' Accus*d ; who, by the Mouth of Lazw, 
Mult be abſoly'd, or doomi'd. 
Adraft. ] bear my Fortune. 
Ewr, And I provoke' my Trial. 
Hem. *Tis at hand : 
For, ſee, the Prophet comes, with Vervain crown'd ; 
The Prieſts with Yeugh ; a venerable Band : 
We leave you to the Gods, [ Exit Hemon, with Creon and Diocles. 
Enter Tirelias, /ed by Manto : The Prieſts follow ; all cloatbed in 
| long black Habits, 
Tir. Approach, ye Lovers ; 
Ill fated Pair ! whom ſeeing not, I know : 
This Day your kindly Stars in Heav'n were joyi'd ; 
When, loe, an envious Planet interpos'd, 
And threaten'd both with Death, _I fear, I fear. 
Exr. Is there no God ſo much a Friend to Loye, 
Who can control the Malice of our Fate ? 
Are they all deaf ? Or have the Giants Heay'n ? 
Tir. The Gods are juſt. 
But how can Finite meaſure Infinite ? 
Reaſon ! alas, it does not know it ſelf ! 
Yet Man, vain Man, wou'd with this ſhort-lin'd Plummet, 
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Fathom the vaſt Abyſs of Heavaly Juſtice. 
Whatever is, Is in its Cauſes juſt, 
Since all things are by Fate. Bur purblind Man 
Sees but a part o' th' Chain, the neareſt Links; 
His Eyes not carrying to that equal Beam 
That poizes all above. 
Exr. Then we muſt die! 
Tir. The Danger's imminent this Day, 
Adraſt. Why then there's one Day leſs for Hamane l!!s ; 
And who would moan himſelf for fuffering that, 
Which in a Day muſt paſs ? Something, or nothing — » 
I ſhall be what I was again, before 
I was Adrafus, —— 
Penurious Heay'n! Canſt thou not add a Night 
To our one Day ? Give me a Night with her, 
And I'll give all the reſt. 
Tir. She broke her Vow, 
Firſt made to Creou. But the Time calls on ; 
And Lajus*s Death muſt now be made more plain, 
How loth I am to have recourſe to Rites 
So full of Horrour, that I once rejoyce 
] want the Uſe of Sight !— 
1 Pr. The Ceremonies ſtay. 
Tir. Chuſe the darkeſt part 0? th* Grove, 
Such as Ghoſts at Noon-day love. 
Dig a Trerch, and dig it nigh 
Where the Bones of Lajuw lie : 
Altars rais'd, of Turf or Stone, 
Will th' Infernal Pow'rs have none. 
Anſwer me, if this be done ? 
All Pr. *Tis done. 
Tir. Is the Sacriſice made fit ? 
Draw her backward to the Pit : 
Draw the barren Heyfer back; 
Barren let her be, and black. 
Cut the curled Hair that grows 
Full betwixt her Horns and Brows ; | 
And turn your Faces from the Sun, 4 
Anſwer me, if this be done ? ; 
All Pr. Tis done. 
Tir. Pour in Blood, and Blood like Wine; 
To Mother Earth, and Proſerpine : 
Mingle Milk into the Stream ; 
Feaſt the Ghoſts that love the Steam : 
Snatch a Brand from Funeral-pile 
Tofs it in to make 'em boil : 
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And tu:n your face; from the San ; 
Anſwer me, if all be done ?' ; 
Al Pr. All is due, Pexl of Thunder ; and fliſhes of Lightning 
? th-n groazing below the Stage. 
Minto. O what Laments are thoſe ? 
Tir. The Groans of Ghoits, that cleave the Earth with pain : 
And heave it up : they part and ſtick half way, 
[ The Stage wholly d.irkned. 
Mant;. And now a {udden darkneſs covers all 
True genuine Night : Night added to the Groves ; 
'The Fogs are blown full 1a the Face of Heaven, 
Tir. Ain I but half obey's ; Infernal Gods, 
Muſt you have Muſick too ? then tune your Voices, 
And let *em have ſuch ſounds as Hell ne'er heard, 
Since Orpheys 0:15'd the Shades, 


Blufick, firf. Then Sing, grocer 
t. Hear, ye ſullen Powrs below ; 
Hear, ye tubers of the dead. 
2. Tow that boili:g Cauldrons blow, 
You that ſcum the molten Lead. 
3. Tow that Pinch with red. hot Tongs ; 
1. Toru that drive the trembling Hoſts 
Of par, pore Ghiſts, 
IF th your ſharpen'd Prongs ; 
2, Yon that thruſt *em off the brim ; 
3. Tos that plurge *em when they ſwim: 
1. Till they drown ; 
Till rhey 29 
Oz a row 
Down, down, down, 
Ten thouſand thouſand, thauſand Fadoms low. 
Cnorus. Till they drown, QC. 
I. Muſick for a while 
Shall your Cares begrnile : 
 IWondring bow your Pains were eas'd. 
2. And diſdaining to be pleard ; 
3. Till AleCto free the dead 
From their eternal bands : 
Till the Stakes drop from ber. bead, 
And whip from out her. hands, 
I. Come away, 
Do met #4» 
But obey 
IJ hile we play, , 4 T | 
For Hell's broke up, and Ghoſts have boly-day. 
Chorus, Cume away, &C, [ A flaſh 
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[ A flaſh of Lizhtniag : the Stage is made bright ; and 
the Gnoſts are ſeen paſſing betwixt the Trees, 


1. Lajus! 2, Lajus! 3, Lajus 
1. Hear! 2. Heir! 3, Hear ! 
Tir. Hear and appeat : 


By the Fates that ſpun thy threa1 ;, 


Cho. bich are three. 
Tir. By the Furies fierce, and dread 1 
Cho. Which are three, 
Tir, By the Fudzes of the dead ; 
Cho. Which are thre. 
Three times three, 
Tir. By HcilPs blew flame ; 
By the Stigian Lake ; 
And by Demogor; ons name 
At which Ghoſts quake, 
H-ar aud appear. 


[The Got of Lajas riſes arm*d in his Chari t, as *: 


wis ſlain, A 4G 


behind bis Chariot {it the three whowere Murders with him. 
Ghoſt cf Lajus, Why haſt thou drawa me fiom my 7: ins below, 


To ſuffer worſe above : to ſee the Day, 

And Thebes mor? hated ? Hell is Heav'n to Thebez, 
For pity ſend me back, wiere I may hide, 

In willing night, this igaominious head : 

in Hell F ſhun the publick Scorn ; and then 


They hunt me for their Sport, and hoot me as l ſly : 


Benold ev?n now they grin at my gor'd fide, 
And chatter at my wounds, 

Tir, I pity thee : 
Tell but why Thebes is for thy Death accurſt, 
And I'll unbind the Charm, 

Ghoſt. O ſpare my ſhame. 

Tir. Are theſe two innocent ? 

Ghoſt. Of my Death they are. 
But he who holds my Crown, Oh, muſt I ſpeax ! 
Was doom?'d to do what Nature moſt abhors. 
The Gods foreſaw it ; and forbad his Being, 
Before he yet was born. [I broke their Laws, 
And cloath'd with Fleſh his pre-exiſting Soul, 
Some kinder Pow'r, too weak for deſtiny, 
Took pity, and indu'd his new-form*d Maſs 
With Temperance, Juſtice, Prudence, Fortitude, 
And every Kingly Vertue ; but in vain, 


For Fate, that ſens him hood-wink®d to the World, 


Perform?®d its Work by his miſtaking hands, 
Asks thou who murder'd me 2 'twas Oedipus , 


Wha: 
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Who ſtains my Bed with Inceſt ? Oedipus : 

Foc waom then are you curſt, but Oedipus / 

He comes ; the Parricide : I cannot bear him : 

My Wounds ake at him: Oh his Mucd*cous breath 
Venoms my alery ſubſtance ! hence with him, 

Baniſh him ; (weep him out ; the Plague he bears 

Wil blaſt your fields, and mark his way with ruine. 
From Thebes, my Throne, my Bed, let him be: driven ; 


Do you forbid him Earth, and I'll forbid him Heaven. | Ghoſ? deſcends. 


Enter Oedipus, Creon, Haxmon, ec. 

Oed. What's this! Methought ſome peſtilential blaſt 
Strook me juſt entringz and ſome unſeen hand 
Struggled to puſh me backward ? tell me why 
My hair ſtands briſtliag up, why my fleſh trembles! 
You ſtare at me! then Hell has been among ye, 
And ſome lag Fiend yet lingers in the Grove, 

Tir. What Omen ſawit thou entring ? 

9ed. A young Stork, 
' That bore his aged Parent on his back ; 
"Till weary with the weight, he ſhook him off, 
And peck'd out both his Eyes. 

Adr. Oh, Oedipus ! 

Fur, Oh, wretched Oedipus ! 

Tir. O, Fatal King ! 

Oed, What mean this Exclamations of my Name ? 
I thank the Gods, no ſecret thoughts reproach me : 
No3 I dare challenge Heaven to turn me outward, 
And ſhake my Soul quite empty in your ſight. 
Then wonder not that I can bear unmoy'd 
Thele fix*d regards, and ſilent threats of Eyes : 
A generous fiercenels dwells with innocence, 
And conſcious Vertue is allow*d ſome pride. 

Tir. Thon know?®ſt not what thou ſay'ſt, 

O:d, What mutters he! tell me, Ewrydice : 
Thou ſhak'ſt; thy SouP's a Woman. Speak, Adraſtus 
And boldly, as thou met'ſt my Arms in fight ; 
Dar*ſt thou not ſpeak, why then 'tis bad indeed : 
Tireſss, thee I ſummon by the Prieſt hood, 
Tell me what news from Hell; where Lajzs points, 
And who's the guilty head ? 

Tir. Let me not anſwer. 

Oed. Be dumb then, and betray thy native Soil 
To farther Plagues. 

Tir. | dare not name him to thee. 

Oed. Dar'ſt thou converſe with Hell, and canſt thou fear 
An humane name ? 

Ti. Urge me ao more to tell a thing, which known 


Wou? 
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Wou'd make thee more unhappy- *twill be found 
Tho l am ſilent, 

Ocd. Old and Obſtinate! Then thou thy ſelf 
Ars Author or Accomplice of this Murther, 
And ſhun'ſt the Juſtice, which by publick ban 
Thou haſt incurr'd. | 

Tir. O, if the guilt were mine 
It were not half ſo great : know, wretched Man, 
Thou only, thou art guilty; thy own Curſe 
Falls heavy on thy ſelf. 

Oed. Speak this again : 
But ſpeak it tothe Winds when they are loudeſt s 
Or tothe raging Seas, they'll hear as ſoon, 
And ſooner will believe. 

Tir, Thenhear me Heay?n, 
For bluſhing thou haſt ſeen it: hear me Earth, 
Whoſe hollow Womb could not contain this Murder, 
But ſent it back to light: and thou Hell, hear me, 
Whoſe own black Seal has *firm'd this horrid truth, 
Oedipus murther'd Lajue. 

Oed. Rot the tongue, 
And blaſted be the mouth that ſpoke that Lye. 
Thou blindof Sight, but thou more blind of Seul. 

Tir. Thy Parents thought not ſo. 

Oed. Who were my Parents? 

Tir. Thou ſhalt know too ſoon. 

Oed. Why ſeek I truth from thee? 
The ſmiles of Couctiers, and the Harlots- tears, 
The Tradeſmens Oaths, and mourning of an Heir, 
Are Truths to what Prieſts tel), 
O why has Prieſthood Priviledge to lye, 
And yet to be beliey*d' 

T;r. Thou canſt not kill me; ?tis not in thy Fate, 
As 'twas to kill thy Father; wed thy Mother z 
And beget Sons, thy Brothers, 

Oed. Riddles, Riddles! . 

Tir, Thou art thy ſelf a Riddle; a perplext 
Obſcure Enigma, which when thou unty*lt, 
Thou ſhalt be found and loſt, 

0ed. Impoſlible! 
Adraftus, ſpeak and as thou art a King, 
Whoſe Royal words ſacred, clear my Fame. 

Adr. Wow'd I cou'd ! 
oft Ha, wilt thou not: can that Plebeian Vice 

ying mount to Kings! can they be tainted! 

Thea truth is loſt on Earth. 

Cre, The Cheat's too grols : 


thy age protects thee. 
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Adroftis is his Oracle, and he, 
The pious Jugler, but Adraſtws Organ. 
Oed. 'Tis plaia the-Prieſt*s ſubborn'd to free the Pris'ner. 
Cre. And turn the guilt on you. 
Oed O, honeſt Creor, how haſt thou been bely'd? 
Exr, Hear me. | 
Cre. She's brib*d to faye her Lovers Life. 
Adr. If Oedipus thou think'ſt | 
Cre. Hear him not ſpeak: | 
Adr. Then hear theſe holy men, | 
Cre. Prieſts, Prieſts, all brib'd, all Prieſts, 
Oed. Adraſtas | have fonnd thee. | 
The malice of a vanquiſh'd man has ſeiz'd thee; 
Mar. If Envy andnot Truth 
Oecd. [ll hear no more: away with him. 


Hzmon takes bim off by force; Creon and Eurydice filbw; 


To Tir. Why ſtand'ſt thou here, Impoſtor? 
So old, and yet ſo wicked. —— ye for gain, 
And gain ſo ſhort as age can promiſe thee ! 

Tir. So ſhort a time as I have yet to live 
Exceeds bby pointed hour : remember Lajs: 
Nomore; if cer we meet again, *twil.be. 

In mutual darkneſs; - we ſhall feel before us. 
To reach each others hand; Remember Lajss. 


Oedipus Solas. 
Remember Lajus! that's the burthen ſtill : 
Muarther and Inceſt! but to hear *m nam'd 
My Soul ſtarts in me : the good Sentinet 
Stands. to her weapons; takes the firſt Alarm 
To guard me from ſuch Crimes, - Did 1 kill Lajzs? 
Thenl walk'd ſleeping, in fome frightful dream, 
My Soul then ſtole my Body out by night; 
And brought me back to Bed Cer Morning-wake. 
It cannot be ev'n this remoteſt way, - 
But ſome dark hint would juſtle forward now; 
And goad my memory. ——Oh my Focafta! 
: + Enter TJ a. 

Foe. Why are you thus diſturb'd ? 

Oed. Why would'ſt thou think it ? 
No leſs than Murder ? : 

Foe. Murder? what of Morder ? 

Ocd. Is Murder then no more? add Parricide, 
And Inceſt ; bear fot theſe a frightful found ? 

Foe. Alas ! 6 

Oed. How poor a pity is Alas, 
For two ſach Crimes ! — — was Lojus ng'd-to lye ? 


Foes 


[Ex. Tireſias: Priefs fillw. 
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Joe, Oh no: the moſt ſincere, plain, honeſt man, 
One who abhorr'da lye ? IS 

Oed. Then he has got that Quality in Hell. - 
He charges me———— bat why accuſe I him?. 
I did not hear him ſpeak it : they accuſe me; 
The Prieſt, Adraftzs and Exrydice, - 
Of Murdering Lsjv#7 ——— Tell me while Ithink on't, 
Has old Tirefias practis'd long this Trade ? 

Foc. What Trade? 

Oed, Why this foretelling Trade. 

Foe. For many years. + 

Oed. Has he before this day accus'd me ? 

Foc. Never, 


Ocd. Have you e'er this inquir'd, who did this Murder ? 


Foe. Often; but ſtill in vain. 
oed. I am fatisfy*d. 
Then'tis an infant lye; but oneday old, 
The Oracle takes place Before the Prieſt; 
The blood of Lajus was to Murder Lajus : 
I'm notof Lajzs's blood. 
Foe, Ev'n Oracles 
Are _ doubtful, and are often forg'd:; 
Lajus had one, which never was fulfid, 
Nor ever can be now! 
Oed, And what foretold it? 
Foe. That he ſhow'd havea Son by me, fore.-doom'd 
The Murderer of his Father: true indeed, 
A Son was born; but to prevent that Crime, 
The wretched Infant of a guilty Fate, 
Bore'd through his untyr*d feet, and bougd with cords, 
On a bleak Mountain, naked was expos'd ; 
The King himſelf liv?d many, many years, 
And found a different Fate; by Robbers Murder'd, 
Where three ways meet : yet theſe are Oracles;. 
And this the Faith we owe 'em. 
Oed. Say'ſt thou, Woman ? 
By Heav?a thou haſt wakn'd ſomewhat in me, 
That ſhakes my very Soul! 
Foe. What, new diſturbance! 


Oed. Methought thou faid'ſt,—(or do 1 dream thou faid'ſt it!) 


This Murder was on Lajus's Perſon done, 
Where three ways meet! 

Joc. So common fame reports, 

Oed. Wou'd it had ly'd. 

Foc. Why, good my Lord ? 

Oed. No queſtions : 
'Tis bukie time with me; diſpatch mine firt 1 
F 2 
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Say where, where was it done ? 
Ne Mean you the Murder ? 
Oed. Coud'ſt thon not anſwer without naming Murder ? 
Foc. They ſay in Phocide; on the Verge that parts it 
From Davslia and from Delphor, - 


Oed. So! How long ! when happen'd this? 
Foe. Some little time before you came to Thebes. ' 
Oed. What will the Gods do with me! 

Foe. What means that thought ? 

Ocd. Something : but *is not your turn to ask : 

How old was Lajss, what his ſhape, bis ſtature, 
His Attion and his mien? quick; quick, your anſfver ———- 

Foe. Big made he was, and tall: his port was fierce, 
Erect his countenance: _— Majeſty - 

Sate in his front, and darted from his eyes, 
Commanding all he viewed : his hair juſt grizled, 
Asin a green old age: bate but his years, 

You are his Pifture? | 

oecd. afide. Pray Heav'n he drew me not? am I his Picture ? 

Foe. So I haveoften told you. 

Oed. True, you have; 
Add that to the reſt : how was the King 
Attended when he travelPd ? 

Foo, By four Servants : 
He went out privately. 

Oed. Well counted fill: 

One ſcap*d I hear; what fince became of him ? 

Foe, When he beheld you ficſt, as King in Thebes, 
He kneel'd, and trembling, beg'd F wou'd diſmiſs him : 
He had my leave; and now he lives retic'd. 

Oed. This Man muſt be.produc'd ; hemuſt, Focafts. 

Foc, He ſhall——yet have | leave to ask you why? 

Oed. Yes, you ſhall know : for where ſhould I repoſe 
The Anguiſh of my Soul, but in your breaſt ! 

I need not tell you Corinth claims my birth ; 
My Parents Polybus and Merope | 
Two Royal Names; theit oofy Child am I, 
It happen'd once; 'twas at a Bridal Feaſt, 
One warm with Wine, told me | was a Foundling, 
Not the King's Son; I ſtung with this reproach, 
Strook him : my Father heard of it: the man 
Was made ask pardon ; and the buſineſs huſht, 
Foc. *Twas ſomewhat odd. —- —- 
Oed And ſtrangely it perplext me. 
] ſtole away to Delphos, and implor'd 
The God, to tell my certain Parentage. 
He bade me feek no farther : 'twas my Fate 
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To kill my Father, and pollute his Bed, 
By marrying her who bore me. 
Foe. Vain, vain Oracles! 
Ded. But yet they frighted me ; 
, T lookt on Corinth as a place accurſt, 
Reſoly'd my deſtiny ſhould wait in vain; 
And never catch me there. 
Foe. Too nice a fear. 
oed. Suſpend your thoughts; and flatter not too ſoon. 
Jaſt in the place you nam'd, where three ways meet, 
And near that time, five perſons I encounter'd 
One was too like, (Heav'a grant it prove not him) 
Whom you deſcribe for Lajw: infolent 
And fierce they were, as men who liv'd on ſpoil. 
I jadg*d *em Robbers, and by force repelPd 
The force they usd: in ſhort, four men I ſlew: 
The fifth upon his knees demanding Life, 
My mercy gave it——bring me comfort now, 
If I ſlew Lajws, what can be more wretched 
From Thebes and you my curſe has baniſh'd me : 
From Corinth Fate. by 
oc. Perplex not thus your mind; 
My Husband fell by multitudes oppreſt, 
So Phorbas ſaid: this Band you chanc'd to meet ; 
Aad murder*d not my Lajus, but reveng'd him. 

Oed. There's all my hope: Let Phorba tell me this, 
And I ſhall live again !— 
To you good Gods, I make my laſt appeal; 

Or clear my Virtues or my Crime reveal: 

If wandring in the maze of Fate [ run, 

And backward trod the paths I ſought to ſhun, 

Impute my Errours to your own Decree; 

My hands are guilty, but my heart is free. [ Ex. Ambo, 


——— 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 


Pyracmon, Creon, 


.g0 ME bufinefs of import that Triumph weare 
You ſeem togo with ; nor isit hard to gueſs 
When you are pleas'd by a malicious joy : 

Whoſe Red and Fiery Beams caſt through your Viſage 
A glowing pleaſure. Sure you ſmile revenge, 

And 1 cou'd gladly hear, 
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Crs, Woubſt thou believe | 
This giddy hair brain'd King, whom old Tirefias 
Has Thunder-ſtrook, with heavy accuſation, 
Ths conſcious of no inward guilt, yet tears. 

He fears Focaſta, fears himſelf, his ſhadow; 

He fears the multitudez and, which is worth 

An Age of laughter, out of all mankind, 

He chuſes me to be his Orator : 

Swears that Adraſfius and the lean-look*d Prophet, 
Are joint conſpirators; and wiſht me to 

Appeaſe the raving Thebans ;, which 1 ſwore 

To do. : 

Pri, A dangerous undertaking 3 
DireCtly oppoſite to your own intereſt. 


Cre, No, dull Pyracmon; when I left his preſence, 


With all the Wings with which revenge could imp 
My flight, I gain*d the mid'ſt o*th? City , 
There, ſtanding on a Pile of dead and dying, 
1 to the-mad and ſickly multitude, 
With interrupting ſobs, cry*d out, O Thebes, 
'O wretched Thebes, thy King, thy Oedipas, 
This barbarous ſtranger, this Ulurper, Monſter, 
k by the Oracle the Wiſe Tirefiss, 
Pcoclaim'd the Murderer of the Royal Lajw: 
Focafta too, no longer now my Siſter, 
Is found Comptroller in the Horrid deed. 
Here I renounce all tye of Blood and Nature, + 
For thee, O Thebes, dear Thebes, poor bleeding Thebes! 
And there I wept, and then the Rabble howPd, 
And roar'd, and with a thouſand antick mouths 
Gabbled Revenge, Revenge was all the cry. 
Pyr., This cannot fail : I ſee you on the Throne; 
And Oedipmxs caſt our. 
Cre, Then ſtraight came.on 
Alcander, with a Wild and bellowing Croud, 
Whom when he had wrought; I whiſper*d him to joyn, 
And head the Forces while the heat was in 'em : 
So to the Palace I.xeturn'd, to.meet 
The King and greet him with another ſtory. 
But ſee, he enters, | 
; Enter Oedipus, Jocaſta, attended, 
Oed. Said you that Phorbas is return'd, and yet 
Intreats he may return, without being ask*d 
Of ought concern'd what we have diſ{cover*d? 
Foc. He ſtarted when I told him: your Intent, 
Replying, what he knew of that affair 
Would give no ſetisfattion to the King z 
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Then, falling on his knees, begg'd as for life, 
To-be diſmiſs'd from Court ; he trembled too, 
As if Concluſive death had ſeiz'd upon him, 
And ſtammer'd in his abrupt Pray'r ſo wildly, 
That, had he been the murderer of Lajws, 
Guilt and diſtrattion could not. have ſhook hinr more. 
Oed. By your deſcription, ſure as Plagues and death 
Lay waſt our Thebes, ſome deed that ſhuns'the light 
Begot thoſe fears: lf thou reſpect*lt my peace, 
Secure him, dear Focafta;, for my Genius. 
Shrinks at his name. 
Foc. Rather ket him go: 
So my poor boding heart would have it be, 
Without a reaſon, 
Oed. Hark, the Thebans come ! 
Therefore retire : and, once more, if thon loy®ſt me,.. 
Let Phorbs be retain'd. . 
Fee. You ſhall, while I 
Hare life, be ſtill obey?d: 
In-vain you ſooth me with your ſoft endearments, 
And ſet the faireſt countenance to view, 
Your gloomy eyes, my Lord, betray a deadneſs- 
And inward languifhing : that Oracle 
Fats like a ſubtile Worm. its venom?*d way, 
Preys on your heart, and rots the noble Core, 
Howe'er the beauteous out+ſide ſhews ſo lovely.” 
Oed. O; thou wilt kill me with thy love's exceſs! 
All, all is well ; retire, the Thebans come. [ Ex. Jocaſta. 
Gboſt, Oedipus ! 
Oed. Ha! again that ſcream of woe ! 
Thrice have I heard, thrice ſince the morning dawn'd. 
It hollow'd loud, as if my Guardian Spirit 
CalPd from ſome vaulted Manſion; Oedipus ! 
Or isit but the work of melancholly? 
When the Sun ſets, ſhadows, that ſhew'd at noon 
But ſmall, appear moſt long and terrible z 
So when we think Fate hovers ore our heads, 
Our apprehenſions ſhoot beyond all bounds, 
Owls, Ravens, Crickets ſeem the watch of death, 
Nature's worſt Vermine ſcare her God-like Sons. 
Ecchoes, the very leavings of a Voice, 
Grow babling Ghoſts, and call us toour Graves : 
Each-Mole-hill thought ſwells to a huge Ohympae, 
While we fantaftick dreamers heave and puff, 
And ſweat with an Imegination's weight 3 
As if, like A*las, with theſe mortal Shoulders 


We could ſuſtain the burden of the World, ['Creon comes forward. 
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Cre. O Sacred Sir, My Royal Lord ——- 
Oed, What now? £ | 
Thou ſeem?ſt affrighted at ſome dreadful Action, 
Thy breath comes ſhort, thy darted eyes are fixt 
Oa me for aid, as if thou wert: purſu'd : 
1 ſent thee to the Thebans, ſpeak thy wonder ; 
Fear not, this Palace isa Sanctuary, 
The King himſelf's thy Guard. 
Cre. For me, alas, ; ; 
My Life's not worth'a thought, when weigh*d with yours ! 
Bur fly, my Lord, fly as your life is Sacred, 
Your Fate is precious to your faithful Creon, 
Whotherefoce, on his kaces, thus proſtrate begs _ 
You would remove from Thebes that vows your rulne. 
When I but offer*d at your Innocence, 
They gather*d ſtones, and menac'd me with death, 
And drove me through the Streets with imprecations 
Againſt your Sacred Perſon, and thoſe Traytors 
Which juſtify*d your guilt : which curs'd Tirefs 
Told, as from Heav*n, was cauſe of their deſtruftion. 
Oed. Riſe, worthy Creox, haſte and take our Guard, 
Rank *em in equal part upon the Square, 
Then open every Gateof this our Palace, 
And let the Torrent in. Hark, it comes, ['Showt. 
1 hear'em roar: begone and break dowa all: 


4 that would oppoſe their furious paſlage. 


[ Ex. Creon with Guardy. 


Enter Adraſtus, bis Sword drawn. 
Adr. Your City 
Is all in Arms, all bent to your deſtrution.: 
I heard but now, where I was cloſe confin'd, 
A Thundring ſhout, which made my Jaylors vaniſh, 
Cry, Fire the Palace; where's the Cruel King ? 
Yet, by tlv Infernal Gods, thoſe awful Pow'rs 
That have accus'd you, which theſe Ears have heard, 
And theſe Eyes ſeen, 1 muſt believe you guiltleſs ; 
For, ſince I knew the Royal Oedipus, 
I have obſerv*d in all his As ſuch truth 
And God.like clearnefs; that to the laſt guſh 
Of Blood and Spirits, I'll defend his life, 
And here have ſworn to periſh by his ſide. 
Oea, Be witneſs, Gods, how near this touches me, F Embracing bim. 
O what recompence can Glory make ? 
Adr. Defend your innocence, ſpeak like your ſelf, 
And awe the Rebels with your dauntleſs virtue. 
But hark / the ſtorm comes nearer. 
Oed. Let it come, 
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The force of Majeſty is never known 
Bat in a General wrack: Then, then is ſeen 
The difference *cwixt a Threſhold and a Throne, 
Enter Cre6n, .Pyracmon, Alcander, Tireſias, Thebans. 
Alc. Where, where's this cruel King ? Thebans, behold 
There ſtands your Plague, the ruine, deſolation 
Of this unhappy — ſpeak; ſhall I kill him? 
Or ſhall he be caſt out to baniſhment ? 
All Theb. To baniſhment, away with him. 
Oed. Hence, you Barbarians, to your (laviſh diſtance, 
Fix to the Earth your ſordid looks; for he 
Who ſtirs, dares more than mad- men, Fiends, or Furies; 
Who dares to face me, by the Gods, as well 
May brave the Majeſty of thundring ove. 
Did I for this relieve you when belieg'd 
By this fierce Prince, when coop'd within your Walls, 
Andto the very brink of Fate reduc'd ; 
When lean jaw?d famine made more havock of you 
Than does the Plague? But I rejoyce I know you, 
Know the baſe ſtuff that temper*d your vile Souls; 
The Gods be prais'd, I needed not your Empire, 
Born to a greater, nobler of my-own; 
Nor ſhal} the Scepter of the Earth now win me 
To rule ſach Brutes, ſo barbarous a People. 
Adr. Methinks, my Lord, I ſeea ſad repentance, 
A general conſternation (| pread among em. 
Oed, My reignis at;an end; yet e'er | finiſh 
Ile do a Juſtice that becomes a Monarch, 
A Monarch who i'th' midſt of -Swords and Javelins, 
Dares a& as on his Throne encompaſt round 
Witk Nations for his Guard, Alcander, you | 
Are nobly born, therefaxe-ſhall loſe your head : [ Seizes him. 
Here, Hemon, take bid, bys:for; this, and this, :: | | | 
Let cords diſpatch ?em. /; Hence, away with 'em, 
Tir. O Sacred Prince, pardon: diſtracted Thebes, 
Pardon her, if ſhe acts by Heay'ns award; 
If that the Infernal Spirits have declar'd 
The depth of Fate, and if our:Ocacles 
May ſpeak, O do not too ſeverely deal, 64 1189] 
But Jet thy wretched Thehes atleaſt complain: | 
If thou art guilty, Heay?n will make it- known ; ER 
If Innocent, then let Tirefias dye. - 
0ed. | take thee at thy word, Run, haſte, and ſave Mbchonter, 
I ſwear the Prophet or the King ſhall dye, 
Be witneſs, all you Thebans, of >my Oath, 
And Phorbas be the Umpire: _ = | 
Tir, 1 ſubmit, [ Trumpets ſcand. 
S: FI G . Tiy- 
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0:4. What meanthoſe Trumpets ? 

Hem. From your Native Country. | 

Entr Hzmon with Alcander,” 
Great Sir, the fam'd Aygeon is arrived, . 
That renown'd Favourite of the King your Father” 
He comes as an Ambaſſador from Corinth, 
And ſues for Audience, 

oed. Haſte, Hemon, fly, and tell him that1 brew 
T'embrace him. 

Hem, The Queen, my Lord, at preſent holds him 
la private Conference; but behold her here! 

Enter Jocaſta, Eurydice, e>c. 

Foe. Hail, happy Oedipus, happieſt of Kings; 
Henceſforth be bleſt, bleſt as thou canſt deſire, 
Sleep without fears the blackeſt nigts away; 

Let Furies haunt thy Palace, thou ſhalt fleep 
Secure, thy flumbers ſhall be ſoft and gentle 
As Infants dreams. 

Oed. What does the Soul of all my joys intend ? 
And whither would this rapture? 

Foc. O, I could rave, 

Pull down thoſe lying Fanes, and burt'that Vaute, 
From whence reſounded thoſe falſe .Oracles, 
That robb*d my Love of reſt : if we muſt pray, 
Rear in the ſtreers bright Altars to the Gods, 
Let Virgins hands adorn the Sacrifice; 
And not a grey-beard forging Prieſt come nears. 
To pry into the Bowels of the Victim, : 
And with his dotage mad the gaping world. 
But ſee, the Oracle that I wil} truſt, | 
True as the Gods, and affable as Men. 

Emer Egeon, Kneels, 

Oed O, to my Arms, wekome; my dear geen; + 
Ten thouſand welcomes. ['O,\my Foſter Father, 
Welcome as mercy'to a man OCs: 
Welcome to me, 

As to a finking Marriner, 
The lucky Plank that bears him to the ſhore! 

But fpeak, O tel] me what ſo mighty joy - | 
Is this thou bring*ſt, which ſo tranſports Focaſta? 
Joc, Peace, peace AXgeom;' let Focdfta tell him! 

O that [could for ever charm, as now, 
My deareſt Oedipus: Thy Royal Father, * 
Polybus, King © Corinth, is DO more. 

Oed. Ha! canit be? ZEgeon, anſwer meg 4 
Andſpeakin ſhort, what my Focaſta's tranſport - -1 
May. aver-do. 


ge. Since in few words, my Royal, Lord you a : 
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To know the truth; King Polybus is dead. 

Oed, O all you Pow?rs, it poſlible? what, dead! 
But that the Tempeſt of my joy may riſe 
By juſt degrees, and hit at laſt the Stars: 
Say, how, how dy'd he? Ha! by Sword, by Fire, 
Or Water? by Aſlaſſinates, or Poyſon ? ſpeak : 
Or did he langviſh under ſome diſeaſe ? 

ge. Of no diſtemper, of no blaſt he dy*d, 
But fell Iike Autumn<Fruit that melow'd long : 
Ev*n wonder*d at, becauſe he dropr no ſooner. 
Fate ſeem'd to wind himup for fourſcore years; 
Yet freſhly ran he on ten Winters more : 
Till, like a Clock worn out with eating time, 
The Wheels of weary life at laſt ſtood ſtill. 

Oed, O, let me preſs thee in my youthful arms, 
And ſmother thy old age in my embraces. 
Yes Thebans, yes Focaſta, yes Adraſtus, 
Old Polybas, the King my Father?s dead. 
Fires ſhall be kindled in the mid'ſt of Thebes : 
Pch' midſt of Tumults, Wars, and Peſtilence, 
I will rejoyce for Po/ybus his death. 
Know, be ic known to the limits of the World ; 
Yet farther let it paſs yon dazling roof, 
The manſion of the Gods, and ſtrike 'em deaf 
With everlaſting peals of Thundring joy. 

Tir. Fate! Nature! Fortune! what is all this World ? 


Oed. Now, Dotard ; now, thou blind old wizard Prophet, 


Where are your boding Ghoſts, your Altars now, 
Your birds of knowledge, that indusky Air, 
Chatter Futurity; and where are now 
Your Oracles, that call'd me Parricide ? 
Is he not dead? deep laid in's Monument ? 
And was not I in Thebes when Fate attackt him? 
Avant, begon, you Vizors of the Gods ! 
Werel as other Sons, now I ſhould weep; 
But as I am? Iv*e reaſon to. rejoyce : 
And will, th6 his cold ſhade ſhould riſe and blaſt me. 
O, for this death, let Waters break their bounds, 
Rocks, Valleys, Hills, with ſplitting Jo's ring : 
Io, Focaſta, lo pean ling. 
Jir. Who would not now conclude an happy end ? 
But all Fate*s turns are ſwift and unexpected. 
Age. Your Royal Mother Merepe, as if 
She had no Soul ſince you forſook the Land, 
Waves all the neighbouring Princes that adore her, 
Oed. Waves all the Princes! Poor heart ! for what, O ſpeak. 
Age. She, tho in full-blown flow'r of — beauty, 
S | , 


Grows 
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Growscold, ey?n in the Summer of her Age : 
And for your ſake has ſwotn ro dye unmarry'd. . 

Oed. How! for my ſake, dye and not marry! O, 
My fit returns. * 

Zge. This Diamond with a thouſand kiſſes bleſt, 
With thouſand ſighs and wiſhes for your fafety, 

She charg'd me give you, with the general homage 
Of our Corinthian Lords. 

Oed, Ther's Magick in it, 'take it from my fight; 

There's got a beam it darts, but carries hel), 
Hot flaſhing luſt, and Necromantick incelt : 
Take it from the ſick eyes, Oh hide it from me. 
No, my Fecaſta, th Thebes caſt me out, 

While Merope's alive, Þll ne*er return! 

O, rather let me walk round the wide World 
A begger, than accept a Diadem 

On fuch abhorr'd conditions. 

Foc. You make, my Lord, your own unhappineſs, 
By theſe extravagant and needleſs fears. 

Oed. Needleſs! O, all you Gods! by Heay*n Pd rather 
Embrue myarms up to my very Shoulders 
In the dear entrals of the beſt of Fathers, 

Than offer at the execrable act 
Of damned Inceſt : therefore no more of her. 

Age. And why, O Sacred Sir, it Subjects may 
Preſume to look into their Monarch's breaſt, 

Why ſhould the chaſt and ſpotleſs Merope 
Infuſe ſuch thoughts as 1 muſt blaſh to'name? 

Oed. Becauſe the God of Delphvs did forewarn me? 
With thundring Oracles. Zh 

Age. May 1 intreatto know *em ? 

Oed. Yes, my Ag-on; but the fad remembrance 
Quite blaſts my Soul : ſee then the ſwelling Prieſt! 
Methinks I have his Image nol in view; 

He mounts the Trpos in a minutes ſpace, 

His clouded head knocks at the Temple roof, 
While from his mouth | 
Theſe difmal words are heard : 


<« Fly, wretch, whom Fate has doom'd thy Father?s blood to fpill, 
% And with prepoſtrous Births thy Mother's Womb to fill. 


ye, Is this the cauſe 
Why you refuſe the .Diadem of Corinth? 

Oed, The Cauſe! why is it not a monſtrons one 3 

ge. Great Sir, you may return; and tho? you ſhould 
Enjoy the Queen (which all the Gods forbid) 
The act would prove no inceſt, 

Qcd, How, Ageon? 
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Tho! Ienjoy*'d my Mother, .not inceſtuous! 
Thou ravy'(t, and fo do I, and theſe all catcht 


My madneſs; look, they're dead with deep diſtrattion: 


Not Inceſt! what, not inceſt with my Mother ? 


Age. My Lord, Queen Merope Is not your Mother. 


Oed. Ha! did I hear thee right? not Merope 


My Mother ! | 
Age. Nor was Polybus your Father, 


Oed. Then all my days and nights muſt now be ſpent 


Io curious ſearch, to. find out tholedark Parents 
Who gave me to the World ; ſpeak then ZXgeon, 
By all the Gods Celeſtial and Infernal, 
By all the tyes of Nature, Blood and Friendſhip, 
Conceal not from this rack'd deſpairing King 
A point or ſmalleſt grain of what thou know'lt : 
Speak then, O anſwer to my doubts direCly. 
It Royal Polybus was not my Father, 
Why was I calPd his Son ? 

Aige, He, from my Arms, 
Receiv'd you as the faireſt gift of Nature. 
Not but you were adorn'd with all the Riches. 
That Empire could beſtow in coſtly mantles 
Upon its Infant Heir. 


Oed. But was | made the Heir of Corizth's Crown, 


Becauſe Zgeon's hand preſented me ? 
ge. By my advice, 
Being paſt all hope of Children, 
He took, embrac'd, and own*d you for his Son, 

Oed. Perhaps I then am yours; ioſtruCct me, Sir : 
If it be ſo, i'll kneel and weep before you, 

With all the obedience of a penitent child; 
Emploring pardon. 

Kill me it you pleaſe, 

L will not writhe my Body at the wound + 
But ſink upon your feet with a laſt ſigh, 
And ask forgiveneſs with my dying hands, 

Age. O riſe, and call not to this aged cheek 
The little blood which ſhould keep warm my heart; 
You are not mine nor ought I to be bleſt 
With ſuch a God-like oft-ipring: Sir I found you 
Upon the Mount C:rherox. 

oed. © ſpeak, goon, the Air grows ſenſible 

Of the great things you utter, and- is calm : 
The hurry'd Orbs, with ſtorms ſo rack*d of late, 
Seem to ſtand ſtiN, as if that Jove were talking, 
Citheron | ſpeak, the valley of Citheron ! 

Aye. Oft-times before I thither did reſort, 


Charm'd!: 
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Charm'd with the Converſation of a Man 
Who led a rural life, and had command 
O'ce all the Shepherds who about thoſe Vales 
*Tended their numerous Flocks: in this Man's Arms 
I ſaw ac {miling at a fatal Dagger 

e 


Whole point he often offer*d at your throat ; 
But chea you ſmil'd, and then you drew it back ; 
Then lifted it again, you [mil'd again: 

Till he at laſt in fury threw it from him, 

And cry'd aloud, the Gods forbid thy death, 
Then [I ruſl'd in, and, aſter ſome diſcourſe, 
To me he did bequeath your innocent life; 
And I, the welcome care to Polybys. 

Oed. To whom belongs the Maſter of the Shepherds? 

Age. His name I knew nor, or have l forgot, 
That he was of the Family of Lajus, 

I will remember. 

Oed, And is your Friend alive? for if he be 
Pl! buy his preſence tho? it coſt my Crown. 

ge. Your menial attendants beſt can tell 
Whether he lives, or not; and who has now 
His place, 

Foc. Winds hear m2 to ſome barren Iſland, 
Where print of human Feet was never ſeen, 
O'er-grown with Weeds of ſuch a Monſtrous. height, 
Their baleful tops are waſh'd with bellying clouds, 
Beneath whoſe venomous ſhade I may have vent 
For horrour that would blaſt the barbarous World. 

Oed. It there be any here that knows the perſon 
Whom he deſcrib'd, I charge him on his life 
To ſpeak; concealment ſhall be ſadden death: 

But he who brings him forth, ſhall have reward 
Beyond Ambition's Juſt. 

Tyr. His name is Phorbas: 

ocaſta knows him well; but if I may 
Adviſe, Reſt where you are, -and ſeek no farther. 

Oed. Then all goes well, ſince Phorb.s is ſecur*d 
By my Focaſta. Haſte, and bring him forth : 

My Love, my Queen, give Orders. Ha! what means 


Theſe tears and Groans, and Struglings? ſpeak my Fair, 


What are thy troubles ? 

Foe. Yours; and yours are mine : 
Let me conjure you take the Prophets counſel, 
And let this Phorbas go. 

Oed, Not for the Warld. 
By-all the Gods, Pl know my birth, tho' death 
Attends the ſearch: I haye already paſt 
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The middle of the ſtream; and to retura 
Seems greater Jabour than to venture o'er. 
Therefore produce him. 

Joe. Once more, by the Gods, 

| beg, my Oedipus, my Lord, my Lite, 

My Love, my all, my only utmoſt hope, 

I beg you baniſh Phorbss: O, the Gods, 

| kneel, that you may grant this firſt requeſt. 
Deny me all things elſe; but for my ſake, 
And as you prize your own eternal quiet, 
Never let Phcrbass come into your preſence. 

Ved. You mult be raiid, and Phorbs ſhall appear, 
Tho? his dead eyes were Baſilicks: Guards, haſte, 
Search the Queens Lodgings; find and force him hither. 

[ Exeunt Guards. 

Foe. O, Oedipus, yet ſend, 

And ſtop their Entrance, e*er it be too late: 

Unleſs you wiſh to ſee Focaſta rent 

With Furies, ſlain out-right with meer diſtraCtion, 
Keep from your eyes and mine the dreadful Phorbas, 
Forbear this ſearch, II think you more than mortal : 
Will you yet hear me? 

Oed. Tempeſts wil] be heard, 

And Waves will daſh tho? Rocks their Baſis keep —— 
But ſee, they enter, If thou truly lov'ſt me, 
Either forbear this ſubjeR, or retire. 
Enter Azxmon, Guards, w;th Phorbas. 
ec. Prepare then, wretched Prince, prepare to hear: 
A itory, that ſhall turn thee into Stone, 
Could there be hewn a monſtrous Gap in Nature, 
A flaw made through the Center, by ſome God, 
Through which the Groans of Glioſts might itrike thy ears;., 
They would not wound thee, as this ſtory will, 
Hark, hark ! a hollow voice calls out aloud, 
Jocaſta: yes, 111 to the Royal Bed, 
Where ficit the Myſteries of our loves were acted, 
And double dye it with imperial Crimſon; 
Tear of this curling hair, 
Be gorg'd with Fire, ſtab every vital part, 
And when at laſt Pm ſlain, to Crown the horrour 
My poor tormented Ghoſt ſhall cleave the ground,, 
To try if Hell can yet more deeply wound, 

Oed. She's.gone ;- and as ſhe went, methought her eyes-. 
Grew larger, while a thouſand Frantick Spirits 
Seething, like riſing bubbles, oa the: brim, 

Peep'd from the Watry brink, | and glow?d upon me. 
Plt ſeek no more -but huſh my-Gentus up 
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That throws me'on my Fate. ——— Impoſlible! 
O wretched Man, whoſe too too buſy thoughts 
Ride (wifter than the galloping Heav'as round, 
With an Eternal hurry of the Soul: 
Nay there's a time when ev*n the rowling year 
Seems to ſtand ſtill, dead Calms are in the Ocean, 
When not a breath diſturbs the drowzy Waves: 
But Man, the very Monſter of the World, 
Is ne*er at reſt, the Soul for ever wakes, 
Come then, ſince Deſtiny thus drives us on, 
Let's know the bottom. Hemon, you I ſent : 
Where is that Phorbas? | 
Hem, Here, my Royal Lord. 
Oed. Speak firſt, Aigeon, ſay, is this the Man ? 
ge. My Lord it is: tho” time has plough'd that face, 
With many furrows fince I ſaw it firſt ; 
Yet I'm too well acquainted with the ground, quite to forget it. 
Oed. Peace; ſtand back a while. | 
Come hither Friend; I hear thy name is Phorbas. 
Why doſt thou turn thy face? I charge thee anſwer 
To what [ ſhallenquire: Wert thou not once 
The Servant of King Lajws here in Thebes ? ? 
Phor. 1 was, great Sir, his true and faithful Servant ; 
Born and bred up in Court, no Forreign Slave. 
Ocd, What Office hadſt thou? what was thy Employment ? 
Phor, He made me Lord of all his Rural pleaſures, 
For much he loy'd *em: oft I entertaind 
With ſporting Swainxs, o'er whom I had command. 


Oed. Where was thy Reſideace? to what parc o'th' Country 


Didſt thou moſt frequently reſort ? 
Phor. To Mount Citheron and the pleaſant vallies 
W hich all abont-lye ſhadowing its large feet... _ :.. 
Oed. Come forth Ageon. Ha! winy ſtarts thou, Pharby ? 
Forward, 1 ſay, and Face toFace' coniront him,' .- - 
Look wiſtly on him, through him if-thowcanſt, : - ; , 
And tell me on thy Life, ſay; doft thou know him ; 
Didſt thou e*er ſee him? converſe with him ; 
Near Mount Citharon ? 
Phor, Who, my Lord, this Man? 
Oed, This Man, this old, this venerable Man. : 
Speak, didſt thou ever 'meet him there ? | 
Phor, Where, Sacred Sir? 
Oed, Near Mount Cithzron; anſwer to the purpoſe : 
'Tis a King ſpeaks; and Royal minutes are 
Of much more worth than thooſand Valgar years : 
Didſt thou e'er ſee this Mawnear Citheron? F 
 Phor, Moſt ſure, my Lord, 1 have'ſeen ines like thoſe 
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His Viſage bears; but know not where nor when, _ 
Ze. 1st poſlible you ſhould forget your ancient Friend ? 
There are perhaps 
Particulars which may excite your dead remembrance. 
Have you forgot I took an Infant from you, 
Doom'd to be murder'd in that gloomy Vale : 
The Swadling-bands were Purple, wrought with Gold, 
Have you forgot too how you wept and begg'd 
That I ſhould breed him» up, and ask no more ? 
Phor, What-e're | begg d ; thou, like a Dotard, ſpeak'lt 
More than is requiſite : and what of this ? 
Why is it mention'd now? and why, O why 
Doſt thou betray the Secrets of thy Friend ? 
ge. Be not too raſh, That Infant grew at laſt 
A King: and here the happy Monarch ſtands. 
Phor. Ha | Whither would'ſt thou ? O what haſt thou utter'd ! 
For what thou haſt ſaid, Death ſtrike thee dumb for ever. 
Oed. Forbear to curſe the innocent ; and be 
Accurſt thy ſelf, thou ſhifting Traytor, Villain, 
Damn'd Hypocrite, equivocating Slave. 
Phor. O Heaven's! wherein, my Lord, have I offended ? 
Oed. Why ſpeak you not according to my Charge ? 
Bring forth the Rack: ſince Mildneſs cannot win you, 
Torments ſhall force. 
Phor. Hold, hold, O dreadful Sir; 
You will not Rack an innocent old Man. 
Oed. Speak then. . 
Phor. Alas, what would you have me ſay? 
oed. Did this'old Man take from your Arms an Infant ? 
Phor, Hedid: And, Oh! I wiſh to all the Gods, 
Phorbas had periſh'd in that very moment, 
Oed. Moment, Thou ſhalt be Hours, Days, Years a dying. 
Here, bind his hands ; he dallies with my Fury : 
But I ſhall find a way —— 
Phor. My Lord, I faid 
I gave the Infant to him, 
Oed. Was he thy own, or given thee by another ? 
Phoy. He was not mine ; but given me by another. 
Oed, Whence ! and from whom? what City ? of what Houſe? 
Phor. O, Royal Sir, 1 bow me to the ground, 
Would I could fink beneath it : by the Gods, 
I do conjure you to enquire no more. 
Oed. Furies and Hell ! Hemon, bring forth the Rack; 
Fetch hither Cords, and Knives, and ſulphurous Flames : 
He ſhall be bound, and gaſh'd, his Skin flead off, 
And burnt alive. 
Pher. Q ſpare my Age, 
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Oed. Riſe then, and ſpeak. 

Phor, Qread Sir, I will, | 

oed. Who gave that Infant to thee ? 

Phor. One of King Lajw*s Family. 

Oed. O, you immortal Gods! but ſay, who was't ? 
Which of the Family of Lajws gave it? 
A Servant 3 or ore of the Royal Blood ? 

Fbcr. O Wretched State! I dye, uuleis I ſpeak; 
And, if 1 ſpeak, moſt certain death attends me ! 


Oed, Thou fhalt not dye, Speak then, who was it, ſpeak, 


While I have ſenſe to underſtand the horror ; 
For I grow cold. 
Phor. The Queen Foccafta told me 
It was her Son by Zajw. | 
Oed. O you Gods ! Butdid ſhe give it thee ? 
Phor. My Lord, ſhe did. 


Oed. Wherefore, for what? —O break not yet my Heart, 


Tho? my Eyes burſt, no matter : wilt thou tell me, 
Or muſt I ask for ever ? for what end? 
Why gave ſhe thee her Child ? 

Phor. To murder it; 

Oed. O more than favage ! murder ber own: Bowels ! 
Without a caule ! 

Phor. There was a dreadful one, 

Which had foretold that moſt unhappy Son 
Should kill his Father, and enjoy his Mother. 

Oed, But, one thing more, 

Foccaſta told me thou wert by the Chariot | 
When the old King wag{lsig-? Speak, 1 eonjure thee, 
For I ſhall never ask thee ought again, 

What was the number of the Aſlaſſinates ? 

Phor. "The dreadful-deed: was acted but; by one; 
And ſure that one had. much of off your reſemblance. 

Oed. *Tis well! I thank you Gods! %is. wondrous well ! 
- Daggers and Poiſon; O there is no need - ” 

For my diſpatch; and you, you mercilefs Pow'rs, 
Hoard up your Thunder-ſtones ; keep, keep your Bolts 
For Crimes of little note. 

Ade, Help, Hemen, help, and bow. him gently. forwacd ; 
Chafe, chafe his Temples.: how the mighty Spirits, 
Half ſtrang!'d with the damp his Sorrows raigd, 
Struggle for vent: but ſee, he breaths again, 

And vigorous Nature breaks through-al oppoſitian; 
How fares my Royal Friend: | 

Oed. The worle fop you, 
© barbarous Men, and oh the hated light, 
Why did yeu force me back to curſe the day; 
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To curſe my Friends ; to blaſt with this dark breath 
The yet untainted Earth and circling Air ? 
To raiſe new Plagues, and call new Vengeance down, 
Why did you tempt the Gods, and dare to tonch me ? 
Methinks there?s not a hand that graſps this Hell 
But ſhould run up like Flax all blazing Fire, 
Stand from this ſpot, 1 wiſk you as my Friends, 
And come not near me, leſt the gaping Earth 
Swallow you tov——Lo, | am gone already. | 
Draws, and claps bis Sword to his Breaft, whicy Adraſtus 
ſtrikes away with his Foot. 
Adr. You ſhall no more be truſted with your Life : 
Creon, Alcander, Hemon, help to hold him. 
Oed Cruel Adraſtus |! Wilt thou, Hemon too ? 
Are theſe the obligations of my Friends, 
O worſe than worſt of my moſt barbarous Foes '. 
Dear, dear Adraftus, look with half an Eye 
On my unheard of woes, and judge thy {elf, 
If it be fit that ſuch a wretch ſhould live! 
O, by theſe melting Eyes, unusd to weep, 
With all the low ſnbmiſſions of a Slave, 
I do conjure thee give my horrors way ; 
Talk not of Liſe, for that will make me rave : 
As well thou may'ſt adviſe a tortur?d wretch, 
All mangled o'er from head to foot with wounds, 
And his bones broke, to wait a better day, 
Adr. My Lord, you ask me things impoſſible ; 
And I with Juſtice ſhould be thought your Foe, 
To leave you in this Tempeſt of your Soul. 
Tho baniſh'd Thebes, in Corinth you may Reign 
Th? Infernal Pow?*cs themſelves exact no more : 
Calm then your rage, and once more ſeek the Gods, 
Oed. I'll have no more to do with Gods, nor Men : 
Hence from my Arms, avant. Enjoy thy Mother ! 
What, violate, with Beſtial appetite, 
The ſacred Veils that wrapt thee yet unborn, 
This is not to be born; hence; off, I ſay! 
For they who lett my Vengeance, make themfelyes 
Accomplices in my moſt horrid guilt. | 
Adr. Let it be ſo, we'll fence:Heay*ns fury from you, 
And ſuffer altogether : This pethaps, : 
When ruin comes, may help to break your fall. 
Oed. O that, as oft I have at Azhens ſeen 
The Stage ariſe, and the big Clouds deſcend ; 
So now In very deed I might behold 
The pond?rous Earth, and all yon. marble Roof 
Meet, like the hands of Fove, = crath Mankind ; 
2 
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For all the Elements, and all the Pow'rs 

Celeſtial, nay, Terreſtrial and Infernal, 

Conſpire the Rack of our.calt Oedipns, 
Fall darkneſs then, and everlaſting night 

Shadow the Globe ; may the San never dawn, 

The Silver Moon be blotted from her Otcb; 

And for an univerſal rout of Nature 

Through all the inmoſt Chambers of the sky, 

May there not be a glimpſe, one Starry ſpatk, 

Rut Gods meet Gods, and juſtle in the dark. 

That jars may riſe, and wrath Divine be hurPd, 

Which may to Atoms ſhake the ſolid World. f Exeunt, 


— " _ 


ACT .: SCENE L 


Creon, Akander, Pyracmon. 


Cre. E fa is at length my own ; and all my wiſhes, 
Which ſure: were great as Royalty e're form'd, 

Fortune and my auſpicious Stars have Crown'd. 

O Diadem, thou Center of Ambition, 

Where all its different Lines, are reconciPd, 

As if thou wert the burning-glaſs of Glory ! 

Pyr. Might I be Counſellor, I wou'd intreat you 

To cool alittle, Sir ; 

Find out Ewrydice ; ' 

And, with the reſfolation of a Man 

Mark'd out for greatneſs, give the fatal choice | 
Of Death or Marriage, 

Ale. Survey curs'd. Oedipus, 
As one who, tho. unfortunate, *s beloy*d, | 
Thovght innocent, and. therefore much lamented | 
By all the Thebans ; you muſt mark him dead : 
Since nothing but: his death, not baniſhment, 
Can give aſſurance to your doubtful Reign. - | 

Cre, Well have you done to. ſnatch me from the ſtorm: 
Of racking Tranſport, where the little ſtreams 
Of Love, Revenge, and all the under Paſſions, 

As Waters are by ſucking Whick-pools drawn, 
Were quite devyour'd inthe vaſt. Gulph of. Empire :- 
Therefore Pyracmon, as you boldly urgd, 

Ewrydice ſhall dye, or be my Bride, © 

. Alcander, Summon to. their Maſter's aid. 
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My Menial Servants, and all thoſe whom change 
Of State, and hope of the new Monarch's Favour, 
Can win to take our part: Away. What now ? 


Enter Hxmon. 


When He«mox weeps, without the help of Ghoſts, 
I may foretel| there is a fatal Cauſe. 
Hem. Ist poſſible you ſhould be ignorant 
Of what has happen'd to the deſperate King : 
Cre, I know no more, but that he was conduted 
Into his Cloſet, where I ſaw him fling 
His trembling Body on the Royal Bed : 
All left him there, at his deſire, alone : 
But ſure no ill, unleſs he dy'd with grief, 
Could happen, for you bore his Sword away. 


Hem. 1 did; and, having lock*d the door, I ſtood,. 


And through a chink I found, not only heard, 
But ſaw him, when he thought no Eye beheld him : 
At firſt, deep ſighs heav'd from his woful Heart, 
Murmurs and groans, that ſhook the outward Rooms, 
And art thou ſtill alive, O wretch! he cry'd ? 
Then groan'd again, as if his ſorrowful.Soul 
Had crack*d the ſtrings of Life, and burſt away. 

Cre. I weep to hear ; how then ſhould I have griey'd 
Had I beheld this wondrous heap of Sorrow ! 
But, to the fatal period. 

Hem. Thrice he ſtruck, 
With all his force, his hollow groaning Breaſt, 
And thus, with out-cries, to himſelf complain'd. 
But thou canſt weep then, and thou thinkſt tis well,. 
Theſe bubbles of the ſhalloweſt emptieſt ſorrow, 
Which Children vent for toys, and Women rain 
For any trifle their fond Hearts. are ſet on; 
Yet theſe thou think®ſt are ample ſatisfaCtion 
For bloodieſt Murder, and for burning Luſt : 
No, Parricide, if thou muſt weep, weep bloud ; 
Weep Eyes, inſtead of Tears : O, by the Gods, 
"Tis greatly thought, he cry?d, and fits my woes. 
Which ſaid, he ſmil*'d revengefully, and leapt 
Upon the floor ; thence gazing at the Skies, 
His Eye-balls fiery Red, and glowing vengeance, 
Gods, 1 accuſe you not, tho 1 no more 
Will view your Heav's, till with more durable glaſſes, 
The mighty Soul's immortal Perſpectives, 
I find your dazling Beings: Take, he cry'd, 
Take, Eyes, your laſt, your fatal farewel-view. 


Fx. Alcander, 
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When with a groan that ſeem'd the call of Death, 

With horrid force lifting his impious hands, 

He ſnatch'd, he tore, from forth their bloody Orbs, 

 'The Balls of ſight, and daſh't em on the ground. 
Cre. A Maſter-picce of horror; new and dreadful! 
Hem. | ran to ſucccur him z but, oh ! too late ; 

For he had pluck*d the remnant ſtrings away, 

What then remains, but that I find 7zreſi.s, 

Who, with his Wiſdom, may allay thoſe Furies 


That haunt his gloomy Soul ? Ex, 


Cre. Heay*®n will reward 
Tiy care; moſt honeſt, faithſul, fooliſh Hemon ? 
But ſee, Alcander enters, well attended. 
Enter Alcander, attended. 
| ſee thon haſt been diligent. 
Alc. Nothing theſe 
For number to the Crouds that ſoon will follow; 
Be reſolute, 
And call your utmoſt Fury to revenge, 
Cre. Ha! thou haſt given 
TI? Alarm to Cruelty ; and never may 
Theſe Eyes be clos*d, till they behold Adraft us 
Stretch*d at the feet of falle Exrydice. 
Enter Adraſtus, Eurydice, attended. 
Adr. Alas Eurydice, what fond raſh Man, 
What inconſiderate and ambitious Fool, 
That ſhall hereafter read the Fate of Oedipns. 
Will dare, with his frail hand, to graſp a Scepter ? 
Ear, ? Tis true, a Crown ſeems dreadful, and I wiſh 
That you and I, more lowly plac'd, might paſs 
Our ſofter hours in humble Cells away : 
Not but I love you to that infinite height, 
I could ( O wondrous proof of fierceſt Love ) 
Be greatly wretched in a Court with you, 
Agr. Take then this moſt Jov*d innocence away z 
Fly from tumultuous Thebes , 
From Blood and Murder, 
Fly from the Author of all Villanics, 
Rapes, Death, and Treaſon, from that Fury Creoz , 
Vouchſaſe thar I, o're-joyd, may bear you hence, 
And at your feet preſent the Crown of Argos, 
: Creon and Attendants come np to bim. 
Cre. I have o're-heard thy black defign, Adraſts : 
And therefore, as a Traytor to this State, 
Death ought to be thy Lot : let ir ſuffice 
That Thebes ſurveys thee as a Prince ; abuſe not 
Fiec proffer'd mercy, but retire betimes, 


Leſt 
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Leſt ſhe repent and haſten on thy Doom, 
Adr. Think not, moſt abject, 

Moſt abhorr'd of Men, 

Adraſins will vouchſafe to anſwer thee z 

Tbebanzs, to you l juſtifie my Love: 

I have addreſs'd my Prayers to this fair Princes: 
But, if I ever meant a violence, 

Oc thought to Raviſh, as that Traitor did, 

What humbleſt Adorations could not win ; 

Brand me, you Gods, blot me with foul diſhonour, 
And ler Men curſe me by the name of Cyeon. 

Exr, Hear me, O Thebans, if you dread the wrath 
Of her whom Fate ordain'd to be your Queen, 
Hear me, and dare not, as you prize your lives, 
To take the part'of that Rebellious Traitor.. 

By the Decree of Royal Oedipus, 
By Queen Focaſta's order, by what's more, 
My own dear Vows of everlaſting Love, 
t here reſign to Prince Adraftus Arms 
All that the World can make me Miſtreſs of. 
Cre. O perjur*d Woman! 
Draw all; and whenT give the word, fall on, 
Traytor, reſign the Princeſs, or: this moment 
Expect, with all thoſe moſt unfortunate wretches, 
Upon this ſpot ſtraight to-be hewa in pleces. 
Adr. No, Villain, no; 
With twice thoſe odds of Men, 
I doubt not in this Cauſe 
To vanquiſh thee, 
Captain, remember to your Care l give 
My Love; Ten thouſand thouſand times more dear: 
Than Life, or Liberty, 
Cre. Fall on, A'cander. 
Pyracmon, you and I mnſt wheel-about 
For nobler Game, the Princeſs. 
Adr. Ah, Traitor doſt thou ſhun me? 
Follow, follow, 
My brave Companions; ſee, the Cowards fly, 


[ Exiz fighting : Creon*s Party beaten off. by Adraltus. , 


Enter Oedipus. 
Oed. O, 'tis too little this ? thy loſs of Sight; 
What has it done ? I ſhall be gaz'd at now 
The more z .be pointed at, There goes the Monſter e - 
Nor have I hid my horrors from myſelf; 
For tho? corporeal Light be loſt for ever, 
The bright reflefting Soul, through glaring Opticks, . 


Preſents.in larger ſize her black Idea's- 
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Doubling the bloody proſpe&t of my Crimes : 
Holds Fancy down, and makes her act again, 
With Wife, and Mother, Tortures, Hel), and Furies. 
Ha! now the baleful off:ſprings brought to light! 
In horrid form they rank themſelves before me ; 
What ſhall I call this Medly of Creation ? 
Here one, with all th cds: of a Son, 
Borrowing Focaſta's look, kneels at my Feet, 
And calls me Father, there a ſturdy Boy, 
Reſembling Lajws juſt as when 1 kill'd him, 
Bears up, and with his cold Hand grasping mine, 
Cries out, How fares my Brother O:dipus ? 
What, Sons and Brothers ! Siſters and Daughters too ? 
Fly all, begon, fly from my whirling Brain , 
Hence, Inceſt, Murder; herice, you ghaſtly Figures ! 
O Gods ! Gods, anſwer ; is there any mean 
Let me go mad, or dye. 

Enter Jocaſta, 

Foc. Where, where is this moſt wretched of Mankind, 
This ſtately Image of Imperial Sorrow, 

Whoſe ſtory told, whoſe very name but mention'd, 
Would cool the rage of Feavers, and unlock 

The hand of Luſt from the pale Virgins Hair, 
And throw the Raviſher before her Feet ? 

Oed. By all my fears, I think Focafta's voice ! 
Hence ; fly; begon : O thou far worſe than worit 
Of damning Charmers! O abhorr'd, loathyd Creature ! 
Fly, by the Gods, or by the Fiends, I charge thee, 
Far as the Eaſt, Weſt, North, or South of Heav'n; 
But thiak not thou ſhalt ever enter there : 

The Golden Gates are barr'd with Adamant, 
*Gainſt thee, and me; and the Celeſtial Guards, 
Still as we riſe, will daſh our Spirits down. 

Foe. O wretched Pair ! O greatly wretched we ! 
Two Worlds of Woe ! | 

Oed Art thou not gone then? Ha! 

How dar'ſt thou ſtand the Fury of the Gods ? 
Or com?ſt thou in the Grave to reap new pleaſures ? 


Foe. Talk on: till thou mak*®ſt mad my rowling Brain , 
Groan ſtill more-Death; and may thoſe diſmal ſources 


Still bubble on, and pour forth Blood and Tears. 
Methinks at ſuch a meeting, Heav'n ſtands ſtill 
The Sea nor Ebbs, nor Flows: this Mole-hill Earth 
Is heav*d no more : the buſie Emmets ceaſe 
Yet hear me on 
Oed. Speak then, and blaſt my Soul, 
Zoc. O, my lovy'd Lord, tho' I reſolve a Ruine 
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To match my Crimes; by all my Miſeries, 
?Tis horror, worſe than thouſand thouſand deaths, 
To ſend me hence without a kind farewel. 
O0ed. Gods, how ſhe ſhakes me ! ſtay thee, O Focoſts, 
Speak ſomething e*r thou goeſt for ever from me. 
Foc. 'Tis Woman's weakneſs that I would be pity'd ; 
Pardon me then, O greateſt, tho* moſt wretched, 
Of all thy Kind ; my Soul is on the brink, 
And ſees the boiling Furnace jult beneath : 
Do not thou puth me off, and I will go 
With ſuch a willingneſs, as if that Heav'a 
With all.its Glories glow'd for my reception. 
Oed. O, in my Heart, I feel the pangs of Nature; 
It works with kindneſs o'r : Give, give me way; 
I feel a melting here, a tenderneſs, 
Too mighty for the anger of the Gods : 
Direct me to thy knees, yet oh forbeare 
Leſt the dead Embers ſhould revive, 
Stand off and at juſt diſtance 
Let me groan my horrors here 
On the Earth, here below my utmoſt Gale ; 
Here ſob my ſorrows, till ] burſt with ſighing : 
Here gaſp and Languiſh out iny won Soul. 
Joc. 1D ſpight of all thoſe Crimes, the cruel Gods 
Can charge me with, I kaow my Innocence; 
Know yours: 'tis Fate alone that makes us yretched, 
For you are ſtill my Husband. 
Oed. Swear I am, 
And I'll believe thee, ſteal into thy Arms, 
Renew endearments, think 'em no pollytions, 
But chaſte as Spirits joys : gently ll come, 
Thus weeping blind, like dewy Night, upon thee, 
And fold thee ſoftly in my Arms to ſlumbers. 
[The Ghoſt of Lajus aſcends by degrees pointing ot Jocaſta, 
Foc. Begone, my Lord ! Alas, what are we doing ? 
Fly from my Arms ! Whirl-winds, Seas, Continents, 
And Worlds, divide us ! O thrice happy thou, 
Who haſt nouſe of Eyes; for here's a ſight 
Would turn the melting Face of Mercy's ſe 
To a wild Fury, 
Oed. Ha! what ſeeſt thou there ? 
Foe, The Spirit of my Husband ! O the Gods) 
How wan he looks! 
Oed. Thou rav'it; thy Husband's here. 
Foe. There, there he mounts, 
In circling fire, amongſt the bluſhing Clonds ! 
_ And ſee, he wayes Jocafts from the World ! 
oe 
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| Ghoſt. Fucaſta, Ordipus. [Vaniſh with Thunder, * 


Oed, What wouldit thon have ? 
Thou know?ſt I cannot come to thee, detain'd 
In darkneſs here, and kept from means of death. 
I've keard a Spirits force is wonderful ;. 
At whoſe approach when ſtarting from his Dungeon, 
The Earth does ſhake, and the old Ocean groans, 
Rocks are remoy*d, and Towers are Thundred down : 
And walls of Braſs, and Gates of Adamant, 
Are paſſable as Air, and fleet like Winds. 

Foc. Was that a Raven's Croak or my Son?s voice ? 
No matter which; I'll to the Grave and hide me: 
Earth open or ll tear thy bowels up. 

Hack! he goes on, and-blabs the deed of Inceſt, 

Oed. Strike then, Imperial Ghoſt ;, daſh all at once 
This houſe of Clay into a thouſand pieces : 

That my poor lingring Soul may take her flight 
To your immortal Dwellings. 

Joc. Haſte thee then, 
Or 1 ſhall be before thee: See, thou canſt not ſee, 
Then I willtell thee that my wings are on : 
Fil mount, Vilfly, and. with a port Divine 
Glide all along the gaudy Milky ſoil, 
To find my Lejus out ; ask every God 
Ja his bright Palace, if he knows my Lajws, 
My Murder'd Lajuu! 

Oed. Ha! how?s this, Focaſfta ? 
Nay, if thy brain be ſick, then thou art happy, 

oc, Ha! will yow not 2 ſhall Lnot find him out? 

ill you not ſhow him? are my tears deſpis'd ? 

Why, then ll thunder, yes, I will be mad, 

Ard fright you with my cries: yes, cruel Gods, 

Tho? Vultures, Eagles, Dragons tear my heart, 

Fll ſnatch Celeſtial flames, fire all your dwellings, 

Melt down your golden-Roofs, and make your doors. 

Of Cryſtal fly from off their Diamond Hinges; 

Drive you all ont from your Ambroſial Hives,. 

To ſwarm like Bees about the field of Heav'n z 

This will 1do unleſs you ſhew me Zajws, 

My dear, my Murder'd Lord. O Lajs! Lojus! Laju! 


IF (Ex. Jocalta: 
Oed. Excellent grief! why, this is as it ſhould be ! 
No Mourning can be ſuitable to Crimes 
Like ours, but what death makes, or madneſs. forms. 
L cou*d have wiſh'd methought for ſight again, 
Fo mark the gallantry of. her diſtraCtion: 
Her blazing Eyes darting the. wandring Stars,. 
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T' have ſeen her mouth the Heav?ns and mate the Gods, 
While with her Thundring Voice ſhe menac'd high, 
And every Accent twang'd with ſmarting ſorrow ; 
But what's all this to thee? thou Coward yet 
Art living, canſt not, wilt not find the Road 
Tothe great Palace of magnificent Death ; 
Tho' thouſand ways lead to his thouſand doors, 
Which day and night are ſtill unbarr?*d for all. 
Claſhing of Swords: Drums aud Trumpets without. 
Hark! *tis the noiſe of claſhing Swords! the ſound 
Comes near: O, that a Battle would come o'er me ? 
If I but graſp a Sword: or wreſt a Dagger, 
I'll make a ruine with the ficſt that falls. 
Enter Hzmon, with Guards, 
Hem. Seize him, and bear him to the Weſtern Tow'r. 
Pardon me, Sacred Sir I am inform'd 
That Creon has deſigns upon your life : 
Forgive me then, if, to preſerve you from him, 
I order your Confinement, 
Oed, Slaves unhand me, 
I think thou haſt a Sword : *twas the wrong ſide. 
Yet, cruel Hemor, think not I will live; 
He that could tear his Eyes out, ſure can find 
Some deſperate way to ſtifle this curſt breath; 
Or if I ſtarve / but that's a lingring Fate; 
Or if [ leave my brains upon the wall! 
The Aiery Soul can eaſily o'er-ſhoot. 
Thoſe bounds with which thou ſtriv?ſt to pale her in: 
Yes, I will periſh in deſpight of thee; 
And, by the 1aze that ſtirs me, if I meet thee. 
In the other World I'll curſe thee for this uſage. [ Exit, 
Hem. Tirefas, after him1 and with your counſel 
Adviſe him humbly; charm, if poſlible, 
Theſe feuds within : while 1 without extinguiſh, 
Or periſh in th* Attempt, the Furious Creon; 
That Brand which ſets our City in a Flame. 
Tir. Heay'n proſper your intent, and give a period 
To all your Plagues: what old Tirefias can 
Shall ſtraight be done. Lead, Manto tothe Tow?®r. [ Ex. Tir. Mants: 
Hem. Follow me all, and help to part this Fray, [Trumpets again. 
Or fall together in the bloody broil. Ex. 
Enter Creog with Euridice, Pyracmon and bis Party giving 
ground to Adraſtus. 
Cre. Hold, hold your Armes, Adraftus Prince of Argos, 
Hear, and behold; Emrydice is my Priſoner, 
Adr. What would*ſt thou, Hell-hound ? ' 
Cre. See this brandiſh'd Dagger : 
I 2 Forgo 
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Forgo th*advantage which thy Arms have won, 
Or, by the Blood, which trembles through the Heart 
Of her whom more than life 1] know thou Joy'lt, 
F'1l bury to the haft, in her fair Breaſt, 
This Inftrument of my Revenge. 
Ad. Stay thee, damn'd wretch ; hold, ſtop thy bloody hand. 
Cre. Give oxder then, that on this inftant now, 
Fhis moment, all thy Soldiers ſtraight disband. 
Adr, Away my Friends, ſince Fate has ſo allotted z 
Begone, and leave me to the Villains mercy. 
Eur. Ab, my Adraſtus | call *em, call em back?! 
Stand there ; come back ! O, cruel bacbarous Men ! 
Could you then leave your Lord, your Prince, yous King, 
After (0 bravely having fought his Caule, 
To periſh by the hand of this baſe Villain ? 
Why rather ruſh you not at once together 
Alt to his ruine > drag him through the Streets, 
Hang his contagious Quarters on the Gates ;, 
Nor let my death affright you. 
Cre. Dye firſt thy ſelf then. | 
Adz. O, I charge thee, hold. 
Hence, from my preſence all: he*s not my Friend 
That diſobeys : See, art thou now appeas'd ? Er. Attendantr 
Or. is there ought elſe yet remains to do 
That can atone to thee ? lake thy thirſt of Blood 
Wick mine : but ſave, O ſave that innocent wretch. 
Cre. Forego thy Sword, and yield thy ſelf my Priſoner. 
Exr, Yet while there's any dawn-of hope to ſave 
Thy precious life, my dear Adraftus, 
- What-e'er thou doſt, deliver not thy Sword ; 
With that thou may'ſt get off, tho' odds oppoſe thee * 
Fos me, O, fear not 3 no, he dares not touch me 3 
His horrid love, will ſpare me. Keep thy Sword; 
Lefiq be raviſh'd after thou act ſlain, 
Adr. Inftrut me, Gods! What ſhall Adraftus do? 
Cre. Do what thou: wilt, when ſhe is dead :- my Soldiers: 
With numbers will o'er-pow?r thee. Ist thy. wiſh. 
Ewrydice ſhould-fall before thee # 
. dts. Traitor, nNO:: 
Better, that thop and I, and all Mankind: 
Should be no-more.. 
Cream, Then caſt thy Sword:away,. 
And yield thee to-my mercy, or I ſtrike: 
Adv. Hold thy rais'd Arm ;. give me a- moments pauſe, 
My Father, when he bleſt me, gave.me this; 
My Son, faid he, tt this be thy laſt refuge. 
XK thog forgor'ſt is, miſery attends-thee. :. 


OEDIPUS 


Yet Love now charms it from me ; which in all 
The hazards of my life I never loſt. 
"Tis thine, my faithful Sword, my only Truſt ; 
Tho my Heart tells me that the Gift is fatal. 
Cre. Fatal! Yes, fooliſh Love-ſick Prince, it ſtall ; 
Thy Arrogance, thy Scorn, 
My wounds remembrance, 
Turn all at once the fatal point npon thee: 
Pyracmon tO the Palace, diſpatch 
The King : hang Hemon-up, for he is Loyal, 
And will oppoſe me: Come, Sir, are you ready ?- 
Adr. Yes, Villain, for whatever thou canſt dare. 
Ewr, Hold Creox, or through me, through me you wound! 
Adr. Off, Madam, or we periſh both; behold. 
I'm not unarm*d, my. Ponyard's.in my hand :: 
Fherefore away, 
Exr, Pll guard: your life with mine. 
Cre, Dye both then ; there is now notime for dallying. 
[ Kill; Eurydice. 
Eur. Ah, Prince, farewell !' farewell, my dear Adreſtas. [ Dies; 
Ady. Unheard of Monſter ! eldeſt born of Hell! 
Down, to thy Primitive Flames. | [ S1abs Creon. 
Cre. Help, Soldiers, help:: 
Revenge me. 
Adr. More, yet more: a thouſand'wounds! 
Pll ſtamp thee ſtill, thus, to the gaping Furies. 
[ Adraſtus falls, kill'd by the SoldieNs.. 


Enter Hzmon, Guards with Alcander, and Pyracmon bound: 
the Aſſaſſins are ariven off. 


© Hemosn, Tam ſlain; nor need I name 

The inhumane Author of all Villagies ; 

There he lics gaſping. | 
Cre. If I muſt plunge in Flames,. 

Burn firſt my Arm. baſe Inſtrument, uafit 

To act the diftates of my daring Mind: 

Burn, burn for ever, O weak ſubſtitate. 

Of that, the God, Ambition. : [Die s.. 
Ade. She's gonez. O deadly Marks-mag, in the Heart ! 

Yet in the pangs of death ſhe graſps my Hand : 

Her Lips too tremble, as if ſhe would ſpeak 

Her laſt Farewel. O, Oedipme, thy fall 

Is great ; and nobly now thou goelt attended }' 

They: talk of Heroes, and Celeſtial Beauties, 

And wondrous pleaſures in the other World ; 

Let me but find her thexe,. I ask no more, |, [ Dyes: 


+» - 


OEDIPUS. 
Enter a Captain tro Hzmon: with Tireſias and Manto, 
.Cap O, Sir, the Queen Focaſts, ſwift and wild, 
As a robb'd Tygreſs bounding o're the Woods, 
Has ated Murders that amaze mankind: 
In twiſted Gold I ſaw her Daughters hang 
On the Bed Royal; and her little Sons 


Stabb?d through the breaſts upon the bloody Pillows. 


Hem. Relentleſs Heav?ns! -is then the Fate of Lajw. 


Never to be Ator'd? How iacred ought 


Kings lives be held, when but the Death of one 
'Demands an Empire's blood for Expiation ? 
But ſee! the furious mad Focaſ#a's here. 

Scene draws, and diſcovers Jocaſta beld by ber Women, aud (tabb'g 
in many places of ber boſom, .her hair diſhevePd, her Chilarey 
ſlain upon the Bed. 

Was ever ſuch a'ſightof-ſo much horror, 
And pity, brought to 'view! . 
Foe. Ah, cruel Women ! 
W11l you not let me take my laſt farewel 
Of thoſe dear Babes ? O let merun and feal 
My melting Soul upon their bubling wounds! 
V'] print upon their Coral months ſuch kiſles, 
As ſhall recall their wandring Spirits home, 
Let me go, let me-go, or 1 will tear you piece-meal, 
Help, Hemon, help: 
Help, Oedipws; help, Godsz Focafta dyes. 
Enter Oedipus above. 
Oed, Pre found a Window, and | thank the Gods, 
Tis quite uabarr'd : ſure by the diſtant noiſe, 
The height will fit my Fatal purpoſe well. 
Foc. What hoa, my Oedipus; ſee where he ſtands! 
His groping-Ghoſt is lodg*d upon a Tow?r, 
Nor can it ficd the Road : Mount, mount my Soul ; 
PII wrap thy ſhivering Spirit in Lambent Flames! and ſo we'll ſail ; 
But ſee! we're landed on the happy coaſt ; 
And all the Golden Strands are cover'd o'er 
With glorious Gods, that come to try our cauſe : 
ove, ove, whoſe Majeſty now ſinks me down, 
e who himſelf burns in unlawful Fires, 
Shall judge, and ſhall acquit us. O, ?tis done 3 
*Tis fixt by Fate, upon Record Divine : | 
AndOedipus ſhall be now ever mine. [ Dyer. 
Oed. Speak, Hemon; what has Fate be doing there ? 
What dreadful deed has mad Focafta done ? 
Hem. The _ her ſelf, and. all your wretched OfEſpring, 
Are by her Fury ſlain. | 
*.Oed. By all my woes, 
| She 


OEDIPUS. 


She has out.done me, in revenge and murder 
And 1 ſhould envy her the ſad applauſe: 
But, Oh! my Children! Oh, what have they done ? 
This was not like the mercy of the Heay?ns, 
To ſet her madneſs en ſuch Cruelty : 
This ſtirs me more than all my ſufferings, 
And with my laſt breath 1 muſt call you Tyrants. 
Hem. What mean you, Sir ? 
Oed. Focafta lo, I come. 
O, Lajw, Labdacus, and all you: Spirits 
Of the Cadmean Race, prepare to meet me,. 
All weeping rang'd along the gloomy Shore; 
Extend your Arms t*embrace me; for I come; 
May all the Gods too from their Battlements 
Behold and wonder at a._Mortal's daring 
And, when I knock the Goal of dreadful death,. 
Shout and applaud me with a clap of Thunder : 
Once more, thus wing'd by horrid Fate, I. come 
Swift as a falling Meteor ;- lo, I flye, 
And thus go downwards, to the darker Sky. 
Thunder. He flings bimſelf from the Window: 
The Thebans gather about bis Body. 
Hyimon. © prophet, Oedipws is now no more | 
O curs'd effeCt of the moſt deep deſpair! 
oed, Ceaſe your complaints, and bear his body hence : 
The dreadful ſtght. will daunt the drooping Thebans, 
Whom Heayv'n decrees to raiſe- with. Peace. and Glory ;: 
Yet by theſe terrible examples warn'd, 
The ſacred Fury that allarms the World. 
Let none, tho neer ſo virtuous, Great, and High, , 
Be judg'd entirely bleſt before they dye. 


Books Printed for Thoms. Chapman. 


Cefar's-Commentaries, Fol. Oedipus, by Mr. Dryden. 
Plutarchs Morals. Abdelazer. 
Kettlewell on the Sacrament, Conntry-IWre- 
Ld. Hallifax*s Advice to a Daughter. Thrabim the Illuſtrious Baſſa, 
Dr. Horneck's Fire of the Altar. Heir of Morocco. 
Rule of Behaviour Paſtor Fido or theFaithfulShepherd.: 
Plays. Conmry. Wife, 
— ©By Mr. Z With al forts of pl 
benubo dy Mc. Zee. With all ſorts 0 Plays- 


EPILOGUE.. 


EPILOGUE. 


WH PIO owl [ap alone,. 

Onr P wh {or more than:one; 

And therefore Two to 5p 4 my e-piece,; 

With all their prakg,f ay aw the e pon ORs __ from Greece, 
A meight that bent even Seneca's ſtrong Muſe 
And-which Corneille' NE or refuſe 


So hard it is th A Arbentad TORT, 
So thuch Two Conſuls yield to. 9x. i ye ng. 
Terror and Pity this whole Poems (way ; -. 


The mightieſt Machines that can tonnt' a Play; 
How heavy will thoſe vulgar Souls be found, 
Whom Two ſuch Engines cannot move from gre! nd 

When Greece and Rome have fmil'd upon this Birth, 
Tewcan but damn for ene poor ſpot of Earth : 

"And whey your Children ay fl your judement ſuch, 
They ll farn their Sires, and w:jb themſelves born Dutch; 
Each hanghty Poet will infer with eaſe, 

How much 3 his Wit muſt ander-write to pleaſe. 

As ſome ſtrong Churle ery brandiſhing advance 
The monument al Sword" that conquer d France ; 
So you by judging this, your Fudgwents teach 
Thus far you like, that is, thus far you reach. 

Since they the Vote of fall Two thouſand Tears 
Has Crown'd this Plot, and all the Dead are theirs; 

Think it a Debt you pay, not Alms you give, 

Avda itt f Jour own defence, let this Plas Feve. 
Think 'em not vain; when Sop twvalds '& is "ff wn, 
Topraiſediis worth, t hombly doubt their bn «ox 
Tet as weak States each others Row'r aſe, —_ A 
Weak Poets by conunttion ae ftcure, . * 

Their Treat is what your Pitats reliſh =" 
Charm! Song | amd Show ! 4 Murder, anda "_ 6 
Fe know not what you can defire,or hope, by 3 
Ta pleaſe a eres but burning of a Pope. 
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by RE. for R. Bentley 1n Ruſſel-Street, near - the Piazza 1: * 
went-Garden, and F. Tonſon at the Judge's Head in 
C Lancery-lane, M DC.-LXXXVII -& 


To the Right Honourable 


LAWRENCE, 
EARL of ROCHESTER, &c. 


My Lord, 


'R HE Authors of this Poem, preſent it humbly to your 


$ Lordſhips Patronage, if you ſhall think, it worthy of 
7 that honour. It has already been a Confeſſour, and 
vas almoſt made a Martyr for the Royal Cauſe. But having 
food two Tryals from its Enemies, one before it was AGted, an- 
aher in the Repreſentation, and having been in both acquitted, 
"tis now to fland the Publick Cenſure in the reading : * Where 
face, of neceſſity, it muſt have the ſame Enemies, we hope it | 
may alſo find the ſame Friends; and therein we are ſecure not 
mly of the greater Number, but of the more Honeſt aud Loyal 
Party. We only expefted bare Fuſtice in the Permiſſion ta have 
it Atied; and that we had, after a ſevere and long Examina- 
"tion, from an Upright and knowing Judge, who having heard 
th- ſides, and examin'd the Merits of the Cauſe in a ftri 
#ſal of the Play, gave Sentence for us,that it was neither a - 
Libel, nor a Parallel of particular Perſons. In the Repreſen- 
tation it ſelf, it was perſecuted with ſo notorious Malice by one 
fide, that it procur d us the Partiality of the other , ſo that the 
Favour more than recompenc d the Prejudice: And tis happier 
to have been ſau'd (if ſo we were) by the Indulgence of our 
good and faithful Fellow-Subjets, than by our own Deſerts ; © 
becauſe thereby the weakneſs of the Fafion is diſcover d, which 
in us,at that time,attack'd theGovernment'; and ſtood combin'd 
the the Members of the Rebellious League, againſt the Lawful . 
 'oeraign Authority. To what Topique will they have recourſe, 
ben they are manefe/ly beaten from their chief Poſt, which ha _ 
* A 2 | alwa r 5. 
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al pays. been Popularity, and Majority of Voiges ? They will tal 
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us, That the Voices of a People are not tobe gather din a Playe 
Hſe ; and yet even there, the Enemies as well as Friends hays 
free admiſſion ; but white our Argument was ſerviceable t9 thei, 
Lnterefts,they cou d boaſt that the T heaters were True Proteſtant 


and came inſulting to the Plays, where their own Triumphs wers 


repreſented. But let them now aſſure themſelves, that they can 


make the major part of no Aſſembly, except it be a Meeting.” 


Houfe. Their Tyde of Popularity.is, ſpent, and the natua 
Current of Obedience Is in ſpight of them, at laſt prevalent, Iy 
which, my Lord, after the merciful Providence of God, the 
unſhaken Reſolution, and prudent C arrtage of the King, and the 
inviolable Duty, and manifeſt Innocence of his Royal High- 
neſs, the prudent Management of the Miniſters is alſo moſt. 
conſpicuous. I am not particular in this commendation, becauſe . 
I am unwilling #9 raiſe Envy.to your Lord(hip, who are too juft- 
not to deſire that Praiſe ſhou'd be communicated to others,which.. 
was the common Endeavor and Co-operation of all, [is enough, . 


my Lord, that your own'part was neither obſcure in it, nor un- 


hazardous, And if. ever this excellent Government ſo well. 
eſtabliſb d by the wiſdom of our Forefathers, and ſo much ſha- 
ken by the Folly of this Ape, Jhall recover its ancient Splendor, 
Pofterity cannot be fo ungrateful, as to forget thoſe, who in 
the marſ/t of Times, have ſtood: undaunted by their King and 


Country, and far the ſafeguard of both, have expos'd themſelues 


to the malicef falſe Patriots,and the madneſs of an headſtrong 


* -.* depends onthe unſearchable Providence of Almighty God, tis n0 
-.." tinge toraiſe Trophees,while the Viftory is in life 

mattby your example,to contribute what is in his power to main- 

tain fo juft a Cauſe,0n mhich depends the future Settlement and. © 
4 | Ty eg | Proſperity 
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| But fince this glorious Work.is yet unſiniſÞ'd, and. 
"though we have reaſon to hope well of the fucceſs, yet the Event 
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Proſperity of three Nations. The” Pilot's prayer to Neptune 
pas not amifs in the middle of the Storm : Thou may {t do 
with me, 0 Neptune, what thou pleaſeſt, but 1. will be 
"ure to hold faſt the Rudder, We are to truft firmly in the 
J Deity, but ſo as not to farget, that he commonly works by ſecond 
Cauſes, and admits of our Endeavors with his concurrence. For 
& uw 091 parts, we are ſenſible as we ought, how little we can con- 
tribute with our weak aſſiſtance. Thegpoſt we can boaſt of, is, 
that we are not ſo inconſiderablewas 'to want Enemies, whom we 
have rais'd to our ſelves on no other account, than that we are 
wt of their number : and ſince that's their quarrel, they ſhall 


kave daily occaſion to hate as more. . Ts not, my Lord, that- 


my 1m1an delights to ſee himſelf paſquin'd and affronted by their 
inveterate Scriblers, but on the other ſide it ought to be our glo- 
1, that themſelves believe not of us what they write. Reaſonable 


'men are well ſatisfi'd for whoſe ſakewtie venom of their Party 


is ſhed on us, becauſe they ſee that at the ſame time, our Adver- 
(mies ſpare not thoſe to whom theyowe Allegiance and Veneration. 
[heir Deſpair has puſh'd them tb break, thoſe Bonds ; and 'tis 
wſervable,that the lower they are driven,the more violently they 
mite: As Lucifer and his Compattiqns were only proud when An- 
els, but grew malicious when Devils. Let them rail, ſince "tis 
the only ſolace of their miſeries, gnd the only revenge which we 
bope they now can take. The greateſt and the beſt of, men are 
above their reach, and for our meanneſs, though they aſſault us 
like Foot-padders in the dark,, their Blows have done us little 
Bom ; we yet live, to juftifie our ſelves in open day,tovindicate 


r Loyalty to the Government, and to a{{ure yourſgrd(bip, with 
all Submiſſion and Sincertty, that welgggh CE .- 

o. hs bg Po 

x Your LOR D SHIPS. 


i © (© 


y ” 


=y 


” PSs » 4 


JouwyDiy vous, Nan. Les =: 


<< 


v > 0, TT v4 _ "S ©”, X b __ 4 etl s __s —_— 4 , , 
£5 . ; NN ; of PRO wy x v3 "uy . ate v4 _ - e Ft - bo 1 | 4; F x 
a x& ” 
” 
A 4 : P 
— © \ { 
 - . 5 4 
h ” \ 
: Y 
4 < 1%) 
\ WW A4Ke 
.»_ 
4 C : 'T I 
{ CA - 
= * 
: 


"Written by Mr. Y Spoken by Mr. Smith, : Wh 'Y: 


OR Pla Ws @ Parallel * The Hily "= 
0 Ab ao rae : Gusſards Sp 55 SER 


== ere onr -;Prdagren; oy" FP bow, 
= as Sn on erage din 
S when worn out, well ſcourg?d, and baniſh} Aihere, 
| ry over, like their godly Beggars-here. 
Cou'd the ſame Trick., twice playa, onr Nation gall? 
Ir looks as if apy ings pacney” by 
r {ery d us up, #11 ” | 
YA thos hee ute worth T9: 
| The fulſome Cov®nant, one wow'd think in reaſon, 3 
Had givn us all our Bellies-fudl of Treaſon : | ws 
And yer, the Name but ns ogr naſty Nation HS; 
' Chams its own Excrement, th? Aſſociation. 
"Tis erne, we have mt lear'd their Pai ing way, 
For-that"s a mode but newly come in play 3 | 
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Londen independant of the Crown: - 
fd Realm apart ;, the Kingdom of the Town. 
Le Ignoramus Furies find'no Traytors : 
; noramus Poets ſoribble Satyrs. 
your meaning none muy fail 10 ſean, | 6 | 


ue in Coffee- houſes yon began ; 4 


W down the Maſter, and ſet up the Man. 


[EPILOGUE 


Written by the ſame Aurhor : Spoken by Mrs. Cooks 


bn 


| C \V C H Time.and Tronble this poor” Pla hascoft ;. 


- And, Faith, I doubted once the Cauſe was loſt." 
7 t 0 07 Man was meant 5 ar Great, nor Small ; 
br Poets, like frank Gameſters, threw at All. 


'7 jrook no ſmgle le Airs © 
"bir, like bold tors true to their Prince and hearty; 


Hacze'd, and fir'd Broad-ſi des at the whole Party. 
"Duels ere Crimes ;, but whenthe Cauſe is right, 
b Battle, every Man is bound to fiuhe. 
F what | ſhowd binder me t0 ſell my-Skin- 
Je 4 Feowd, if once my hand were in ?” 
x oferWoiges, -r "ore 
Wor Maſters vr wrong, 
s muſt ak, and TE hold their Tongue, 
f do allt 
1 We, of ory bye bear a Chriſtian mind; : 
fight like Boyes, with one Hand ty'dt behind ; 
; &nd when one Boy's down, *rwere wondrous wiſe; 
, Box fair, and give him time to riſe. 
s Fortune favours, none but" Fools will dally : | 
| ay 9 you Sp arks, if Nan or Mally. —— 
cp in Mink: ftand ſhall 1, ſhall I? y 
K (that heard me tell: Nt 


{Fino | 
| fre Cook ! Faith you're too rank 


| s bany* d, bus pity their hard Caſes + 
T in Wonen ne { ſee men Faces. 
þ, Sir, ſaid I, dowt thirikme ſuch a Jew; 
1 no mores but we the Dev'l his due. 
wes, ſays. be, nit beſt with our Condition, 
ek Kerch, / ſays 1,*: an excellent Phyſician. 
no Blood, —-. Nor I, Sir, as I breath ;, 


| Kon is a fine dry kind of Deals? 


—— — —_ 


Yes ſure © ———bu Es 


”. Now ſincethe Wag one ſide, 
Tow Trimmers ſoo rar other, 
Damr?d Nenters, int their middle way of feering, 
" = neither Fiſh, nr Fleſh, = gd Red-Herring © 
: Ne Br nor Tories they 7 Fakes that, 
2 Noe Bir ok: - * 4. ki Bat : 
A Twilight un, Fat: dr St 
With Toy ings ue Whiggifh - bue.Whiggifh Te ws Teeth nd Claws. 


ranged 2 voices mo Barb Sara 
all thin (fray - . ood Oe. OY 


* Dramartis Perions,, 


The King . - Mr.X ynaſtor.” Q 
ES | Duke of Gui/e Mr, Betterton, N 
/ | Duke of Adqjeme Mr. Fevon. 
 Grillon | | Mr, Smith: 
E | The Cardinal of Gwe Mr. Wilſoyre. 
— Archbiſhop of Lyons Mr. Perin. 
= Alphonſo Corſo Mr. Monfert. 
-- _.*< Palin | Mr. Zowman. 
6. bf | Avpale | Mr, Carlite; 
2% Buſly - IFT® | - Mr. Saunders, 
| The Curate of St. Euſtace- Mr. Underhill : 
- | Malicorn |; : Mr. Percival. 
Melanax, aSpirit Mr. Gillo, 
. Two Sheriffs ' Bright and Sanifo 
FE — Citizens and Rabble, &. 
3h 2 +, WOMEN. HE 
Queen Mother Lady Slingry.. "Ls 
Marmoutier | , _. Mrs. Barry.” 


SCENE, PARIS. 


A CT: 'L-'S C'ENE, 7 2 
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"The Comncil of Sixteen Seated :. oo 5 ns ore- 


_ pard for the 
Buſly: ED 


; 107IShms 0 Iqtio116 { M's 


"F hay ee more'l 


pref Enſtoce a 


01Ing, The Curate' of S:- Enfiee comes at laws + 
| $43 2 Father; why fo'lat& ? {DSX 10 ny 
"i i Cur. A cpena been taking 5 godly prinh, to faiehe fone Scrup heh raig%d 
amongſt weak þ SrOcN * Tile” wore: Tagging i in the 
bag Pan 113. C3 1612390 cb 5 eve, AF 116 
Pol. What camp ici Dbjervpol! ; wag” : bo3t9 
> Cur. They themhit; 40 A\ int-rheiKing wap Pheaſon, 


Dotuget 34 lis! CJ 1 | PB 


= , 


T3043 OE hy : 


Sy, = 1 hope you ſet 'em right ? 
9 Cir. Yes, and for anſwer, | produc'd this Book. 
B 


Y2 The Duke of GUISE. 


A Calviniſt Miniſter of Orleans 
Writ this to juſtifie the Admiral 
For taking Arms apainlt the King deceagd : BY 
Wherein he proves that irreligious Kings a mmmommmm 
May juſtly be depos'd and put.4zo death. 

Buſſ. To borrow Argumentsfrom Heretick Books 


Methinks was not ſo propane. 
bs og d G our —_— 


OE { 
s iFee nw 338 


Fan [a nf #; 
Pol. But one prime Article of our Holy League, 

Is to preſerve the King, his P6wr and Perſon. 
4 That _ oy _ fs know, for ys 


Cu 
"£2 We aohirf did rm in Cots eferebely | 
Wheft aſc} the - 
_. Cur, No ſure, they Gi not. ; ; for they had not Pow” rs 
The conſcience of a people is their Pow - Ct 
Pol. Well; ;themext Agticeyn gar Solepin C ant, | 
Has cletr'd the: Potfe's o I @ FT 'T A, 
Buſſ. What igt? I ſhould be glad to find the King 


No ſater\ tha pt d& muſt ? . \...,, 
Pol. That © of Oppoſition From ay / petſon watiborte.=.. 
Cur, That's = 'that% well then the Kidg is not excepted, if he 
oppoſe us 
5) We are obitp% 0 Joſt» ws-ome, wipuniſh 
All, who attempt to hinder or diſturb us. 
Buff. Lis a plain Gaſeg he __ rinchaded in the puniſhment, in caſe 
he rebell ncind the peqple. : 


Pol. But how-cante rebel! ? 
Car, T1lmake it out :- Rebellion is anInſurtrecion againſt the Go- 


vernment; but they thar have the Power are actually the Goyernmett : 
Therefore if the people, haye the power, the:Rebellion/is inthe _! 

Fuſſ. A moſt convincing Argument: for: Faction. | 

Cur. For Arming, if you pleaſe; but not-for Faction, 7 
For ſtill the FaQtion is the feweſt number; 

So, what.they call the Lawful Goverament, © 
Is now the FaCtion; for the moſt are ours. 

Pol. Since we are prov?d to be above theKing ; I would gladlyunder- 
_ whom we are to obey ; or whether we are to be all Kipgs toge- 
taer 
Cur. Are you a-Member of the League, and ask-that queſtion? | ? 
There's an Article, that I may ſay, is as neceſſary as any 
In the Creed : Namely, that-we, the ſaid Aſſociates, are 
Sworn to yield ready Obedience, -and Faithful Service, to that 


Head which ſhall be deputed. 
en; Buf. 


Ls 
<< 


% 


Buſ. 'Tis moſt manifeſt, that by virtue. of La ;Oath 


Weare all Subje&ts to the Duke of G#iſe. The Kin g's 
An Officer that has betray'd his Truſt ; and therefore we 


have turn'd him out of Service. 


” Omnes, Agreed, agreed. - 
JI Enter the Duke of Guiſe; . Cardinal of Guiſe, Aumale : Torches before them: 
of he Duke takes the C hair. 
- 
! Buff, Your Highneſs enters in a lucky hour ; 


Th? unanimous Vote you heard, - confirms your Choice, 
As head of Paris, and the Holy Langue: 
Card. I fay Amen to that. 
Pol. You are our Champion ; Buckler of our Faith. 
Card. The King, like Saw! is Heaven's repented Choice; 
You his Anointed one, on better thought. 
_ Guiſe. Pm what you pleaſe to call me: Anything, 
nant General, Chief, or Conſtable, | 
Good Decent Names, that only meary your Slave, * 
Byſſ. You chas'd the Germans bene, Exil'd Wavarre ; © 
and reſcu'd France from Hereticks and Strangers. 
Aum, W hat he and all of us have done, is known: 
What's our Reward ? Our Offices are loſt, 
Turn*d out like Labour?d Oxen, after Harveſt, - 
© Fo the bare Commons of the wither'd Field. / ; 
Buſſ. Our Charters will gonext : Beenuſe we Serif The 
J ?ermit no Juſtice to be done on thoſe 
: The Court calls Rebels, but we call them Saints. 
c Guiſe, Yes, weare all involy*d, as Heads, or Parties : 
Dipt in the noiſy Crime of State, "calld Treafon : 
ind Traitours we mult be, to King, or Country. | 
- Buſ. Why then my Choice is made. 
: Pol, And mine. 
Omn, And all. 
Card. Heav?n is it ſelf Head of the Holy Longuer . 
Andall the Saints are Coy*nanters, and Guiſards. 
Gu;ſe, What ſay you, Curate ? JETTY 112 
Cur, I hope well, my Lord. nk 
Card. That is he hopes you mean to make him \ Abbey | bY 
And he deſerves your care of his Preferment. 
for all his Prayers are Curſes on the Government ; 
= all his Sermons Libels on the King. 
k ſhort, a Pious, Hearty, Fa&tious Prieſt. 
Guſe. All that are here my Friends;ſhall tare my- vortuns;; Th 
tere's Spoil, Preferments, Wealth enongh in France, - 
Tis but, deſerve and have : The Spariſb King 


s$me fifty thouſand Crowns a Week 
-- B'S-- ; To. 


The Duke of GUISE. 3 


To raiſe and to fomenta Cv War. iD ng 
'Tis true, a Penſion'from a Foreign Prince” *_-\ 
Sounds Treaſon in thELetter of the Law, -* 
But good intentions juſtify. the deed. 
Cur. Heav*ns good z, the Cauſe is good ; the "Money's good : 
No. matter,whence it. comgs, __-. 1 - | 
Buſſ. Our City Bands, are twenty thooſand ſtrong ; 
Well Diſciplin'd, well Arm'd, well ſeaſon'd Traitors ; 
Thick rinded heads, that leave no room for Kernel ; 
Shop Conſciences of proof againſt an Oath, 
Preach*d vp; and ready tin'd for a Rebellion. . _ 
Guiſe. Why then the Noble Plot is fit for birth ; 
And Labouring France cries ont for.Midyife-hands. 
We miſg?d ſurprizing of. the Ring 8þ 279%, ti, es 
When laſt the States were held ; *twas over-ſight : 
Beware we make not ſuch another Blat. S 
Card. This Holy time of Lent, we, bave him fore ; 
He goes unguarded, mix 6 vp fr ear Fryars; | 


FY The” Duke of 'G UſS op 


In that proceſlion he's more; fig: for Heavne © 
W hat hinders us to ſeize-the Royal Penitepit, - 
And cloſe him in a Cloyſter? ; 7, 
Cur. Or diſpatch him : | love to make all ſure. 
Guiſe. No; guard him fafez ,.., _ - 
Thin Diet will do well; *rwill farye hi into Reaſon,” 
Till he exclude his Brother of Vavarre, 
And graft Succeſſion on a worthier Choice: | 
To favour this, five hundred Men in Arms, 
Shall ſtand prepar*d to enter at your call ; 
And ſpeed the Work : St. Martins Gate was nam'd : | 
But the Sheriff Conty, who,Commands that, Ward, 
Refus'd me paſſage there, Þ |; i. 


*#+#45> 


Buſſ. I know'that Conty : 
A Sniveling, Conſcientious, Loyal Rogue : 
He'll Peach, and Ruineall. » ; 

Card. Give out he's Arbritrary 3 a Navarrift; 


A Heretick ; diſcredit him betimes; <c..._ n+ | N 
And make his Witneſs void. ea ns Toy 

. _ Cur. Vl ſwear him Guilty: «.;-, ; Rd So But 
I ſwallow Oaths as eaſie as Snap:dragon, - = ws The 
Mock Fire that never burns. -_ .,_ _ Tha 
Guiſe. Then Buſſy, be*t your care VPadmit my Troops, '* Gi 

At Porte St. Honore: (riſes) Night wears apace, ;, ,_ Tak 
And Day-light-wuſtn&r;peepan ParkDeligns, HO Will 

1 will my ſelf to Cowrt, -;pay Formal Duty3z- '..  ._. -._ - - In he 
Take leave; and to my Government retire: . >; 4 - 


Impatient to be ſoon recalPd ;.ito fee. . ., 
The Kiog Impriſon'd, and the Nation free. 


[ Exeunt all but Guiſe, Mark 
Enter 


or 


The Duke of GUTSE. 


Enter. Malicorn folus. 


Mal. Each diſmal Minute when [call to mind 


The promiſe that 1 made the Prince of Hell, 
In one and twenty years to be his Slave, 


of which near twelve are gone, my Soul runs back, 


The Wards of reaſon rowl into their Spring. 
Ohorrid thought ! but one and twenty years, 


And twelve near palt, then to be ſteep'd in Fire, 
Daſh'd againſt Rocks, or ſnatcht from molten Lead, 
Reeking, and dropping, plece-meal born by Winds, 


And quench'd ten thouſand fathom in the deep! 


But hark ! he comes, ſee there, my Blood ſtands ſtil), 


My Spirits ſtart an end for Gw/e's Fate, 
A Dewil riſes. 


Mal. What Counſel does the Fate-of G«;/e require ? 
Dev. Remember with his Prince there's no delay, 


But, the Sword drawn, to fling the Sheath away ; 


Let not the fear of Hell his Spirit grieve, 

The Tomb is ſtill, whatever Fools believe ; 
Laigh at the Tales which wither*d gs bring, 
Proverbs and Morals, let the Waxen ing 
That rules the Hive, be .born without a Sting ; 
Let Guiſe by Blood reſolve to mount to pow'r, 
And he is Great as Mecha*s Emperour ; 

He comes, bid him not ſtand on Altar Vows, 
But then ſtrike deepeſt, when he loweſt bows ; 


Tellhim Fate*s aw'd when an Uſurper Springs, 


And joyns to crow?d out Juſt Indulgent Kings. 


Enter the Duke of Guiſe, and Duke of Mayen. 


May. All Offices and Dignities he gives 
Toyour profeſt and moſt inveterate Foes ; 
But if he were inclin'd,' as we could wiſh him, 
There is a Lady regent at his Ear, 

That never Pardons. 

Guiſe, Poyſon on her Name, 

Take my hand on't, that Cormorant Dowager 
Will never reſt, till ſhe has all our Heads 

In her lap. 1 was at Bayon with her, 

When She, the King, and Griſly Alva met ; 
Methinks I ſee ber liſtening now befors:me, 
Marking the very motion of his Beard, 


5 
; | 
| 
1 
; 
[Knocking at the Door, | 
f 
[Vaniſhes. 


Hrs 


6 The Dake of GUISE. 
His Op”ning Noſtrils and his Dropping Lids, 
L hear him Croak too to the Gaping Coundal - 
Fiſh for the great Fiſh, take no care for Frogs, 
Cut off the Poppy- Heads, Sir 3 adam, charm 
the Winds but faſt, the Billows will be KiY, 

Aay. But Sir, how comes it you ſhould be thus warm, 

Still puſhing Councils when-among your Friends; 

Yet at the Court Cautious and-cold as Age, 

Your Voice, your Eyes, your  Meen ſodifterent, 

You ſeem ro me two Men. | 
Guiſe The Reaſon's plain, "IRe? 

Hot with my Friends, becauſe the Queſtion givn, 

I ſtart, the Judgment right where others drag. 

This is the Effect of Equal Elements, . | 

And Atoms juſtly pois'd ; nor ſhould you wonder 

More at the ſtrength of Body than of Mind ; 

"Tis equally the ſame to ſee me plunge 

Headlong into the Sejre all over Arm'd, 

And Plow againſt the. Torrent to my;point, - 

As *twas to hear my ſudgment on. the-Germanrs ; 
his to another Man wow'd be a brag, ' 

r at the Court among my Enemies, 

To beas I am here quite off my Guard, 

Would make me ſuch another thing as:Gri/{or,, 

A blunt, hot, honeſt, downright,-/valiant ' Fool. 

May. Yet this you muſt allow a failure-in you, 

You love his Neece, and to Politician, 

All Paſſion's bane, but Love dire&ly death. | | 

 Guiſe. Falſe, falſe, my 24ayen, thour*t but half G/c agen, 

Were ſhe not ſuch a wondrous Compoſition 3 

A Soul fo fluſ'd as mine js-with. Ambition, 

Sagacious and ſo nice, muſt-have diſdain*d : her; 

But ſhe was made when Nature was in humour, 

As if a Gri/lon' got her 'on the Queen, 

Where all the honeft Atoms fought their way ; 

Took a'full Tinture of the-Mother*s Wit, 

But left the dregs of Wickedneſs' behind. _ : 
May. Have you not told -her what we have in hand £ 
Guiſe. My utmoſt aim has been to hide it from her, 

But there I'm ſhort, by the long Chain of Cauſes 

'She has ſcan'd it, juſt as if ſhe were my Soul, 

And though 1 flew about with Circumſtances, 

Denials, Oaths, Improbabilities F 
Yet through the Hiſtories of our Lives, ſhe look'd, 

She ſaw, ſhe overcame. 

Aay. Why then, we're all undone. 
Gx;ſe, Agen you err, 


Chaſt 


The Duke of GUISE. 


Chaſt as ſhe is, ſhe wou'd as foon give-up 
Her, Honour, as betray me to. the King,z. 

| tell thee, ſhe*s the Charatter of Heay'n; _ 
Such an habitual over-Womanly Goodneſs, 
She dazles, walks meer Angel upon Earth. 
But ſee ſhe comes, call the Cardinal Guiſe ; 
While 24alicorn attends for ſome Diſpatches, 
Before I take my farewell of the Court. 


Enter Marmoutire. 


Mar. Ah Guiſe, you are undone. 

Guiſe How, Madam ? | 

Mar. Loſt, .-! 

Beyond the poſlibility of hope, 
Deſpair, and die. 

Guiſe. You menace deeply, Madam, 
And ſhould this come from any Mouth but yours, 
My ſmile fhould anſiver how the ruine touch*d me. 

Mar, Why do you leave the Court ? 

Guiſe. The Court leaves: me. WR 

Mar. Were there no more but: wearineſs of State, 
Or coy'd you like great Sop:o retire, - | | 
Call Rome ungrateful, and fit down- with that ; 
Such in v.ard Gallantry wwuld gain you more 
Than :1i che ſuiiled Conquelſts youran boaſt ; 
But Ob, you vant that Komar Maſterie ; 

You have too nmwch of the tumultuous times, 
And 1 muſt moucn-the Fate of your Ambition. 

Guiſe. Becauſe the King diſdains my Services, 
Muſt I not ler him know | dare be gone ? 

VVhat when I. feel his Counql on my Neck, 
Shall I not caſt *em backward if I;can ; | 
And at his feet make known their villany * 

Mar. No Gu:/e, not at his Feet, but on his Head ; 
for there you ltrike. 

Guiſe. Madam, you wrong me now ; | 
For ſtill what-e*re ſhall come in Fortunes whirle, 
His Perſon muſt be ſafe. 

Mar. 1 cannot think it. 

However, your laſt words confeſs too much, 
Confeſs what need I urge that Evidence, 

When every hour I ſee you Court the Crowd, 
When with the ſhouts of the Rebellious Rabble, 
| ſee you born on ſhoulders to Cabals; 

VVhere wich the Traiterous Council of Sixteen, 
Tou fit and Plot the Royal Henry's Death. 


g | The Duke of GUISE. 


Cloud the Majeſtick Name with Fame, of V Vine, 
Infamous Scrowls, and Treaſonable Verſe; _ 
VVhile, onthe other ſide, the Name-of Gus/e, 
By the whole Kennel of the Slaves, is rung, 
Pawphleteers, Balladmongers, ſing your Ruinez 
VVhile all the Vermin of the vile Pariſians 
Toſs up their greaſie Caps where ere you pals, 
And hurl your dirty Glories in your Face. . 

Guiſe. CanlT help this ? | 

Mar. By Heav*n, I'd Earth my elf, 
Rather than live to aft ſuch black Ambition : 
But, Sir; you ſeek it with your. Smiles and Boys, 
This ſide and that fide congeing to the Crowd ; 
You have your writers too, that cant your Battels, 
That ſtile you the new David, Second Moſes, 
Prop of the Church, Deliverer of the People, 
Thus from the City, as from the Heart they ſpread 
Thro? all the Provinces, alarm the Countries, 
V V here they run forth in'Heaps, bellowing your V Vonders, 
Then cry, TheKing, theKing's a Hug one, 
And, ſpight of us, will have Navarre ſucceed, 
Spight of the Laws, and ſpight-of our. Religion : 
But we will pull '*em down, down with *em, down. 

Guiſe, Ha, Madam ! Why this Poſture ? 

Mar. Hear me, Sir: | 
For, if *tis poſſible, my Lord, PII' moye you. 
Look back, return, implore the Rayal Mercy, 
E're 'tis too late, 1 beg you by theſe Tears, 
Theſe Sighs, andby th* ambitious Love you bear me ; 
By all the Wounds of your poor groaning Country, 
That bleeds to death, O ſeek the Beſt of Kings, 
Kneel, fling your ſtubborn Body at his Feet : 
Your Pardon ſhall be fign'd, your Country ſav'd, 
Virgins and Matrons all ſhall ſing your Fame, 
And every Babe ſhall bleſs the Gu:/e*s Name. 

Guiſe. O riſe,” thou Image of the Deity ; 
You ſhall prevail, I will do any thing ; 
' You have broke the very Gall of my Ambition, 
And all my Powers now float in Peace agen: 
Be fatisfi*d that I will ſee the King, , 
Kneel to him, e're I Journey to Champagn, 
. And beg a kind Farewell. 

Mar. No, no, my Lord ; | 
I ſee, thro that, you but withdraw a while, 
To muſter all the Forces that you can, 
And then rejoin the' Council of Sixteen. 

You mult not go. - | 


["Kneels, 


Guiſe, 


'1l hollow the Revengel vow, ſo loud, 
| C 


The Duke of GUISE. 


Guiſe, All the Heads of the League 
Expect me, and have engag'd my Honour, 
Mar. Would all thoſe Heads were off, ſo yours were ſay'd. 
Once more, O Gu!ſe, the weeping Marmontire 
Entreats you do not go. 
Guiſe, 1s poſlible 
That G«iſe ſhould ſay, in this he muſt refuſe you ? 
Mar. Go then, my Lord. [late receiv'd a Letter 
From one at Court, who tells me the King loves me: 
Read it, there 1s no more than what you hear. 
I have Jewels offer*d too, perhaps may take %m : 
And if you go from Pare-, I'll to Court. 
Guiſe. But, Madam, | ave often heard you ſay, 
You lov'd not Courts. 
Mar. Perhaps | have chang*d my Mind: 
Nothing as yer could draw me, but a Kin 
And ſuch a King, ſo Good, ſo Juſt, ſo Great, 
That at his Birth the Heavenly Council paugd, 
And then at laſt cry'd out, this is a Man. 
Gnjſe, Come, *tis but Counterfeit ; you dare not go. 
Mar. Goto your Government, and try. 
Guiſe, 1 will. 
Mar. Then Pll to Court, nay, to the King. 
Guiſe. By Heaven 
| ſwear, you cannot, ſhall not, dare not ſee him. 
Mar. By Heaven | can, I dare, nay, and1 will : 
And nothing but your ſtay ſhall hinder me; 
For now, methinks, I long for*r. 
Gniſe. Poſlible / 
Mar, 1'll give you yet a little time to think : 
But if I hear you go to take your leave, 
Pll meet you there, before the Throne Pl1 ſtand, 
Nay, you ſhall ſee me kneel, and kiſs his hand. [Exit. 
Guiſe. Furies and Hell ! She does but try me: Ha 
This is the Mother-Queen and Eſperzon, 
Abboti Delbene, Alphonſo Corſo too, 
All packt to plot, and turn me into Madneſs, [ Reading the Letter. 


Enter Cardinal Guiſe, Duke of Mayen, Malicorn, &c. 


Ha / can it be! adam the King loves you. [ Reads, 
But Vengeance I will haye ; to pieces thus, 
To pieces with %em all. [ Tears the Letter. 


_ Card. Speak lower. 


Guiſe. No 
By all the Torments of this galling paſſion, 
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My Fathers Ghoſt ſhall hear me up to Heaven. 
Card. Contain your ſelf ;. this outrage will undo vs. 
Guiſe. All things are ripe,and Love new points their ruine. 

Ha ! my good Lords, what if the murd*ring Council 

Were in our power, ſhould they eſcape our Juſtice ? 

I ſee by each Mans laying of his Hand 

Upon his Sword, you ſwear the like revenge. 

For me, I wiſh that mine may both rot off 
Card, No more. 
May. The Council of Sixteen attend you. ; 
Guiſe, I go—— That Vermin may devour my Limbs, 

ThatI may die like the late puling Frances, 

Under the Barbers Hands, Impolthumes choak me, 

If while alivel ceaſe to chew their Ruine 

Alphonſo Corſo, Grillon, Prieſt, together, 

To hang %m in Effigie, nay, to tread, 


Drag, ſtamp, and grind em, after they are dead. [ Excunt, 


———_— 


ACT IT SCENE. L 


Enter Queen-Mother, Avbot Delbene, Polin. 


Q.M. P*7 mark theiformof the Confpiracy.; 
Guiſe gives It out he Journeys ito Champagn, 
But lurks indeed at Zagny hard by Pars, 
W here every hour he hears, and gives Inſtructions. 
Mean time the Council of Sixteen aſſure him 
They have Twenty thouſand Citizens in Arms. 
Is it not (6; -Polin ? | 
Pol. True on my Life ; 
And if the King doubts the Diſcovery, 
Send me to the Baſtile till all be prov'd. 


. 4, Call Colonel Gri/lon, the King:would ſpeak with him. ores 
f Polin. 


t, Was ever'Age like this ? 
. 24, Polin is honeſt : 
Beſide, the whole proceeding. is ſo like 
The hair-brain'd Rout, I gueſs'd as much before. 
Know then, it is reſolv'd to ſeize the King, 
When next he goes in penitential Weeds, 
Among the Friars, without his uſual Guards, 
Then, under ſhew of popular Sedition, 
' For Safety, ſhut him in a Monaſtery, 
And ſacrifice his Favourites to their Rage. 
Abbor. When is this Council tobe held again ? 


2. 44, Imme- 


————— 
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O. M. Immediately upon the Duke's departure. 
Abbot, Why ſends not then the King ſufficient Guards, 

To ſeize the Fiends, and hew *em into pieces ? 
©. M. *Tisin appearance ealie, but th* Effect 

| Moſt hazardous; for ſtraight, upon th? Alarm, 

The City would be ſure to be 4n Arms : 
herefore to undertake, and not to compaſs, 
ere to come off with Ruine and Diſhonour. 

You know th? JtalianProverb, Biſogna Copricrfs : 

He that will venture on a Hornets Neſt, 

Should Arm his Head, and Buckler well his Breaſt. 
Abbot. But wherefore ſeems the King ſo unreſoly'd ? 
Q. 4. I brought Polin, and made the demonſtration, 

Told him Neceſlity cry*d out to take 

A Reſolution to preſerve his Life, 

And look on Gu/e as a reclaimleſs Rebel. 

But thro the Natural Sweetneſs of his Temper, 

And dangerous Mercy, coldly he rcply*d, 

Madam, I will conſider what you ſay. 
Abbor, Yet after all, could we but fix him, 
Q. 1M. Right, 
The Buſineſs were more firm for this delay ; 
For Nobleſt Natures, tho they ſuffer long, 
When once provok'd, they turn the Face to Danger. 
But-ſce, he comes, Alphonſo Corſo with him z 
Let us withdraw, and when 'tis fit, rejoyn him. Fi LExit, 


Enter King, Alphonſo Corſo. 


King, Alphonſo Corſo. 
Alph. Sir. 
K:ng, 1 think thou lov®ſt me. 
Abb, More than my Life. 
King. That's much ; yet believe thee. 
My Mother has the Judgement of the World, 
And all things move by That ? but, my Alphonſo, 
She has a Cruel Wir. 
Alpb. The Provocation, Sir. 
King. I know it well : 
But if thou'd ſt have my Heart within thy Hand, 
All Conjurations blot the Name of Kings. 
What Honours, Intereſt, were the World to buy him, 
Shall make a Brave Man ſmile, and do a Murder ? 
Therefore 1 hate the Memory of Brutus, 
I mean the latter, ſo cry*d up in Story. 
Ceſar did ill, but did it in the Sun, ,. 
And foremoſt in the Field ; but —_— 
2 
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W hom none but Cowards and white-liver*d Knaves 

Would dare commend, lagging behind his Fellows, 

His Dagger in his Boſom, ſtabb?*d his Father. 

This is a Blot which Tallys Eloquence 

Covld ne*re wipe off, tho the miſtaken Man 

Makes bold to call thoſe Traytors, Men Divine. 
Alph. Tully was wiſe, but wanted Conſtancy. 


Enter Queen-Mother, Abbot Delbene. 


9. M. Good-even, Sir ; ?tis juſt the ttme you order'd 
To wait on your Decrecs. 
King. Oh, Madam. 


King. Oh Mother, but I cannot make it way 
Chaos and Shades, ?ris huddPd upin Night. 

Q. M. Speak then, for Speech 1s morning to the Mind, 
It ſpreads the Beauteous Images abroad, 

W hich elſe lie furPd and clouded in the Sonl: 

King. You would Embark me tn a Sea of Blood. 

Q. M. You ſee the Plot directly on your Perfon ; 
But give it o're, [did but ſtate the Caſe. 
Take Gui/e into your Heart, and drive your Friends, 
Let Knaves in Shops preſcribe you how to ſway, 
And when they read your Ats with their vile Breath, 
Proclaim aloud, tiey like not this or:that, 
Then in a drove come Lowing to the Louvre, 
And cry they'l have it mended, that they wall z 
Or you ſhall be no King. 

King. *Tis true, the People 
Ne're know a Mean, when once they get the Power ; 
But O, if the Deſign we lay ſhould fail, 

Better the Traytors never ſhould be touch'd, 
If Execution cries not out *is done. 

. 4. No Sir; you cannot fear the ſure Deſign ; 
Bux 1 have liv'd too long, fince my own Blood 
Dares not Confide in her that gave him Being. 

King. Stay Madam, ſtay, come back, forgive my fears 5 * ..__ 
Where all our thoughts ſhould creep like deepeſt ſtreams, 
Know then, I hate aſpiripg G=z/e to Death, 

Whor*d Margerite, Plots upon my life, 
And ſhall I not Revenge'? 

2. M1, Why this is Harry, . 

Harry at Moncontour, when in his Bloom 
He ſaw the Admiral Colligny's back. 

King, O this Whale Guiſe, with all the Lorarn Fry, 

Might 1 but view him after his Plots and plunges, 
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t&rook on thoſe Cowring Shallows that await him. 
This were a Florence Malter-piece indeed. 
0. M4. He comes to fake his leaye. 
King. Then for Champagn , : 
But lies in walt till Paris is in Arms. 
Call Grllon in, all that I beg you now, - 
to be huſh'd upon the Conſultation, 
45 Urns that never blab. 
2. M, Doubt not your Friends ; 
Love *em, and then you need not fear your Foes, 


Enter Grillon, 
King, Welcome my Honeſt-Man, my old try*d Friend. 
Why doſt thou flye me Grillon, and Retire ? 
Grill, Rather let me demand your Majeſty, 
Why fly you from your ſelf ? Pre heard you ſay, 
You'd Arm againſt the League, why do you not ? 
The Thoughts of ſuch as you, are Starts Divine, 
nd when you mould with ſecond caſt the Spirit, 
The Air, the Life, the Golden Vapour*s gone. 
King. Soft, my Old Friend, Gwi/e plots upon my life, 
Mn ſhall tell thee more ; haſt thou not heard 
Tr unſufferable Afﬀronts he daily offers, 
War without Treaſure on the ugonors, 
$ While 1 am forc'd againſt my bent of Soul, 
lrainſt all Laws, all Cuſtom, Right, Succeſſion, 
Tocaſt Navarre from the Imperial Line. 
Grill, Why do you Sir ? Death, let me tell the Traytor : 
King. Peace, Guiſe is going to his Government ; 
ou are his Foe of Old : Go to him Grillor ; 
Viſt him as from me, to be employ'd 
In this great War againſt the Hugonots ; 
And prethee tell him roundly of his Faults ; 
No farther, Honeſt Grillon, 
Grill, Shall I fight him ? 
King, I charge thee not, 
Grill, If he provokes me, ſtrike him ? 
foul Grant me that ? 
King, Not ſo, my honeſt Souldier. 
kt ſpeak to him. 
Grall. I will by Heay*n to th* purpoſe, 
Jndif he force a beating, who can help it. 
King, Follow Alphonſo, when the ſtorm is up, 
Gall me to part *em. 
Q. 4. Grillon to ask him Pardon, 
Vill let Guiſe know, we are not in the Dark. 
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Kinz, You hit the Judgment ; yet, O yet, there's more, 
Something upon my heart, after theſe Counſcls, 


So ſoſt, and ſo unworthy to be nam'd. | 
Q. AM. They ſay that Grillow's Niece 1s come to Court, 


And means to kiſs Your hand, 

King. Could | but hope it. 
O my Dear Father pardon me 1n this, 
And then enjoyn me &ll that Man can ſuffer 
But ſure the Powers above will take our Tears 
For ſucha. fault, Love is ſo like themſelves. 


[. Exit Q, Mother, 


[Exenm, 
SCENE II. The LOUYRE 


Enter Guiſe attended with his Family , Marmoutire meeting him New 
Dreſt, attended, &c. 


Guiſe, Furies, ſhe keeps her Word, and I amloſt; 
Yet let not thy Ambition ſhew it to her, 
For after all ſhe does ir but to try me, 
And foil my vow'd Deſign: Madam, I fee 
Youre come to Court z the Robes you wear become you, 
Your Air, your Meen, your Charms, your every Grace, 
Will Kill at leaſt your thouſand in a day. 
Mar. What a whole day, and kill but one poor thouſand, 
An hour you mean, and in that hour ten thouſand ? 
Yes, I wou'd make with every Glance a Murder. 
Mend me this Curle. 
Guiſe, Woman ! 
Mar. You ſee, my Lord, 
I have my Followers, like you : I ſwear 
The Court's a Heav*nly Place ; but O my Heart, 
I know not why that ſigh ſhould come uncalÞPd ; 
Perhaps *twas for your going, yet I ſwear 
I never was ſo moy'd, O Guiſe as now : 
Juſt as you enter*d, when from yonder Window 
I ſaw the King. 
Guiſe, Woman, all over Woman. 
The World confeſſes, Madam, Henry's Form 
Is Noble and Majeſtick. n 
Mar, O you grudge . 
The extorted Praiſe, and ſpeak him but by halfs. 
Guiſe, Prieſt, Corſo, Devils) how ſhe carries it ! 
Mar. I ſee, my Lord, you are come'to take your leave, 
And were it not to give the Court Suſpition, 
I would oblige you, Sir, before you go, 
Tolead me to the King. 
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Guiſe, Death and the Devil / 
"Mar. But ſince that cannot, be, Ile take my leave 

Of you, my Lord, Heav'n grant your Journey fafe. 

Farewel once more. Not ſtir ? Does this become you # 

Does your Ambition ſwell into your Eyes ? 

ſealouſic by this Light: Nay then, proud Giſe, 

| tell you, yowre not worthy of the Grace, 

But I will carry?r, Sir, to thoſe that are, 

And leave you to the Curſe of Boſom-War. [ Exit. 
May. Is this the Heavenly ? 
Guſe. Devil, Devil, as they are all; 


| 'Tis true, at firſt ſhe caught the Heaw*nly Form, 


But now Ambition ſets her on her Head, 
By Hell, I ſee the Cloven Mark upon her : 


{ Ha! Grillon here | ſome New Court-Trick npon me. 


—— 


Entey Grillon, 


Grill. Sir, I have buſineſs for your Ear. 
Guſe. Retire. '  [Exeunt his Followers, 
Grill, The King, my Lord, commanded me to wait you, 
And bid you welcome to the Court. 
Guſe. The King 
Still loads me with New Honours, but none greater 


| Than this the laſt. 


Grill, There is one greater yet, 
four High Commiſſion againſt the Hugonots ; 
land my Family ſhall ſhortly wait you, 

And *twill be Glorious Work. 
Guiſe, If you are there, 
There muſt be Aftion. 
Grill, O, your Pardon, Sir, 
'm but a Stripling in the Trade of War ; 
bit you, whoſe Life is"one continued Broyl, 
What will not your triumphant Arms accompliſh ? 
fou, that were form'd for Maſtery in War, 

That, with a ſtart, cry*d to your Brother ayenne, 
ToHorſe, and ſlaughter*d forty thouſand Germans, 
Guiſe, Let me beſeech you, Colonel, no more. 
Grill, But, Sir, ſince I muſt make at leaſt a Figure 

1 this great Buſineſs, let me underſtand 
What *tis you mean, and why you force the King 
pon ſo dangerous an Expedition. 

Guſe, Sir, I intend the Greatneſs of the King, 
The Greatneſs of all France, whom it imports 
Tomake their Arms their Buſineſs, Aim, and Glory, 
id where ſo proper, as upon thoſe Rebels | 


That 
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That cover'd all the State with Blood and Death ? 
Grill, Stor?d Arſenals and Armortes, Fields of Horſe, 
Ordnance, Munition, and the Nerve of War, 
Sound Infantry, not Harraſs'd and Diſeasd, 
To meet the fierce Navarre, ſhould firſt be thought on. 
Giſe. 1 find my Lord, the Argument grows warm, 
Therefore, thus much, and I have done : [ go 
To joyn the Holy League in this great War, 
In which no place of Office, or Command, 
Nat of the Greateſt, ſhall be bought or ſold; 
\Whereas too often Honours are Conferr?d 
Oa Souldicrs, and no Souldiers; this Man Knighted 
Becauſe he Charg?d a Troop before his Dinner, 
An ſculk*d behind a Hedg vth' afternoon - 
| will have ſtrict Examination made 
Betrzixt the Metitorious and the Baſe. 
Grill, You have Mountir'd it bravely, and there is no doubt 
Your Deeds would anſwer well your haughty Words ; 
Yet let me tell you, Sir, there is a Man, | 
Curie on the Hearts that hate him, that wou'd better, 
; Better than yon, or all your puffy Race, 
That better would become the Great Battalion ; 
That when he Shines in Arms, and Suns the Field, 
Moves, Speaks, and Fights, and is himſelf a War. 
Guiſe, Your Idol, Sir, you mean the Great Navarre ; 
But yer, . 
Grill, No Yet, my Lord of Guiſe, no Yet; 
By Arms, I bar you that; I ſwear, No Yet; 
For never was his like, nor ſhall again, 
Tho? voted from his Right by your Curs'd League. 
Guiſe. Judge not too raſhly of the Holy League, 
But look at home. 
Grill. Ha ! darſt thou juſtifie 
"Thoſe Villains ? 
Guiſe, Ile not juſtify a Villain 
More than your ſelf; but if you thus proceed, 
If every heated Breath can puff away, 
On each ſurmiſe, the Lives of Free-born People, 
W hat need that Awful General Convocation, 
The Aſſembly of the States ? Nay let me urge, 
If thus they villifie the Holy League, 
W hat may their Heads expect ? 
Grill, What, if I cou'd, 
They ſhould be certain of, whole piles of Fire. 
Guiſe. Collonel, *tis very well 1 know your Mind, 
Which without fear, or flattery-to your Perſon, 
Ple tell the King, and then, with his permiſſion, 


Proclaim 
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Proclaim it for a warning to our people. 
':Grifl. Come, you're a Murderer your ſelf within, 
A Traytor. | 
Guiſe, Thou a—hot old Hair-brain'd Fool. 
Grill, You wer Complotter with the Curſed League, 
The black Abettor of our Harry's Death. 
Guiſe, ?Tis falſe. 
Grill, *Tis true, asthouart double hearted : 
Thou double Traytor, to Conſpire lo baſely, 
And when found out, more baſcly to deny. 
Guiſe, O Gracious Harry, let me ſound thy Name, 
Leſt this old ruſt of War, this knotty Trifler, 
Should raiſe me to extreams. 
Grill, If thou*'rt a Man, 
That did*lt refuſe che Challenge of Navarre, 
Come forth. 
Guiſe. Go on, ſince thour*c reſoly?d on Death, 
Pl follow thee, and rid thy ſtaking Soul, 


Emer King, Queen- Mothcr, Alphonſo, Abbot, &: 


But ſee, the King : I ſcorn to ruine thee, 
Therefore £0 :ell him, tell hin thy ow; Story. 
King. Ha, Colonel,. is this your Friendly viſit ? 
Tell me the truth, how happen'd this diſorder ? 
Thoſe ruffl'd Hands, red: Looks, and port of Fury ? 
Grill. 1 told him, Sir, fince you will have it ſo, 
He was the Author of the Rebel League, 
Therefore a Traytor, and a Murderer.. 
K::g. 1gt poſſible ? 
Guiſe, No matter, Sir, no matter ; 
A few hot words, no more upon my Life ; 
The old Man row2z'd, and ſhook himſelf a little-: 
Soif your Majeſty will do me Honour, 
Ido beſeech you let the buſineſs die. | 
King, Grillon, ſubmit your ſelf, and ask his pardon. 
Grill. Pardon me, I-cannot do't. 
King, Where are the Guards ? | 
Gu;ſe. Hold, Sir ; come Colonel, Pte ask Pardon for \, . 
This Souldierly Embrace makes up the breach ; 
We will be ſorry, Sir, for one another. 
Grill, My Lord, I know not what to anſwer you, 
Pm friends, and I am.not, and fo farewell. LExit, 
King. You have your Orders; . yet before you go, 
Take this Embrace: I court you for my Friend, 
Tho? Grillon wou?d not. 
Gai/e, I thank you on my Kyees. 
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And fill while Life ſhall laſt, will: take ſtrict care 
To juſtifie my Loyalty to your Perſon. 

©. 2. Excellent Loyalty, to lock you up! 

King. | ſee even tothe bottom of his Soul : 

And, Madam, I mult ſay the Gz/e has Beauties, 

But they are ſet in Night, and foul Deſign: 

He was my Friend when young, and might be ſtill. 
Abbot, Mark?d you his hajlow accents at the parting ? 
9. M. Graves in his Smiles. 

King. Death in his bloodleſs Hands. 

O Marmoutiere | now I will haſte to meet thee ; 

The Face of Beauty, on this rifing Horrour, 

Looks like the midnight Moon upon a murder ; 

it gilds the dark deſign that ſtays for Fate, 

And drives the Shades that thicken from the State. 


[Exit 


— D_— 


Enter Grillon and Polin. 


Grill, Ave then this Pious Council of Sixtecn 
Scented your late Diſcovery of the Plot ? 
Pol. Not as from me, for ſtil} I kennel.with them, 
And bark as loud as the moſt deep-mouth'd Traytor, 
Againſt the King, his Government and Laws, 
Whereon immediately there runs a Cry 
Of, Seize him on the next Proceſlion, ſeize him, 
And clap the Chilperick in a Monaſtry ; 
Thus it was fixt,, as I before diſcoyer'd : 
But when, againſt his Cuſtom, they perceiv'd 
The King abſented, ſtraight the Rebels met, 
And roar'd, they were indone. 
« Grill, O, *tis like Jem, 
*Tis like their Mungrel Souls; fleſh *em with Fortune, 
, And they will worry Royalty to Death - 
But if feme crabbed Virtue turn and pinch 'em, 
Mark me, they*l run, and yelp, and clap their Tails, 
Like Curs, betwixt their Legs, and howl for mercy. 
Pol. But Malicorn, ſagacious on the point, 
Cry'd, Call the Sheriffs, and bid *ew-arm their Bands; 
Add yet to this, to raiſe you above hope, 
The Gu;ſe my Maſter will be here to day, 
For, on bare gueſs of what has been revealed, 
He wing'd a Meſſenger to give him notice ; 
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Yet ſpight of all this FaCtor of the Fiends 

Cov'd urge, they ſlunk their Heads like Hinds in Storms : 
But ſee, they come. : 


Enter Sheriffs with the Populace. 


Grill, Away, Ple have amongſt *em ; 

Fly to the King, warn him-of Gusſes coming, 

| That he may ſtraight diſpatch his ſtrict Commands 

To ſtop him. | 
1 Sher, Nay, this is Colonel Grilloy, 

The Blunderbuſs o'th? Court, away, away, - 

He carries Ammunition in his face. 

Grill. Hark you my Friends if you are not in haſte, 

Becauſe you are the Pillars of the City, 

I wowd inform you of a General Ruine. ; 
2.Sher. Ruine to the City / marry, Heaven forbid ! 
Grill, Amen, I ſay; for look you, Pm your friend : 

'Tis blown about youve plotted on the King, 

To ſeize him, if not kill him z for who knows, - + 

When once your Conſcience yields, how far "twill ſtretch; 

Next, quite to daſh your firmeſt hopes in pieces, 

The Duke of Guiſe is dead. 

1 Sher. Dead, Colonel ! 
2 Sher. Undone, undone! 
Grill, The world cannotredeem you ; 
For what, Sirs, if the King, provok*d.at laſt, 
Should joyn the Spanierd, and ſhould fire your City, 
Paris your Head, but a moſt Venomous one, 
Which muſt be blooded ? 

1 Sher. Blooded, Colonel ! 

Grill. Ay, blooded, thou moſt infamous Magiſtrate, 
Or you will blood the King, and burn the Zowvre, 
But ere that be, fall million miſcreant Souls, 
Snch Earth-born minds as yours ; for mark me; Slaves, 
Did you not Ages paſt conſign your Lives, 
Liberties, Fortunes to Imperial hands, 
Made *em the Guardians of your ſickly years, 
And now your grown up to a Boobies Greatneſs, 
What, wou'd you wrelt the Scepter from his Hand ? 
Now, by the Majeſtie of Kings I ſwear, 
You ſhall as ſoon be fav*d for packing Juries. 

I Sher, Why, Sir, maynt Citizens be ſay*d ? 

Grill. Yes, Sir, * n 
From drowning, to be hang'd, burnt, broke o'th? wheel. 

1 Sher, Colonel, you ſpeak us plain. 

Grill, A Plague confound you, 

D 2 Why 
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Why ſhould I not ? what is there in ſuch Raſcals 


Should make me-hide my Thought, or hold my tongue? _ 


Now, in the Devils Name, what make you here, . 
Dawbing the inſide of the Court like Snails, 
Sliming our Walls, and pricking.out your Horns ? 
To hear, 1 warrant, what the King's a doing, 
And what the Cabinet-Council; then to th? City 


To ſpread your monſtrous Lyes, and ſow rage ih! 


Wild-tire choak you. 
1, Sher, Well, we'll think of this, 
And to we take 'our leaves. | 
Grill. Nay, ſtay, my Maſters ; 
For Pm a thinking now juſt whereabouts _ + 
Grow the two talleſt Trees in Arden:Foreſt. il 
1. Sher, For what, pray Colonel, if 'we may befo bold? 


Grill, Why to hang you upon the higheſt Branches's rags 


Fore-God it will 'be-ſo; and I ſhall laugh 
To ſee you dangling to- and fro ith? Air, 
With the honeft Crows pecking your Traytors Limbs. 
All. Good Colonel ! 
Grill, Good Rats, my precious Vermin, | 
You moving Dirt, you rank ſtark Muck oth? World, 
You Oven-Bats, you things ſo far from Souls, | 
Like Dogs, you're out of Providence's reach, 
And only fit for hanging ; but be gone, - 
And think of Plunder— You right 'Elter Sheriff, 
Who Cary*d our Henry's Image'on a Table, 
At your Club-Feaſt, and after ſtabb'd it through ? - 
1. Sher, Mercy, good Calonel. 
Grill. Run with your Noſe to Earth, 
Run Blood-hound, run, and ſcent out Royal Murder. 
You ſecond Rogue, but. equal to the firſt, 
Plunder, Go hang, nay take your tackling with you, 
For theſe ſhall hold you faſt, your Slaves ſhall hang you 


To the mid Region in the 'Sun : Exeunt Sheriffs, 
Plunder, be gone Vipers, Aſps, and Adders, and People, 


Enter Malicorn. 


Ha, but hcre comes-a Fiend that ſoars above, 
A Prince oth? Air, that ſets the Mud a moving. 
Mal. Colonel, a word. - 
Grill. 1 hold no ſpeech with Villains. 
al. Burt, Sir, it may concern your Fame and Safety. 
Grill. No matter, I had rather die traduc'd, 
Than live by ſich a Villains help as thine. 
Mal, Hate then the Traytor, but yet love the Treaſon. 
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Gril, Why, are not. you a Villain E. 
Mal. *Tis confeſsd. | 
Grill, Then in the Name of all thy Brother Devils, 

What wou'dſt thou have with me ?' 

Mal. | know youre honelt, 

Therefore it is my bulineſs to diſturb you. 

Grill, Fore God Ple beat thee, if thou urge me farther. 
Mal. Why tho?. you, fhou'd, yet if you hear me after; 

The pleaſure I ſhall rake in your Vexation,. 

Will heal my Bruiſes. | 
Grill, Wert thou definite Rogue, 

Pfaith, I think that I ſhould give thee hearing ; 

But ſuch a boundleſs Yillany as thine, . | 

Admits no Patience. :; .;. | 
Mal. Your Niece is come to Court, 

And yields her Honour to our Henry's Bed. | TY 
Grill, Thou lyſt; damn?'d Villain, . hott him. 
Mal. So, why this 1 look*d for : . 

But yet I ſwear by Hell, and. Ny: Revenge, 

Tis true as you have wrong .m q 
Grill, Wrong'd thee, Vil & 5M | 

And name Revenge! O wer't thou Grills Match, 

And worthy of my Sword, I ſwear by his 

One had been paſt an Oath; but thou' rt a Worm,” 

And if I tread thee darlt not turn, again, 

Mal, 'Tis falſe, I dare like you, but.cannot at; 

There is no force in this Enervate Arm... 

Blaſted I was &re born, Curſe on my Stars, 

Got by ſome dotard in his pithleſs Years, 

And ſent a wither'd Saplin to the World. 

Yet Pye Brain, and there is my Revenge; 

Therefore I ſay agen theſe-Eyes have ſeen . 

Thy Blood at Court bright as a, Summers. Morn, 

When all the Heaven is ſtreak*d wich dappr'd Fires, 

And fleck?d with Bluſhes like a rif®d Maid ; 

Nay, by the Gleamy Fires that melted from her 

Faſt Sighs and Smiles, ſwoln Lips and heaving Breaſts, 

My Soul preſages Henry has enjoy*d her. 

Grill, Again thou lyſt ; and 1 will crumble thee, 

Thou bottl'd Spider; into, thy, Primitive Earth, 

Uuleſs thou ſwear thy very Thoughts a Lye. 

' al. 1 ſtand in Adamant, and thus defie thee 

Nay draw, and with the edge betwixt my Lips, 

Even while thou rak'ſt it through my Teeth, Ile near 

AN 1 have ſaid is true, as thou art honeſt, 

Or 1 a Villain. 

Grill, Damn'd infamous Wretch, 
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So much below my ſcorn, 1 dare not Kill thee : 


And yet ſo much te,. that I muſt fear thee, 
For ſhould. it be as thou Hah RE oa w”” 
The Trophies of my LawrelPd Honeſty | 
Shou'd bar me from forſaking this bad World, 
And never draw my Sword for Henry 'more. 
Mal. Ha, *tis well, and now -Il am Reveng'd. 
I was in hopes th6u would'ſt have nitter*d Treaſon, 
And forfeited thy Head *to pay tne fully. 
Grill, Haſt thou CompaCted for a Leaſe of Years 
With Hell, that thus thou ventur*ſt:to'provoke me ? 
Mal. Perhaps I have : '(How right the 'Blockhead hits.) 
Yet more to rack thy Heart, and break thy 'Brain, 
Thy Niece has been before the G#i/es Miſtreſs. - 
Grill, Hell-hound, avant. . * SI 9 
Mal. Forgive my honeſt -_— AR 
Grill. *Tis hatch*d'beneath, a Plot npon ' mine honour, 
And thus he lays his Baits to Catch 'my Soul: 
Ha! but the Preſence Opens, 'who'cotnes'here ? 
By Heaven my Niece, led by Alphoriſo Caro! * 
Ha, Mialicorn is*c poſſible, Truth from'thee ! - * 
"Tis plain, and Lin Juſtifying Woman * 
Have done the Devil wrong... 
Alph, Madam, — {50 
Pleaſe you to ſit, will inſtantly attend you. | 
Grill, Death, Hell, and Furits i ag to ſeek him, 
O Proſtitute, and on her prodigal Fleſh Af 
She has laviſh*d.all the Diamonds of the Gn:/c 
To ſet her off, and ſell her to. the King. 
Mar. O Heavens! did ever Virgin'yet attempt 
An Enterpriſe like mine ? 'I that reſolv*d - 
Never to leave thoſe dear delightfal Shades, 
But at the little part that Natore' gave me, 
On the Green-Carpets of ſome guiltleſs Grove, 
And having finiſhd it forſake the' World, 
. Unleſs ſometimes my Heart might entertain 
Some ſmall remembrance of the taking G=s/ec: 
But that far, far from any dark*ning Thought, 
To Cloud my Honour, or Eclipfe my Virtue. 
Grill. Thou lyſt, and if thou hadfſt not glanc'd aſide, 
and ſpy'd me coming, I had had it all, 
Mar. By Heav'n, by all that's good —— 
Gril!. Thou haſt loſt thy Honour, 
Give me thy Hand, this Hand by which I caught thee 
From the bold Ruffian in the Maſſacre, 
That would have ſtain'd thy almoſt Infant Honour, 
With Luſt, and Blood, doſt thou remember it ? 
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Mar. 1 do, and bleſs the Godlike Arm that ſav*d me. 
Grill. 'Tis falſe, thou haſt forgot my generous Action ; 
And now thou laugh'ſt to think how: thou haſt cheated, 
For all his kindneſs, this old grid Fool, 

Mar. Forbid it Heay?*n ! 

Grill, But oh that thou hadſt dy'd. 

Ten thouſand Deaths, ere blaſted Grillor?s Glory, 

6rillon that ſavd thee from a barbaroug Warld, 

Where thou hadſt ſtaty?d, 'or fold thy ſelf for Bread, 

Took thee into his Boſom, foſter*d thee © 

As his own Soul, and lap'd thee in his Heart-ſtrings ; 

And now, for all my Cares, to ſerve me thus / 

O'tis too much ye Powers ! double Confuſion 

On all my Wars; andoh, out, ſhame upon thee, 

It wrings the Tears from Grillon's Iron Heart, 

And melts me to a Babe. 

Mar. Sir, Father, hear me ;, 

| come to Court, to ſave the Life of Ga/e. 

Grill, And Proſtitute thy Honour tothe King. + 
Mar. I have look®d, perhaps too nicely for my Sex, 

Into the dark Afﬀairs of fatal State 

And to advance this dangerous Inquiſition, 

[ litn*d to the Love of daring Gui/ſe, ; 
Grill. By Arms, by Honeſty, 1 ſwear thou-lovſt him. 
Mar. By Heav'n that. gave thoſe Arms ſucceſs, 1 ſwear 

Ido not, as you think, but take it all. 

[ve heard the Gxi/e, not with an Angels temper» 

Something beyond the tenderneſs. of pity, 

And yet, not Love. 

Now, by the Powers that fram*d me, this is all ; 

Nor ſhould the World have wrought this cloſe Confeſſion, 

But to rebate your jealouſte of Honour. 

Grill, 1 know not what to ſay, nor what to think; 

There's Heaven ſtill in thy Voice, but that's a-Sign 

lirtue*s departing, for thy better Angel 

Sill makes the Womans Fongue his riſing Ground, 

Wags there a while, and takes his flight a ever. 

Mar. You muſt not go. 
Grill. Tho? I have Reaſon plain 

J 5s day, to judge thee falſe, 1 think thee true : 

By Heav*n, methinks I ſee a Glory round thee ; 

There's ſomething ſays thou wilt not loſe thy Honour - 

Death, and the Devil, that's my own Honeſty : 

My foliſh open Nature, that would have _ 

Al like my ſelf ; but off; .le hence and. Curſe thee. 
Mar, O ſtay! 

_ Grill, I won not. 
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Mar. Hark; the _— a coming. 
Let me conjure-you; for'yauri own Souls quiet, 
And for the evertaſting\reſt'of 'mine,- / © - 
Sir not till you have heard my Hearts deſign. 

Grill, Angel, or Devil, I will-—nay, at this -rate 
She'll make me ſhortly bring him to her Bed, 
Bawd for him ? N&/ he ſhall-make me'run my Head: 
Into a Cannon, when *tis Firing, firſt.- © © 5 
That's honourable ſporty) but III retire, © 7» 
And if ſhe plays me falſe, here's that ſhall mend her. 


'  [Marmoutiere Sts, Song and Dance, 


King. After the breathing of a'Love-ſick Heart, - 


Upon your Hand,.once more, nay twice, forgive me:. 


Mar, I diſcompoſe you, Sir. 
King. Thou doſt, by Heav*n; 
But with ſuch Charming pleaſure, 
L love, and tremble, 'as-at .Angels view, 
Mar, Love me, my Lord? : ' 
King, Who ſhow'd be lov*d, but- you? 
So loy*d, that even, my Crown, and ſelf ate vile, 
While you are by, try me upon deſpair ; 
My Kingdom'at the- ſtake, Ambition ſtary'd ; 
Revenge forgot, and all great Appetites 
That whet uncommon Spirits to aſpire, - 
So once a day I may have leave 
Nay, Madam, then you fear me. 


Mar, Fear you, Sir, what is there dreadful in you?” 


You've all the Graces that can' Crown Mankind : 

Yet wear %em ſo, as if you did not know em : 

So ſtainleſs, fearleſs,' free in all your actions, | 

As if Heaven lent you to the World to Pattern, +: 
King. Madam, I find you're no Petitioner ; 

My People would not treat me in this ſort ; 

Tho? *twere to gain a part of their Deſign : 

Bur to the Guiſe they deal their faithleſs Praiſe - 

As faſt, as you your flattery to me ;z | 

Tho? for what end I cannot gueſs, except 

You come, like them, to mock at my Misfortunes: 


Mar. Forgive you, Heavn ! that 'thought : no, mighty Monarci, 
The Love of all the Good, and wander of the Great; 


1 ſwear, by Heaven, my Heart adores, and loves you. 
King. O, Madam,” riſe, '': © | 
Mar. Nay, were you, Sir, unthron'd 

By-this Sedisious Rout that dare deſpiſe you ; 
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Blaſt all my days, ye Powers, torment my Nights ; 
Nay, let the Miſery invade my Sex, 
That cou'd not for the Royal Cauſe me, 
Throv? all their Luxury betore your Feet, 
And follow you like Pilgrims through the World. 
Grill. Sound Wind and Limb, fore-God a gallant Girl, 
. King. What ſhall I anſwer to thee, O thou Balm 
To heal a broken, yet a Kingly Heart; 
_ For, ſol ſwear [| will be to my Laſt : 
Come to my Arms, and be thy Harrys Angel, | 
Shine through my Cares, and make my Crown ſit eaſe. 
Mar. O never, Sir. 
King. W hat ſaid you, armontiere ? 
Why doſt thou turn thy Beauties into Frowns ? 
Mar. You know, Sir, tis impoſlible, no more. 
King. No more—and with that ſtern reſoly'd behaviour. 
By Heaven, were I a dying, and the Prieſt 
Shou'd urge my laſt Confeſſion, I'd cry out, 
Oh Aarmontiere, and yet thou ſay*ſt, no more. 
Mar. *Tis well, Sir, I have loſt my aim, farewell. 
King. Come back, O ſtay, my Life flows after you. 
Mar, No, Sir, I find I am a trouble to you, : 
You will not hear my Suit. 
- King. You Cannot go, 
You ſhannot -—— © your ſuit, I kneel to grant it, 
I beg you take whatever you demand. 
Mar. Then, Sir, thus low, or proſtrate, if you pleaſe, 
Let me intreat for Gu/e, 
King. Ha, Madam, what 4 
For G«;ſe; for Guiſe! that ſtubborn arrogant Rebel, 
That laughs at proffer*'d Mercy, flights his Pardon, 
Mocks Royal Grace, and plots upotimy Life - 
Ha ! and do you protedt him ? then the World 
Is fworn tor Herry's Death : does Beauty too, 
And Innocence it ſelf, conſpire againſt me; 
Then let me tamely yield my Glories up, 
Which once I vow?d with my drawn Sword to wear 
To my laſt drop of Blood ? Come, G«:ſe, come Cardinal, 
All you lov'd Traytors, come l {trip to meet you ; 
Sheath all your Daggers in Curſt Henry's Heart. 
Aar. This I expected, bit'/when you have heard 
How far 1 would intreat your Majelty, | 
. Perhaps you'l be more Calm. 
King. See, Pm huil'd ; 
Speak then, how far, Madam, wou'd you Command ? 
Mar. Not to proceed to laſt Extremities, 
Before the Wound is deſperate, _ alone, 
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For no man Judges like your Majeſty, | 
Take your own Methods, all the heads of Frarce 
Cannot ſo well adviſe you, as your ſelf: 

Therefore reſume, - my Lord, your Godlike temper, 
Yet do not bear more than a Monarch ſhould : 

- Believe it, Sir, the more your Majeſty 
Draws back your Arm, the more of Fate it carrles: 

- King. Thou Genius of my State, thou perfect model! 
Of Heaven it ſelf, an abſtraCt of the Angels, 

Forgive the late diſturbance of my Soul, 
I'm clear by Nature, as a RockleſsStream, 
But they dig through the Gravel of my Heart ; 
Therefore let. me conjure you do not go z 
"Tis faid the G«/e will come in ſpight of me ; 
Suppoſe it poſlible, and ſtay to adviſe me. 
Mar, I will, but on your Royal Word, no more. 
King, 1 will be eaſe 
To my laſt gaſp, as your own Virgin Thoughts, 
And neyer dare to breathe my paſſion more ; 
Yet you'll allow me now and then to Sigh 
As we diſcourſe, and Court you with my Eyes. 


Enter Alphonſo. 


_ Why do you wave your hand, 

And warn me hence ? 

So looks the poor Condemn'd, 

When Juſtice beck*ns, there's no hope of Pardon. 
Sternly, like you, -the Judge his Victim eyes, 
And thus, like me, the Wretch deſpairing dies. 


Entty Grillon. 


LExit with Alph, 


' ..Gril, O Rare, rare Creature, by the Power that made me :- 
Wert poſſible we cou'd be damn'd again : 
By ſome new Eve, ſuch Virtue might relieve us ; 
O I cou'd claſp thee, but that my Arms arerough, 
Till all thy Sweets were broke with my Embraces, 
| And kiſs thy Beauties toa diſſolution. 
Mar. Ah Father, Uncle, Brother, all the Kin, 
The precious Blood that's left me in the, Wortd, 
Believe, dear Sir, what-ere my aCtions ſeem, 
I will not loſe my Virtue for a Throne. 
Grill, Why, 1 will Carve thee ovt a Throne my ſelf ; 
Ple hew down all the Common-wealths in Chriſtendom, 
And ſcat thee on their Necks, as high as Heaven. 


Enter 
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Enter- Abbot Delbene. 


Abb. Colonel, your Ear. 
Mar. By theſe whiſpering Councils, 
My Soul preſages that the Gzi/e is coming : 
If he dares come, were [ a Man, a King, 
Pd facrifice him in the City's ſight. 
0 Heavens! what wav I ſaid ?. WereIa Man, 
I.know not that, but as I am a Virgin, 
If l wow'd offer thee, too lovely Gui/e, 
It ſhou'd be kneeling to the Throne for mercy, 
Ha! then thou lovſt, that thou art thus concern'd, 
Down, riſing miſchief down, or I will kill thee, 
Even in thy Cauſe, and ſtrangle new bora pity : 
Yet, if he were not married ! ha, what then ? 
His Charms-prevail, no, let the Rebel dye. 
| faint beneath this ſtrong oppreſſion here, 
Reaſon and Love rend my divided Soul, 
Heay*n be the Judge, and ſtill let Virtue Conquer ;. 
Love to his Tune my jarring Heart wou*d bring, 
But Reaſon over-winds and Cracks the String. LExit. 
Abb. The King diſpatches Order upon Order 
With poſitive Command to ſtop his coming. 
Yet there is notice given to the City ; 
Beſides Bellieure brought but a half account, 
How that the Gi/c reply*d he would obey 
His Majeſty in all, yet if he might 
Have leave to juſtify himſelf before him, . 
He doubted not his Cauſe. 
Grill, The Ax, the Az, 
Rebellion's pamper'd to aPlarifie, 
And it muſt bleed. [ Shout within, 
Abb ot. Hark, what a ſhout was there ! 
Vie to the King, it may be *tis reported 
On purpoſe thus. 
Let there-be Truth or Lies | 
In this mad Fame, Vle bring you inſtant word. [C Exit Abbot, 


Manet Grillon-; Enter Guiſe, Cardinal, Mayen, Malicorn, 
Attendants, &c. Shouts again, 


Grill, Death, and thou Devil, Malzcors, is that. 
Thy Maſter ? 

Guiſe, Yes, Grillsn, tis the Guiſe, 
One that wou'd Court you for a Friend, 

Grill, A Friend, 
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Traytor, thou mean'ſt, and ſo I bid thee welcome ; 
But fince thou art ſo inſolent, thy blood 
Be on thy Head, and fall by me-unpitied, 

Guiſe, The bruiſes of his Loyalty have craz'd him, 


Spirit within Sings« 


Malicorn, Malicorn, Malicorn, ho ! 
If the Guiſe reſolves to go, 


I charge, 1 warn thee let him know, 


Perhaps his head may tye too low, 


Gniſe, Why, Aalicorn ? 

Mal, ( ſtarting. ] Sir, do not fee the King. 

Guiſe, | will. 

Mal. ?Tis dangerous. 

Guiſe. Therefore 1 will ſee him, 
Axd ſo report my danger to the People. 
Halt to your Judgment, let him, if he dare; 
But more, more, more, why, /alicorn, again ? 
I thought a look with us had been a Language; 
Ple talk my mind on any point but this 
By Glances; ha, not yet, thou makeſt me bluſh 
At thy delay ; why, Man, *tis more than Life, 
Ambition, or a Crown. 

Mal. W hat, Marmontire | 


Guiſe, Ay, there a Generals Heart beat like a Drum, 
Quick, quick, my Reins, my Back, and Head and Breaſt, 


Ake, as I'de been a Horſe-back forty hours. 
1al. She has ſeen the King. 0 
Guiſe. 1 thought ſhe might. A trick upon me, well, 
Mal. Paſſion o? both ſides. * 
Guiſe, Bis thou meaneſt. 
AMal. On hers. 
Down gn her Knees. I 
Gziſe, And up again, no matter. 
Mal. Now all in Tears, now ſmiling, ſad at parting. 
Guiſe, DiſſembPd, for ſhe told me this before, 
* Twas all pur on that I might hear and rave. 
al. And ſo, to make ſure work on'c, by Conſent 
Of Grillon, who is made their Bawd. 
Guiſe, Away. | 
Mil. She's lodg?d at Court. 
Guiſe. ?Tis falſe, they do belye her. 
Mal. But, Sir, I ſaw the Apartment, 
Guiſe, What, at Court ? 


Mal; At Court, and near the King, *tis true by Heaven. 


[Shouts louder. 
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[never play*d you foul, why ſhould you doubt me ? 
Guiſe, 1 wowd thou hadlſt, e*re thus unmann'd me, Heart, 
Blood, Battles, Fire, and Death, I run, I run. 
With this laſt blow, he drives me like a Coward ; 
Nay, let me never win a Field again, 
If withthe thowght of theſe irregular Vapours, 
The blood han'?t burſt my Lips. 
Card, Peace, Brother. 
Guiſe. By Heaven, I took thee for my Souls Pbyfitian, 
And doſt thou vomit me with this loatt*d peace ? 
Tis contradittion; no, my peaceful Brother, 
Ple meet him now, tho? Fire, arm'd Cherubins 
Shou'd croſs my way, O jealculie of Love / 
Greater than Fame: thov eldeſt of the paſſions, 
Or rather, all in one, I here invoke thee, 
Where ere thou'rt Thron'd in Air, in Earth, or Hell, 
Wing me to my Revenge, to Blood, and Ruin. 
Card, Have you no temper ? ; 
Guiſe. Pray, Sir, give me leave, ” 
A moments thought ; ha, but I ſweat and tremble, 
My Brain runs this and that way, twill not fix 
On ought but vengeance, alicorn, call the People, 


[Shouts within, 
But hark, they ſhout again, Ple on and meet %em, 
Nay, head*em to his Palace as my Guards, . 
Yet more, on ſuch exalted Cauſes born, 
Fle wait him in-his Cabtaet alone, 
And look him pale, while in his Courts without, 
The People ſhout him dead with their alarms, 


And make his Miſtreſs tremble in his Arms. 
[ Exent, 


SCENE the Third. 


Enter King and Conncil, 
[ Shouts without, 
' King, What mean theſe Shouts ? 
Abb. 1 told your Majeſty, 
The Sheriffs have puff*d the Populace with hopes 
Of their Deliverer. [ Shots aTan, 
Kinz, Hark, there rung a Peal 
Like Thunder ; ſee, Alphonſo, what's the Caule. 


Erter Griilon, 


Grill, My Lord, the Guiſe is come. - 


\ 
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King, bs't poſlible ! ha, Grillox, ſaid*lt thou, come 2 
Grill. Why droops the Royal Majeſty ? O Sir — 


King. O Villain, Slave, wert thou my late born Heir, 


Givn me by Heay*n, ev?n when 1 Iay a dying ; 
But peace, thou feſtring thought, and hide thy wound ; 
Where is he ? 

Grill, With her Majeſty, your Mother ; 
She has tak*a Chair, and he walks bowing by her, 
With thirty thouſand Rebels at his Heels. 


Kino, What's to be done ? No pall upon my Spirit ;. 


But he that loves me beſt, and dares the moſt 
On this nice point of Empire, let him ſpeak. 
Alph, 1would adviſe you, Sir, to call him in, 
And kill him inſtantly upon the Spot. | 
Abb. I like Alphonſo*s Counſel, ſhort, ſure Work, 
Cutoff the Head, and let the Body walk. 


Enter Queen- Mother. 


9. 2. Sir, the Gwe waits. 

King. He enters on his Fate. 

Q. 44. Not ſo, forbear, the City*s upin Arms ; 
Nor doubt, if in their heat you cut him off, 
That they will ſpare the Royal Majeſty. 

' Once, Sir, let me adviſe, and rule your Fury. 
King. You ſhall, le ſee him, and Þle ſpare him now. 
©. 44. What will you ſay ? & 
Kizg. | know not, 

Colonel Grillon, call the Archers in, 
Double your Guard, and ſtrittly charge the Swits 
Stand to their Arms, receive him as a Traytor. 
My Heart has ſet thee down, O G«:/e in Blood, 
Blood, Mother, Blood, ne're to be blotted out. 
. 44. Yetyou'l relent when this hot fit is over. 
1g. If I forgive him, may I ne're be forgiv'n ; _ 

No, if I tamety bear ſuch infolence, 

What act of Treaſon will the Villains ſtop at ? 

Seize me, they?ve ſworn, Impriſon me's the next, 

Perhaps Arraign me, and then doom me dead ; 

But ere I ſuffer that, fall all together, 

Or rather, on their {laughter*d Heaps erect 

Thy Throne, and then proclaim it for Example, 

I'm born a Monarch ; which implies alone 

To wield the Scepter, and depend cn none. 


The End of the Third ACT, 


_ [ExitGtill, 


[Exeunt: 


ACT. 
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ACT IV. 
SCENE The Lore. 


A Chair of State plac'd ;, the King appears ſitting init ;, a Table by him 
which he leans ;, Attendants on each ſide of them: amongſt 
Grillon, and Bellieure, The Queen-Mother enters led 


the reſt, Ab 
by the Duke of 


Of 
bot, 


Guiſe, who makes his approach with three Reverences to the Kings Chair ; 


after the third, the King riſes, and coming forward, ſpeaks. 


King. I Sent you word you ſhould not come. 
Guiſe, Sir that I came 

King. Why, that you came I ſee. 

Once more I ſent you word, you ſhould not come. 

Gu;ſe, Not come to throw my felf with all ſubmiſſion, 
Beneath your Royal Feet,to put my Cauſe 
And Perſon in the hands of Soveraign Juſtice ! 

King. Now *tis with all ſubmiſſion, that*s the Preface, 
Yet ſtill you came againſt my ſtrict Command, 

You diſobey*d me, Dake, with all ſubmiſſion. 

Guſe, Sir, it was the laſt neceſſity that drove me 
Toclear my ſelf of Calumnies, and Slanders, 

Mach urg?d, but never prov*d againſt my Innocence ; 
Yet had I known it was your expreſs Command, 
| hou'd not have approach'd. 

King, *T was asexpreſs, as words could ſignifie z 
Stand forth Bellzexre, it ſhall be prov'd you knew it, 
Stand forth, and to this falſe Mans Face declare 
Your Meſſage, word for Word. 

Bell. Sir, thus it was, I met him on the way, 

And plain as I could ſpeak, I gave your Orders, 
Juſt in theſe following Words 

King. Enough, I know you told him; 

Bit he has us'd me long to be contemn?d, 
AndI can ſtill be patient, and forgive. 

Guiſe. AndI can ask forgiveneſs when err ; 
But let my Gracious Maſter, pleaſe to know 
The true intent of nry miſ-conſtru'd Faith. 
ſhtonld I not come to vindicate my Fame, 
from wrong Conſtruftions? And 


King. Come, Duke, you were not wrong'd your Conſcience knows, 
You were not wrong'd, were you not plainly told, 
That if you dar'd to ſet your Foot in Paris, 


You 
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You ſhou'd be held the cauſe of all Commotions, 

That ſhou'd from thence enſue, and yet you came. 
Guiſe. Sir, will you pleaſe with patience but to hear me ? 
King. I will, and wow'd be glad, my Lord of Guz/c, 


To.clear you to my ſelf. 
Guiſe, 1 had been told 
There were in agitation here at Court, 
Things of the higheſt note againſt Religion, 
Againſt the common Properties of- Subjects, 
And Lives of honeſt well affeted men z 
I therefore judg'd 
King. Then you, it ſeems are Judge 
Betwixt the Prince and People, Judge for them, 
And Champion againſt me ? 
Guiſe, I tear*d it might be repreſented ſo, 
And came reſoly?d | 
King. To head the FaCtious Crowd. 
Guije, Toclear my Innocence. 
King. The means for that, 
Had been your abſence from this hot-brain*d Town 
Where you, not I, are King —— 
I feel my Blood kindling within my Veins, 
The Genius of the Throne knocks at my Heart, 
Come what may come, he dies. 
Q. M1, ſtopping the King, W hat mean you, Sir, 
You tremble and look pale, for Heavens ſake think, 
Tis your own Life you venture, if you kill him. 
King. Had 1 ten thouſand Lives, Ple venture all. 
Give me way, Madam. 
Q. 24. Not to your deſtruction. 
The whole Pariſian Herd is at your Gates ; 
A Crowd's a Name too ſmall, they are a Nation, ' 
Numberleſs, arm'd, enragd, one Soul informs ?em. 
King. And that one SouP's the Gui/e, Vle rend it out, 
And damn the Rabble all at once in him. 
. Guiſe. (aſide) My Fate is now th? Ballance, Fool within 
I thank thee for thy foreſight. 
©. 14. Your Guards oppoſe *em. 
King. Why not? a Multicudes a Bulky Coward. 
©. M. By Heaven there are not Limbs in all your Guards, 
For every one a Morſel. 
King. Ceſar quelPd?em, 
But with a Look and Word. 
©. 44. So Galba thought. 
King. But Galba was not Ceſar. | 
Gui/e.” I muſt not give*%em time for Reſolution. _ [ Aſide. 


My Journey, Sir, has diſcompos'd my Health, 
I humbly beg your leave I may retire, 
Till your Commands re-call me to your Service. 


Manet King, Queen-Mother, Grillon, Abbot. 


King. So you have counſeIÞPd well, the Traytor's gone, 
[To Queen-Mother. 


To mock the meekneſs of an injur'd King, ' 
Why did not you, who gave me part of Life, 
Infuſe my Father ſtronger in my Veins ? 
- But when you kept me coop'd within your Wotmb, 
You palPd his generous Blood with the dull mixture 
Of your /tal;an Food, and milk'd flow Arts 
Of Womaniſh tameneſs in my infant mouth, 
Why ſtood I ſtupid elſe, and miſs*d a blow, 
Which Heaven and daring folly made fo fair. 

Q. 24. 1 ſtill maintain, *t 

Grill. A pox o'this unſeaſonable wiſdom ; 
He was a Fool to come; if. ſo, then they 
Who let him go, were ſomewhat. 


King. The event, th” event will ſhew us what we were. 


For like a blazing Meteor hence he ſhot, 
And drew a ſweeping Fiery Train along. 
-.O Pars, Paris, once my Seat of Triumph ; 
But now the Scene of all thy King's misfortunes, 
Ungrateful, perjur*d, and Diſloyal Town, 
Which by my Royal Preſence I have waray'd 
So long, that now the Serpent hiſles out, 
And ſhakes his forked Tongue at Majeſty. 
While I-— 
9. 4. While you loſe time in idle talk, 
And uſe no means for ſafety and prevention. 
King. What canl do ! O Mother, Abbor, Grilbon ? 
All dumb nay, then '*tis plain, my Ca 
Such an o're-whelming ill makes Grief a Fool, 
As if Redreſs were palt. 
Grill. Vle go to the next Sheriff, - 
And beg the firſt Reverſion of a Rope 5 . 
Diſpatch is all my buſineſs, Ile hang for you. 
Abbor. *Tis not ſo bad, as vainly you ſurmiſe; 


Some ſpace there is, ſome little ſpace, ſome ſteps 
Betwixt our Fate and us; our Foes are powerful, 
. But yet not Arm'd, nor MartialPd into Order z 

. Believe it, Sir, the G«sſe will not attempt, 
"Till he have rowl'd his Snow-ball to a 

K ing » So, then, my Lord, WE area day from Death}, 
What ſhall to morrow do ? 


F 


The Duke of GUISE. _ 


was wiſely done to ſpare him. 


uſe is deſperate. 
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 CTothe King. 
_ [Exit Guiſe. 


Abbot. 
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Abbot. To morrow, Sir. 
If hours between {lide not too idle by, 
You may be Maſter of their Deſtiny, 
Who now diſpoſe ſo loftily of yours. 
Not far without the Suburbs there are Quarter*d 
Three thouſand Swifſe, and two French Regiments. 
King. Wou'd they were here, and were at their head. 
Q. M. Send Mareſchal Byron to lead %em up. 
King. 1t ſhall be ſo, by Heaven there's Life in this, 
The wrack of Clouds is driving on the Winds, 
And ſhows a break of Sun-ſhine. 
Go, Grilon, give my Orders to Byron, 
And ſee your Souldiers well diſpos'd within, 
For ſafeguard of the Louvre. 
Q. 44. One thing more, 
The Gaiſe (his busneſs yet not fully ripe,) 
Will treat at leaſt for ſhow of Loyalty ; 
Let him be met with the ſame Arts he Drrngs: 
King. 1 know, he'll make exorbitant Demands, 
But here your part of me will come in play ; 
Th? Italian Soul ſhall teach me how to ſooth : 
Even Fove mult flatter with an empty hand, 
"Tis time to thunder, when he gripes the Brand. [ Ex, Ones, 


Enter Malicorne ſolus. 
A Night SCENE. 


Mal. Thus far the Cauſe of God : but God's or Devil's, 
I mean my Maſter's Cauſe, and mine ſucceed : 
W hat ſhall the Gzs/e do next ? [ 4 flaſh of Lightmng. 


J Enter the Spire Melanax. 
Atl, Firſt ſeize the King, and after murder him. 
Aal. Officious Fiend, thou conſt uncalld to Night. 
All, Always uncall'd, and till at hand for miſchief. 
* Mal. —— But why in this Fanatick Habit, Devil ? 
Thou look*ſt like one that preaches to the Crowd, 
Goſpel is in thy Face, and outward Garb, 
And Treaſon on thy Tongue. 
Azcl. Thou haſt me right, 
Ten thouſand Devils morearein this Habit, 
Saintſhip, and Zeal are ſtill our beſt diſguiſe : 
We mix unknown with the hot thoughtleſs Crowd, 
And quoting Scriptures, which too well we know, 
With impious-Gloſles ban the holy Text, 
And make it ſpeak Rebellion, Schiſm and Murder, 
So turn the Arms of Heavea againſt it elf. | Me. 
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Mal. What makes the Curate of St. Ewftace here ? 
Ael. Thou art miſtaken Maſter, *tis not he, 
But *tis a zealous, godly, canting Devil, 
* Who has aſlum'd the Churchman's lucky ſhape, 
- To talk the Crow'd to Madnefs and Rebellion. 
Mal. O true Enthuſiaſtick Devil, true ; 
For lying is thy Nature, even to me; 
Didſt thou not tell me, If my Lord the Gus/z 
Enter*d the Court, his head ſhould then lie low ? 
That was alye; he went, and is return'd. 

Mel. *Tis falſe ; I ſaid, perhaps it ſhould lie lows. 
And, but I child the blood in Henry's veins, 
And cram'd a thouſand ghaltly, frightful Thoughts, 
Nay, thruſt *em foremolt in his lab'ring Brain, 

Even ſo it would have been; 

Mal. Thou haſt deſery*d me, 

And 1 am thine, dear Devil ; what do we next ? 

Mel. 1 faid, Firſt ſeize the King. 

Mal. Suppoſe it done : 

He's clapt within a Convent, ſhorn a Saint, 
| My Maſter mounts the Throne, 

Mel. Not ſo faſt, Malicorne ; 

Thy Maſter mounts not, till the King be ſlain. 

Mal. Not when depogd. 

Mel. He cannot be depos'd. 

He may be kilPd, a violent Fate attends him 
But at his Birth there ſhone a Regal Star. 
* Mal. My Maſter had a ſtronger, 

Mel. No, nota ſtronger, but more popular. 
Their Births were full oppos'd, the Gaſe 
But if th? ill Influence paſs o're Harry's Head, 
Asin a year it will, France ne're ſhall boaſt 
A greater King than he ; now cut him off, 
While yet his Stars are weak. 

Mal. Thou talk*ſt of Stars : 

Canſt thou not ſee more deep into events, 
And by a ſurer way ? 

Mel. No, Malicorne, 

The ways of Heaven are broken ſince our Fall, 
Gulph, beyond Gulph, and never. to be ſhot - 
Once we cou'd read our mighty Makers mind, 
As in a Chryſtal Mirror, ſee th? Idea's 

Of things that always are, as he is always. 
Now ſhut below in this dark Sphere, 

By Second cauſes dimly we may guels, 

And peep far off on Heavens revolving Orbs, 


' Which caſt obſcure Reflections from _ Throae. 
| 2 


now ſtrongeſt ; 


35 


Mal. 
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A ſign of deep 


Full on his _ 


Conjoyn'd wi 
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Mal. Then tell me thy Surmiſes of the future. + 
ME. I took the Revolution of the Year, 

Juſt when 'the Sun was entering in the Ram 

TH" aſcending Scorpion Ly on'd all the Sky, 


deceit a 


treachery. 


his angry Maſter ſate, 


Saturn, 


eful both to Man: 


Of ſecret Slanghters, Empires overturn'd, 
Strife, Blood, and Maſlacres expett to hear, 
And all th* Events of an ill-omer'd Year. 


Mal. Then flouriſh Hell, and mighty Miſchief reign, 


Miſchief to ſome, to others muſt be-good ; 


But hark, for now tho? *cis the dead of Night, 
When ſilence broods upon our darkned world, 


Methinks I hear a murmuring hollow ſound, 


Like the deaf Chimes of Bells in Steeples touch?d. 


Mel. ?Tis truly gueſs'd - 
But know, *tis from no nightly Sexton's hand, 


Theres not a damned Ghoſt, nor hell-born Fiend, 


That can from Limbo ſcape, but hither flies, 


. Withleathern wings they beat the dusky Skies. 


To ſacred Churches all in Swarms repair, 


Some crowd the Spires, but moſt the hallow?d Bells, 


And ſoftly Toll for Souls departing Knells, 


Each Chime thou hear®ſt, a future death foretells. 
Now there they perch to have %em in their Eyes, 


Till all go loaded to the Neather Skies. 
Mal. To morrow then. 
el. Tomorrow let it be: 


Or thou deceiv?it thoſe hungry, gaping Fiends, 


And Beelzebub will rage. 


Mal. Why Beelzebub ? haſt thou not often ſaid, 


That Zucifer*s your King ? 
Al, 1told thee true - 

But Lucifer, as he who foremoſt fell, 

So now lies loweſt in th? Abyſs of Hell. 


Chain'd till the dreadful Doom), in place of whom 


Sits Beelzebxb, Vicegerent of the damn'd, 


Wholiſtning downward hears his roaring Lord, 
. And executes his purpoſe, but no more, 


The morning creeps behind yon Eaſtern hill, 


And now the Guard is mine, to drive the Elves 
And fooliſh Fairies from their Moon-light play, 


And laſh the Laggers from the ſight of day. 
, Enter Guiſe, Mayenne, Cardinal, and Archbiſhop. 


May. Sullen, methinks, and ſlow the morning breaks, 


; 
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kit the Sun were liſtleſs to appear, 

And dark deſigns hung heavy on the day. Ss 
Guiſe. Y'are an old Man too ſoon, y*are ſuperſtitious, 

Ple truſt my Stars, I know 'em now by proof, 

The Genius of the King bends under mine, 

'Iaviron'd with his Guards, he durſt not touch me 

But aw*d and craven'd as he had been ſpell'd, 


Would have pronounc'd, Go kill the G;/e, and durſt not. 


Card, We have him inour power, coopt in his Court, 
Who leads the firſt Attack ? Now by yond Heaven —— 
That bluſhes at my Scarlet Robes, PH d%*off 
This womaniſh Attire of godly peace, 

And cry, Lie there, Lord Cardinat of Ge, 
* Guiſe, As much too hot, as ayenne too cool, 
But *ctis the manlier fault o*ch* two. 

Biſhop. Have you not heard the King, preventing day,, 

Receiv*d the Guards into the City Gates, 

The jolly Swiſſes marching to their Fifes. 

The Crow?d ſtood gaping heartleſs, and amaz?d, 
Shrunk to their ſhops, and left the paſllage free. 

Guiſe, 1 would it ſhould be ſo, ?twas a good horror, 

Firſt let *em fear for Rapes, and ranſackt Houſes ; 

That very fright when I appear to head %em, 

Will harden their ſoft City Courages : 
Cold Burghers muſt be ſtruck, and ſtruck like Flints, 
Ere their hid Fire will ſparkle, 


Biſhop. 1 am glad the King has introduc'd theſe Guards. 


Card. Your Reaſon. 
Biſhop. They are too few for us to fear, 
Our numbers in old martial Men are more, 
The City not caſt in, but the pretence 
That hither they are brought to bridle Parzs, 
Will make this riſing paſs for juſt defence. 
May. Suppoſe the City ſhould not riſe. 
Guiſe, Suppoſe as well the Sun-ſhould never riſe : 
He may not riſe, for Heaven may play a trick ; 
But he has riſen from Adam's time to ours. 
Is nothing to be left to Noble Hazard ? 
No Venture made, but all dull certainty 
By Heav'n le tug with Harry for a Crown, 
Rather than have it on tame terms of yielding, 
I fcorn to poach for Power. 


Enter a Servant, who whiſpers Guile; 


ALady, ſay*ſt thou, Young, and Beautiful, 
Brought in a Chair ? 


Condut 


Condudt her 11—— _ 
Card. You wou'd be left alone—— 
.Gwuiſe. I wou'd, Retire. 
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Re-enter. Servant with Marmoutier, and Exit, 


Starting Igt poſlible, I dar e not truſt my Eyes, . | | 0 | 


back, You are not Afarmouticr, 
Mar. What am] then ? 
Guiſe. Why any thing but ſhe : 
What ſhould the Miſtreſs of a King do here ? 
Mar. Find him, who wou'd be Maſter of a King. 
Guiſe, I ſent not for yon, Madam. 
Mar. | think my Lord the King ſent not for you. 
Guiſe. Do you not fear your Vilit will be known ? 
Mar, Fear is for guilty Men, Rebels, and Traytors ; 
Where ere | go, my Virtue is my Guard. 
Guiſe, W hat Devil has ſent thee here to plague my Soul ? 
. © thatI could detelt thee now as much | 
As ever l have lov'd, nay.even as much 
As yet in ſpite of all thy Crimes I love : 
But *tis a Love ſo mixt with dark Deſpair, 
The Smoke and Soot ſmother the riſing flame, 
And make my Soul'a Furnace : Woman, Woman, 
W hat can [ call thee more, if Devil twere leſs, 
Sure thine's a Race was never got by Adam, 
But Eve play'd falſe, engendring with the Serpent, 
Her own part worſe than his. 
Mar. Then they got Traytors. 
Guiſe, Yes, Angel Traytors,fit to ſhine in Palaces, 
Fork'd into ills, and ſplit into deceits ; 
Two in their very-frame ; "twas well, *twas well, 
I ſaw not thee at Court, thou Baſilisk ; 
For if I had, thoſe Eyes, without his Guards, 
Had done the Tyrant's work. 
Mar, Why then, it ſeems, 
I was not falſe in all; I told you, Gni/e, 
If you left Paris, I would go to Court : 
You ſee Þ kept my Promile. 
Guiſe, Still thy Sex : 
Once true in all thy life, and that for miſchief. 
Mar. Have I faid I loy*d you ? 
Guiſe, Stabon, Stab, 
'Tis plain you love the King. 
Mar, Nor him, nor you, 
In that nolawful way you ſeem to mean. 
My Eyes had once fo far betray*d my Heart, 


* [Exit Sow 
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As to diſtiaguiſh you from common Men, | 
What ©re you ſaid, or did, was Charming all. | 


Guiſe. But yet, it ſeems, you found a King more charming, 


Mar. 1 do not ſay more Charming, but more Noble, 
More truly Royal, more a King in Soul, 
Than you are now in wiſhes. 
Guiſe May be ſo : . 
But Love has oy1'd your tongue to run ſo glib, 
Corſe on your Eloquence. 
Mar. Curſe not that Eloquence, that ſav*d your Life : 
For when your wild Ambition, which defy*d 
A Royal Mandat, hurried you to Town ; 
When over-weening pride of Popular power, 
Had thruſt you headlong in the Lowvre Toyls, 
Then had you dy*d: For know, my haughty Lord, 
Had I not been, offended Majeſty 
Had doom'd you to the death you well deſery?d, 
Guiſe, Then was't not Henry's fear preſerv*d my Life ? 
Mar. You know him better, or you ought to know him; 
fe's born to give you fear, not to receive it. 
Guiſe. Say this again, but add you gaye not up 
Your Honour as the Ranſom of my Lite ; 
for if you did, *twere better I had dy'd. 
Mar. And lo it were. ; 
Guiſe. Why ſaid you, So it were ? 
for tho? *tis true, methinks ?tis much unkind. 
Mar. My Lord, we are not now to talk of kindneſs, 
If you acknowledge I have ſav'd your Life ; 
be grateful in return, and do an act 
Your Honour, though unaskt by me, requires. 
Guiſe. By Heav*n and you, whom next to Heaven I love, 
(If I ſaid more, 1 fear I ſhould not lie,) 
Ple do what e're my Honour will permit. 
Mar. Go throw your ſelf at Henry's Royal Feet, 
And riſe not, ?cill approv*d a Loyal Subject. 
Guiſe. A Dutious Loyal Subject I was ever. 
Mar. Ile put it ſhort, my Lord, depart from Pars. 
Guiſe, I cannot leave 
My Countrey, Friends, Religion, allat ſtake; . 
be wiſe, and be before-hand with your Fortune ; 
Prevent the turn, forſake the ruin'd Court ; 
Say here, and make a merit of your Love. 
- Mar. No, Ile return, and periſh in thoſe Ruines; 
[ind thee now ambitious, faithleſs Gare, 
farewel the baſeſt, and the laſt of Men, 
Guiſe, Stay, or——Q Heay*n ! Ple force you ; Stay-—— 
Mar. I do believe ; 
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So ill of you, ſo villainouſly ill, 

That if you durſt, you wow'd : 

Honour yowre little, Honeſty you've leſs ; 

But Conſcience yon have hone, - 

Yet there?s a thing calPd Fame, and mens Eſteem, 

; Preſerves me from your force, once more farewel : 

Look on me Gw/e, thou ſeeſt me now the laſt, 

Tho' Treaſon rge not Thunder on thy head, 

This one departing Glance ſhall flaſh thee dead. [Exit. 
Guiſe, Ha, ſaid ſhe true ? have I ſo little Honour ? 

Why then a Prize ſo eaſie, and ſo fair, 

Had never ſcap'd my Gripe; but mine ſhe is, 

For that's ſet down as ſure as Harry? Fall : 

But my Ambition, that ſhe calls my Crime : 

Falſe, falſe by Fate, my Right wits born with me, 

And Heaven confeſt it in my very frame; 

The Fires that would have form'd ten thouſand Angels, 

Were cram'd together for my {iogle Soul. 


Enter Malicorne. 


2441. My Lord, you trifle precious hours away, 
The Heavens look gaudily upon your greatneſs, 
And the crown'd moments court you as they fly ; 
Briſack and fierce Aumale have pent the Swiſſe, 
And folded %cm like ſheep in holy ground, 
Where now with order'd Pikes, and Colours furPd, 

"They wait the word that dooms em all to dye : 

Come forth and bleſs the Triumph of the day. 
Guiſe. Sollight a Viftory requir*d not me : 

I but ſate ſtil], and Nodded like a God 

My World into Creation, now ”tis time 

To walk abroad, and careleſly ſurvey 


How the dull Matter does the form obey. [Exit with Malicorne. 


Enter Citizens, and Melanax in his Fanatick, Habit 
\ at the head of %m., 


AMecl, Hold, hold a little, Fellow Citizens, and you Gentlemen of the 
Rabble, a-word of Godly Exhortation to ſtrengthen your hands, e're 
you give the Onſet. 
| 1 Cit. 1s this a time to make Sermons ? I wou'd not hear the Devil gow 

fho? he ſhould come in Gods? name, to Preach Peace to us. 

2 Cit, Look you, Gentlemen, Sermons are not to be deſpis'd, We 
have all profited by godly Sermons that promote Sedition, 

Let the precious man Hold forth. 


Ormmes, Let him Hold forth, let him Hold-forth. pr 
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. Xl. To promote Sedition is my buſineſs : It has been fo before any 
of you were born, and will be ſo when you are all dead and damn'd ; t- 
I have led on the Rabble in all Ages. 

1 Cit, That's a Lye and a loud one. He has led the Rabble both 
Old and Young, that's all Ages: -A heavenly ſweet Man, I warrant. 
him, I have ſeen him ſomewhere in a Pulpit. | 

Akt. I ſown Rebellion every where. 

.. 1 Cit, How every where ? That's another Lye : How far have you 
TravePd Friend ? 

Mel. Over all the World. 

1 Cit. Now that's a Rapper. 

2 Cit, Iſay, No: For, look you Gentlemen, if he has been a Tra- 
veller, he certainly ſays true, for he may lye by Authority. 

Atl. That the Rabble may depoſe their Prince, 

' Has in all Times, and in all Countries, been accounted lawful. 

1 Cit, That's the firſt true Syllable he has utter®d : But as how, and 
whereby, and when may they depoſe him ? 

Atl, When ever they have more power to Depoſe, than he has to 
Oppoſe, and this they may do upon the leaſt occaſion. 

1 Cit. Sirra, you mince the Matter; you ſhould ſay, we may do it 
upon no occaſion, for the leſs the better. 

Mel. aſide. Here's a Rogue now will out-ſhoot the Devil in his own 
Bow. 

2, Cit. Some Occaſion, in my mind, were not amiſs ; For, look you 
Gentlemen, if we have no Occaſion, then whereby we have no Occa- 
ſion to depoſe him ; and therefore cither Religion or Liberty, I ſtick 
to thoſe Occaſions: for when they are gone, Good-night ro Godlineſs 
and Freedom. | 

Mel. When the moſt are of one ſide, as that's our caſe, we are al- 
ways in the right; for they that are in power, will ever be the Judges : 
$o that if we ſay White is Black, poor White muſt loſe the Cauſe, and 
put on Mourning, for White is but a ſingle Syllable, and we are a whole 
Sentence: Therefore go on boldly, and lay on reſolutely for your So- 
lemn League and Covenant, and if here be any ſqueamiſh Conſcience 
who fears to fight againſt the King, tho'I that have known you Citizens 
theſe thouſand years, ſuſpect not any, let ſuch underſtand, That his 
Majeſties Politick Capacity is to be diſtinguiſh'd from his Natural; and 
though you murder him 1n one, you may preſerve him in the other, and 
{o much for this time, becauſe the Enemy is at hand. 

2 Cit. looking out, 

Look you, Gentlemen, *tis Gri/on the fierce Colonel, 
He that devours our Wives, and raviſhes our Children. 

1 C:r, He looks ſo Grum, I don't care to have to do with him, 
Wou'd L were ſafe in my Shop behind the Counter. 

2 Cit. And wou'd I were under my Wives Petticoats, 

Look you, Gentlemen. 
Atl, You, Neighbour, behind your Compter yeſterday, paid a Bill 
G of 


42 The Duke of GUISE. 

of Exchange in Glaſs Zovisdors, and you Friend, that cry, Look you 
Gentlemen, this very morning was under another Womans Petticoats 
and not your Wives. EN | , 

2 Cit. How the Devil does he know this ? 

Mel. Therefore fight luſtily for the Cauſe of Heaven, and to make 
even Tallies for your Sins, which that you may do with a better Con- 
ſcience, I abſolve you both, and all thereftof you: Now go on mer- 
rily, for thoſe that eſcape {hal avoid killing z ' and thoſe who do not e. 
ſcape, [ will provide for in another world,  brods't ff : 

[Cry within on the ether ſide of the Stage, Vive & Roy, Vive le Roy, 

Enter Grillon, and hzs Party, . 

Gril, Come'on, Fellow-Souldters, Commilitones, that's my word, ag 
"was Julins Ceſar's of Pagan memory ; *fore Gad I am no Speech-ma- 
ker, but there are the Rognes, and here's Bilbo, that*s a word and a 


blew ; we mult either cut their Throats, or they cut ours, that's pure - 


neceſlity for your comfort: Now if any man can be ſo unkind to his 
own Body, for I meddle not with your Souls, as to ſtand ſtill like a good 
Chriltian, and offer his Weeſon to a Butcher*s Whittle, I ſay no more, 
but that he may be fav'd, and that's the beſt can come on him. 
[Cry 0 both ſides, Vive le Roy, Vive Guiſe. The Fighr. 
24. Hey for the Duke of Gzi/e and Property, Up with Religion and 
the Cauſe, and down with thoſe Arbitrary Rogues there : 
Stand to't you Aſſociated Cuckolds. [Citizens go back, 
O Rogues, O Cowards, Damn theſe Half-ſtrain*d Shop- keepers, Got 
between Gentlemen and City- Wives, how Naturally they quake, and 
run away from their own Fathers, Twenty Souls a Penny were a dear 
Bargain of *em [7 hey all run off, Melanax with them, 
| the 1 and 2 Cit, taken, 
Grill, Poſſeſs your ſelves of the place Maubert, | 
And hang me up thoſe two Rogues for an example. 
1 Cit, O ſpare me ſweet Colonel, I am but a young Beginner, and 
new ſet up. 
Grill. le be your Cuſtomer, and ſet you up a little better, Sirrah, 
Go hang him at the next Sign-pols - 
What have you to ſay for your ſelf, Sconndrel ? 
Why were you a Rebel? 
2 Cit, Kovk you, Colone), *twas ont of no ill meaning to the Goyern- 
ment, all that I did, was pure Obediznce to my Wite. 
Grill. Nay, if thou haſt a Wife that wears the Breeches, 
Thou ſhalt be condemn'd to live : 
Get thee home for a Hen-peckt Iraytor—— 
W hat, are we encompas*d ? Nay then, Faces this way ; 
We'll ſel] our Skins to the faireſt Chapmen. 
[Enter Aumale and Souldzers on the one ſide, Citizens on the 
other, Grillon and his Party are diſarm”, 
1 Cit, Bear away that bloody-minded Colonel, | 


And 


But ſt 
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And hang him up at the next Sign-poſlt : 

Nay, when am in power, 1 can make examples too. 
Omnes, Tear him piece-meal, tear him piece-meal. [Pull and bale biz, 
Grill, Rogues, Villains, Rebels, Traytors, Cuckolds, 

wounds, what do you make of a Man? Do you think 

Legs and Arms areſtrung upon a Wire, like a Jointed Baby ? 

Carry me offquickly, you were beft, and hang me decently, according 

to my firſt ſentence. pI | 2 3 2 5 

2 Cit, Look you, Colonel, you are to bulky to be carried off all at 
once, a Leg or an Arm is one Man's Burden - 

Give me a little Finger for a Sample of him, whereby 
Ple carry it for a Token to my Soveraign Lady. 

Grill, *Tis too little, in all Conſcience, for her, 

Take a bigger Token, Cnckold. Et tw Brute whom I ſav'd, 
O the Conſcience of a Shop-keeper ! 

2 Cit, Look yon, Colonel, for your ſaving me, I thank you heartily, 
whereby that Debt's paid z but for ſpeaking Treaſon againſt iny anoin- 
ted Wife, that's a new Reck'ning between us. | 

[ Enter Guiſe with a GeneraPs Staff in his hand, Mayenne, 
Cardinal, Archbiſhop, Malicorn, and Attenaaits. 
Omnes, Vive Guile. 
Guiſe bowing, and Bare-headed. 
I thank you Countrey men, the hand of Heaven 
Inall our ſafeties has appear*d this day, 
Stand on your Guard, and double every Watch, * 
But ſtain your Triumph with no Chriſtian blood, 
French we are all, and Brothers of.a Land. 
Card, What mean you, Brother, by this Godly talk ? 
Of ſparing Chriſtian Blood, why theſe are Dogs; 
Now by the Sword that cut off Malchns Ear, 
Meer Dogs that neither can be ſav*d nor damn'd. 
Archbiſhop. Where have you learnt to ſpare inveterate Foes ? 
Gui/e, You know the Book: 
Archbiſhop. And can expound it too: 
But Chriſtian Faith was in the Nonage then, 
And Roman Heathens lorded o're the World, 
What madneſs were it for the weak and few, 
To fight againſt the many and the ſtrong * 
Gri#on muſt dye, ſo muſt the Tyrant*s Guards, 
Leſt gathering head again, they make more work. 
Mal. My Lord, the People muſt be fleftd in Blood, 
To teach 'emthe true Reliſh, dip%em with you—— 
Or theyl perhaps repent. , | 
Guiſe, You are fools,to kill *emi were to ſhew 1 fear's *em ; 
The Court diſarm'd, diſheartned, and beſieg'd, 
Are all as much within my power, as if 
L 2rip'd *em in my Fiſt. 
G 2 Mere 
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May. *Tis rightly judg'd : 
And let me add, who heads a Popular Cauſe, 
Muſt proſecute that Cauſe by Popular Ways : 
So whether you are merciful or no, 
You mult affect to be. 
Guiſe, Diſmiſs thoſe Priſoners, GrzU/oz, you are free, 
I do not ask your Love, be ſtill my Foe. 
Grill, 1 will be ſo : But tet metell you, Gue/e, 
As this was greatly done, *twas-proudly too ; 
Fle give you back your life when next we meet, 
Till then 1 am your Debtor. 
Guiſe, That's till Dooms-day. 
Haſte Brother, draw out Fifteen thouſand Men, 
Surround the Zowvre, leſt the Prey ſhould ſcape, 
I know the King will ſend to treat, 
We'll ſet the Dice on him in high demands, 
No leſs than all his Offices of Truſt, 
He ſhall be par*d, and canton'd out, and clipt, 
So long he ſhall not paſs. 
Card, What do we talk 
Of paring, clipping, and ſuch tedious work, . 
Like thoſe that hang their Noſes o're a Potion, and Qualm, and keck, 
and take it down by Sips. 
Archbiſhop. Beſt make advantage of this Popular Rage, 
Let in th*orewhelming Tyde on Harry's head. 
In that promiſcuous Fury who ſhall know 
Among a thouſand Swords who kilÞd the King, 
Mal. O my dear Lord, upon this onely day 
Depends the ſeries of your tollowing Fate : 
Think your good Genius has aſſum'd my ſhape 
In this prophetick doom; | 
Guiſe, Peact croaking Raven, 
Ple ſeize him firſt, then make him a led Monarch; 
Ple be declar*d Lieutenant General 
Amidſt the three Eſtates that repreſent 
The glorious,. full, majeſtick Face of France, 
Which in his own deſpight the King ſhall call - 
_ Solet him reign my Tenant during life, 
His Brother of Navar ſhut out for ever, 
Branded with Hereſie, and barr'd from Sway, 
That when Yalois conſum'd in Aſhes lies, 


[Grillon and bis Exeunt one way 


Fhe Phenix Raceof Charlemain may riſe. LExeut, 
SCENE, The LOUY RE, 
Enter King, Queen-Mother, Abbot, Grillon: 
_ 
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fork. 
King. Give me my Arms. 
Grill. For what ? 
King. le lead you on. * 
Grill, You are a true Lyon, but my Men are Sheep; 
f you run firſt, Ple ſwear they?l follow you, 
King, Whatall turn'd Cowards ? Not a Man in Frarce 
Dares ſet his Foot by mine, and periſh by me. 
Grill, Trothl can't find *em much inclin'd to periſhing, 
King. What can be left in danger, butto dare ? 
No matter for my Arms, le go bare-fac'd, 
And ſeize the firſt bold Rebel that I meer. 
Abbot. T here's ſomething of Divinity in Kings 
That ſits between their Eyes, and guards their Life. 
Grill, True, Abbot, but the miſchief is, you Churchmen 
Can ſee that ſomething further than the Crowd , 
Theſe Musket Bullets have not read much Logick, 
Nor are they given to make your nice diſtinctions : 
| [One enters, and gives the Queen a Note, ſhe reads —— 
$ One of *em poſlibly may hit the King 
la fome one part of him that's not Divine, 
and ſo the mortal part of his Majeſty wou'd draw 
The Divinity of it into another world, ſweet Abbot. 
9, Mother. Tis equal madneſs to go out or ſtay, 
{ The Reverence due to Kings is all transfer?d 
To.haughty G«i/e, and when new Gods are made, 
The old muſt quit the Temple, you muſt fly. 
King. Death, Had I wings, yet I would ſcorn to fly. 
Grill. Wings, or no wings, is not the Queſtion : 
If you wort fly for®t, you mult ride fort, 
And that comes much to one. 
King. Forſake my Regal Town. 
Q. Mother. Forſake a Bedlam : 
This Note informs,me, Fifteen thouſand Men 
Are marching toencloſe the Loxvre round. 
Abbot. The buſineſs then admits no morediſpute, 
Yon, Madam, mult be pleas'd to find the Gm/e, 
Sem eaſie, fearful, yielding, what you-will, 
But ſtill prolong the Treaty all you can, 
Togain the King more time for his Eſcape. 
©. Mother. Ple undertake it 


My bleſſing ſhall be given in your deliverance; 

That once perforny'd, their. Web is. all ugravel'd, 

And Guiſe is to begin his work agaig. = [Exit Q: other. 
King. I go this minute. * 43 a5 


Nay, no thanks my Son, 
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Grill, Yes, Faith, we paſt like beaten Romans underneath the 


Emes. 
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Enter Marmoutier, 
Nay then, another minute mult be given. 
O how 1 bluſh, that thou ſhovldſt ſee thy King 
Do this low ACt that leſlens all his Fame : 
Death, muſt a Rebel force me from my Love / 
If it muſt be—— 
Ar. It muſt not, cannot be. | 
Grill. No, nor ſhall not Wench, as long as my Soul wears a Body, 
King. Secure in that, Vle truſt thee; Shall l cruſt thee ? | 
For Conquerors have Charms, and Women Frailty : 
Farewel, Thou may*ſt behold me King agen, 
My SouPs not yet depos'd, why then farewel, 
Fle ſay*t as comfortably as I can : 
But O cursd Gujſe, for preſſing on my time, 
And cutting off Ten thouſand more Adieus, 
- * Mar. The moments that retard your Flight are Traytors, 
Make haſte my Royal Maſter to be ſafe, 
And fave me with you, for Þle ſhare your Fate. 
King. Wilt thou go too? | | 
Then 1 am reconciPd to Heaven again : 
O welcome thou good Angel of my way, 
Thou Pledge and Omen of my ſafe Return ; 
Not Greece, nor hoſtile Fo cou'd deſtroy 
The Hero that abandon'd burning Troy, 
He ſcap'd the dangers of the dreadful Night, 


W hen loaded with his Gods he took his Flight. 
7 | LCExennt King, leaaing her, 


_—c 


ACT.V. 
SCENE, The Caſile of Bloile. 


Enter Grillon, Alphonſo Corſo. 


Grill, Elcome Colonel, welcome to Blo:e. 
Alph, Since laſt we parted at the Barricadoes, 
[The World's turn'd upſide down. | 

Grill, No, Faith, *tis better, now *tis downſide up, 
Our part o*th? wheel is riſing, tho? but {lowly. 

Alph. Wholookt for an Aſſembly of the States ? | 

Grill, When the King was eſcap'd from Paris, and got ont of the 
Toyles, *twas time for the G«i/e to take *tm down, and pitch others : that 
is, to treat for the calling of a Parliament, where being ſure of the M#- 
jor part, he might get by Law, what he had miſg'd by Force, 
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Alph. But wiy ſhould the King aſſemble the States to ſatisfie the | 
Guiſe after ſo many Aﬀronts ? 

Gr;ll. For the ſame reaſon that a Man in a Duel ſays, he has received 
fatisfa&tion when he is firſt wounded, and afterwards diſarm'd. 

Alph, But why this Parliament at Blozs, and not at Paris? 

Grill, Becauſe no Barricado's have been made at Blois; This Blots is 
avery little Town, and the King can draw it after him. 

Bug Paris is a damn'd, unweildy Bulk, and when the Preachers draw a- 
gainſt the King, a Parſon in a Pulpit is a deviliſh Fore- horſe. 

Beſides, -I found in that Inſurretion, what dangerous Beaſts theſe 
Townſmenare; I tell you, Colonel, a Man had better Geal with ten 
of their Wives, than with one zealon; Citizen : 

0 your inſpir'd Cuckold is moſt implacable. | 

Alph. 1s there any ſeeming kindneſs between the King, and the Duke 
of Gurſe ? | 

Grill, Yes, moſt wonderful : They are as dear to one another, as an 
old Uſurer, and a rich young Heir upon a Mortgage, The King is 
very Loyal to the Gxi/e, and the Guz/e is very gracious to the King : 
Then the Cardinal of Gxi/e, and the Archbiſhop of Lyons are the two 
Pendants, that are always hanging at the Royal Ear; They eaſe His 
Majeſty of all the Spiritual buſineſs, and the Gzi/e of all the Temporal, 
Þ that the King is certainly the happieſt Prince in Chriſtendom, without 
any care upon him: ſo yielding up every thing to his}Loyal Subjects, 
that he's infallibly in the way of being thegreateſt, and moſt glorious 
King in all the world. Hy 

Alph, Yet I have heard, he made a ſharp reflecting Speech upon their 
Party at the opening of the Parliament, admoniſtd men of their Duties, 
pardon'd what was paſt, but ſeen''d to threaten Vengeance if they per- 
liſted for the future. 

Grill. Yes, and then they all took the Sacrament together : He pro- 
ning to unite himſelf to them, and they to obey him according to the 
Laws; yet the very next morning they went on, in purſuance of their 
old Commonwealth deſigns, as violently as ever. 

Alph. Now 1 am dull enough to think they have broken their Oath. 

Grill, 1 but you are but one private man, and they are the three 
Sates; and if they Vote that they have not broken their Oaths, Who 
to be Judge ? 

Alph, There's one above. 

Grill, I hope you mean in Heaven, or clſe you are a bolder Man than 

lam in Parliament time ; bur here comes the Maſter and my Neece. 

j pb. Heaven preſerve him, if a Man may pray for him without 
Treaſon. 

Grill, O Yes, You may pray for him, the Preachers of the Gm/es 
ide, do that moſt formally : Nay, You may be ſuffer'd civilly to drink 
tis Health, be of the Court, and keep a place of Profit under him: For 
In ſhort, *ciz a judg*d Caſe of Conſcience, to make your beſt of the King, 


ad to fide again(t him. 
Ency 
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Enter King and Marmoutier, 
King, Grillon, be near me, 
There's ſomething for my ſervice to be done, 
Your Orders will be ſudden, now withdraw 
Grill, aſide. ] Well, I dare truſt: ry Neec? 


my own Family ; but if ſhe Cuckolds my £500 ©) pinion of her Honeſty 
there's a whole Sex falPn under a General Rule without one Exception 
[LExcunt Grill. and Alph, 


Air. You bid my Uncle wait you. 
King, Yes. ; ; 
Mar. This hour. 

King. I think it was. 
Mar. Something of moment hangs upon this hour. 
King. Not more on this, than on the next and next, 

My time is all ta'ne up on Uſury ; 

F never am beforehand with my hours, 

But every one has work before it comes. 

Mar, There's ſomething for my ſervice to be done, 

. Thoſe were your words. - Ba 

King. And you defire their meaning. 

Mar. 1 dare not ask, and yet perhaps may gueſs. 


King. *Tis ſearching therewhere Heaven can only pry, 


Not Man, who knows not man but by ſurmile ; 
Nor Devils, nor Angels of a purer Mould, 
Can trace the winding Labyrinths of Thought, 
I tell thee, Marmontier, I never ſpeak 
Not when alone, for fear ſome Fiend (hould hear, 
And blab my Secrets our. 
Mar, You hate the Guiſe. 
King. True, 1 did hate him. 
Mar. And you hate him ſtill. 
King. I am reconcil'd, 
Mar. Your Spirit is too high, 
Great Souls forgive not injuries, till time 
Has put their Enemies into their power, 
That they may ſhew F ——_— is their own ; 
For elſe *cis fear to puniſh that forgives : 
The Coward, not the King. 
King. He has ſubmitted. 
Mar. In ſhow, for in effeCt he ſtill inſults. 
King. Well, Kings muſt bear ſometimes. 
Aar.. They muſt, till they can ſhake their burden off, 
And that*s | think, your aim. . 
King. Miſtaken ſtill : 
All Favours, all Preferments paſs through them, 
Þm pliant, and they mould me as they pleaſe. 
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Mar. Theſe are your Arts:to make *em more ſecure, - 
Juſt ſo your Brother us'd the Admiral: | | 
Brothers may think, antUa&t like Brothers too. 
King. What ſaid you, ha! what mean you Marmontier ? 
Mar. Nay, what mean you? That ſtart betray you, Sir. 
King. This is no Vigil of St. Bartholmew, 
Nor is Blots Paris, | 
Mar. ?Tis an open Town. 
King. W hat then ! 
Mar, Where you areſtrongeſt. 
King, Well, what then ? 
Mar. No more, but you have Power, and are provok'd. 
King. O! Thou haſt ſet thy Foot upon a Snake, 
Get quickly off, or it will ſting thee dead. 
Mar. Can I unknow it ? 
. King. No, but keep it ſecret. 
Mar. Think; Sir, your thoughts are ſtill as much your own, 
As when you kept the Key of your own Breaſt : 
But ſince you let me in, I find it filPd 
With Death and Horror ; you would murder G:/c. 
King. Murder ! what Murder ! uſe a ſofter word, 
And cail it Soveraign Juſtice. 
Mar. Wow'd 1 cou'd : 
But Juſtice bears the Godlike ſhape of Law, 
And Law requires Defence, an equal Plea 
Betwixt th* Offender, and the Righteous Judge. 
King. Yes, when th? Offender can be judg*d by Laws, 
But when his Greatneſs overturns the Scales, 
Then Kings are Juſtice in the laſt Appeal : - 
And forc*d by ſtrong Neceſſity may itrike, 
In which indeed they aſſert the Publick Good, 
And, like ſworn Surgeons, lop the gangreen*d Limb: 
Unpleaſant wholſom work. 
Mar. If this be needful. 
K:ng. Ha, didſt not thou thy ſelf in fathoming 
The depth of my deſigns, drop there the Plummet? 
Didſt thou not ſay Afﬀronts, ſo Great, ſo Publick, 
I never could forgive ? 
Mar. I did; but yet— —— 
King. What means, But yet ? *Tis Evidence ſo full, 
If the laſt Trumpet ſounded in my Ears 
Undaunted I ſhould meet the Saints half way - 
And in the Face of Heaven maintain the Fact, 
Mar. Maintain it then to Heaven, but not to me : 
Do you love me ? 
King, Can you doubt it ? 
Mar. Yes, I cag doubt it, if you can —_ : 
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Love begs once more this great Offenders life,/. 1c; © - 
Can you forgive the man youjuſtlyibatey: 4 23 bo, 1. 
That hazards both your Life-and Qrawii to/ſþareihim £ 
One whqm you-may-ſuſpect; l more than pity, | 
(For I wou'd have you ſee that what I: 

I know is wond”rous difficult to grant) ' 

Can you be thus extravagantly Good ? 


King. What then ? For I begin to fear my. firniheſs © :1 UTE + 5% 


And doubt the ſoft deſtruftion of your tongue. 
Mar. Then in return, I ſwear to Heaven, and'you, 
To give you all the preference of my Soul - 
No Rebel Rivalto diſturb you there, 
Let him but live, that he may-be my Convert. | 
| [King walks a while, then wipes bis eyes, and ſpeaks. 
King. Yow ve Conquer'd, all that's paſt ſhall be forgiv*n, 
My laviſh Love has made a laviſh Grant : 
But know this Act of Grace ſhall be my laſt. 
Let him repent, yes, let him well repent, 
Let him deſiſt, and tempt Revenge no further : 
For by yond Heaven that's Conſciaus of his Crimes, 
I will no more by Mercy be betray'd. . 
[Deputies appearing at the Door. 
Tae Deputies are entring, You mult leave me: 
Thus Tyrant Buſineſs all my hours uſurps, 
And makes me live for others. , 
Mar. Now Heav*n reward:;you with a proſperous Reign, 
And grant you never.may be: goof in vain; | 
[Enter Deputies of the Thtee States, Cardinal of Guiſe, and- 
Archbiſhop of Lyons,.at. the Head of *em. | 
King, Well, my good Lords, what matters of importance 
Employ*'d the States this Morgiag# | 
Archb, One high Poiat 
Was warmly canvaſs'd in the Commons Houſe, 
And will be ſoon Reſoly*d. 
King. What was't ? 
Card. Suncceſlion. Fr 
King. That's one high PdIntivleed;, butonot.tabe 
So warmly canvaſgd, or ſo ſoon refoly'd. 
Card, Things neceſſary muſt ſometimes be ſudden. 
K ing No ſuddenidanger:threatens yon, my Lord. 
Archb. What may be ſudden, muſt be-counted ſo ; 
We hope, and wiſh Your Life; But:Yours;. and ours; 
Are in the hand of Heaven. | 
King. My Lord, Theyrare 2: 
Yet ina Natural way I may live long, 
If Heaven and You my Loyal Subjects pleaſe. 
Archb, But ſince good Princes, like your Majeſty, at 
\ ce 
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Take care of dangets ftieettpoſlible, . - 
Which may concern their Shbjectswhoſe they are, 
And for whom Kings are made. —_ 
King. Yes, we for them, | 
And they for us, the Benefits are mutual, 
And fo the Tyes are too. | 
Card, cut things ſhort, 
The Commons will decree to exclude Navar 
From the Succeſſion cf the Realm of France, 
King. Decree, my Lord! What one Eſtate decree, 
Where then are the other two, and what aml ? 
The Government is caſt np fomewhat ſhort, 
The Clergy and Nobility caſheer'd, 
Five hundred popular Figures on a Row, - 
And I my ſelf that atm, or ſhould be King, 
An o*'regrown Cypher ſet before the Sum : 
What Reaſons urge our Soveraigns for th* Excluſion ? 
Archb. He ſtands ſuſpeted,Sir, of Hereſie. 
King. Has he been calld to make his juſt defence ? 
Card. That needs not, for*tis known. 
King. To whom ? 
Card, The Commons. 
King. What is't thoſe Gods the Commons do not know ? 
But Herefie you Church-men teach us Vulgar, 
Suppoſes obſtinate and ſtiff perſiſting 
In Errors proy'd, long Admonitions made, 
And all rejected, has this Courſe been ug'd ? 
Arcbb, We grant it has not, but —- 
King, Nay, give me leave, - | 
I urge from your own grant it has not been - 
If then in proceſs of a petty Sum, 
Both parties having not been fully heard, 
No Sentence can be giv'n: 
Much leſs in the Succeſſion of a Crown, 
Which after my deceaſe, by Right Inherent, 
Devolves upon my Brother of Navar.- 
Card. The Right of Souls is ſtill to be preferr'd, 
eligion muſt not ſuffer for a Claim, | 
Kg. -If Kings may be excluded, or = als 
When ere you cry Religion to the Crow? 
That DoCtrine makes Rebellion Orthodox, 
And Subjefts muſt be Traytors to be fav'd. 
Archb, Then Hereſys entaiPd upon the Throne. - . 
King, You would entail Confuſion, Wars, and Slanghters; ' . 
Thoſe ills are Certain, what you name Contingent. 
I know my Brother's nature, cis ſincere, 


Above deceit, tio crookedne(s of (hwdghs, 
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Says, what he means, and what he (ys, performs ;;: -:7, 1......, Mo 
Brave, but not raſh, ſucceſsful, but/nqrprogds; | io 11 


So much acknowledging, that he's uneaſisy. -;, i a 
Till every petty ſervice be o're-paid. yo oi TRE 
Archb. Some ſay revengeful. * + 1 1 2 vorrl if 


King. Some then libel him : -2.56 254T 513 6: bat 
But that's what both of us have learn to bear. niti3 3:5 T VEE i: 
He can forgive, bat you diſdain forgiveneſs 3. ..;, ;i;.. ommo) dT 


Your Chiets are they no Libel mult profane: ,1,, 2 
Honour?s 2 Sacred Thing in all but Kingsz .:; ;.... 1 
But when your Rhimes allaſſinate our Fame, -..* $4 we te 


You hu 2 your nauſeous, blund*ring Ballad-wits, . 
And pay 'em as if Nonſence were a merit; .. 
If it can mean but Treaſon, | ; 
Archb. Sir we have many Arguments to nrge 
| King, And I have more toanſwer, let *em know 
My Royal Brother of Navar ſhall ſtand 
Secure by Right, by Merit, and my,Loye., 
God, and good men will never fail his Cauſe, , 
And all the bad ſhall be conſtrain'd by Laws. . 
Archb. Since gentle means exclude Navar are yain, | 
To morrow in the States *twill be propos'd, | 
[To make the Duke of Guz/c Lieutenant General, 
Which power moſt graciouſly confirm'd;by you, 
Will ſtop this headlong Torrent of Succeſſion, . 
That bears Religion, Laws ,and all before. it ;- 
In hope you'll not oppoſe what mult be cone, 
We wiſh you, Sir, a long and proſp'rous Reign, 
 -» CExennt Onnes, but .,.. 
Kino, To morrow Gmife is made Lieutenant General, |, 
Why then to morrow I no more am Kiog ; - ,. 
"Tis time to puſh my ſlack*nd vengeance home, 
To be a King, or not to be at all; : 
The Vow that manacled my Rage is loos'd, - 
Even Heaven is wearied with repeated Crimes, 
Till lightning flaſhes round to guard the Throne, | 
And the curb'd Thunder grumbles;to he gone; TE Ts 
[Enter Grillpmts hems... 2; R 
Grill, *Tis juſt the pointed hour you bid me. wait... Ba 1 
King. So juſt, as if thon wert inſpir*d-ro come ; | 
As if the Guardian Angel of my Throne, . 
Who had o'reſlept himſelf ſo many Years, 
Juſt now was rouz'd, and brought thee ro my reſcue. - 
Grill, T hear the Gaiſe will be Lieutenant General. 
King, And canlt thou ſuffer it ? 
Grill, Nay, if you will ſuffer it, then well may [. 
If Kings will be fo civil to their Subjects, to giveup all things ame 
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they firſt _ _— to themſclves, andrthat?s faire le forthew 
Friends; *Slife, Sir, *tis.a; ; xr to be Lo mw wIR 
fide, to ſerve my Prince Ri AGEROS 4 f: $.4-0}41 ON {het wrong 


{him 3; if you'l be a. Royaliſt 
ſelf, there are Millions of honeſt Meti das for you; bur 6 you G = 


not, there are few will hang for you... .- 
King, No more : I amreſoly PR Pore eee 

The courſe of things can be with-hel(; [4 TY IT 

. From breaking forth to. their appojntedrend:;., 

My vengeance, ripen'd jn.the-womb of-time, 
Preſles, for birth, and longs to, be diſclogd. -- / 
Grillon the Guiſe is doom'd——o ſygden death ; 
The -" muſt _ him; Has not or an Edge? ., 
Grill, Yes, and a. point. tog, Flecchallenge lum :,.. 
King... | bid Ae PA Tag Ne Fei: 4 f In I 
Grill, TD... 1.0.77; 
King. Without thy hazard. -, _ = 
Grill. Now I underſtand you, I ſhou'd murder him : 
Iam your Soldier, Sir, but not your. Hangman. 
King. Doſt thou not hate him ? 
Grill, ——Yes...:.,..... +..." | 
King. Haſt thou not ſaid, . 

That he deſerves it ? 
Grill, Yes, but how have I 

Deferv*d to do a Murder ? 

King. ?Tis no Murder : "45 EA 

TTisSoveraign Juſtice urg'd from Self Defence. | 
Grill, *Tisall confeſt, and yetlI dare not dot. 

King. Go, thou art a Coward. 

Grill. You are my King, 

Xing. Thou ſay*lt thou dar?ſt not kill him. 
Grill, Were 1 a Coward, I had been a Villain, ' 

And then I durſt h#* don't... - / "i ee” 
King. Thou haſt done worſe in thy long courſe of Arms, 

Haſt thou ne're kilPd a Man? _ | 
Grill, Yes when a Man wou'd have kilPd me. | 
King. Halt thou not plunder?d from the helpleſs Poor ? 

Snatch?d from the ſweating yy his Food 4 ED: 

Grill, Sir, 1 have egten and drunk-inmy own « 4 

When 1 hen act 6 thirty, _ 1./ -.: ? Fa Pf, 

[ have plunder*d, 

Whea you have not paid me— Las 

I have been content with a Farmer's Daughter, .; !. 

When a better Whore was not to be had; -. +... 

As/for Cutting off a Traytor, Vle executg. him lawfully. , 

In my own Function, when I meet him in-the Fields .\;; 

But for your Chamber-practice, that's not my Talent. 

King, Is my Revenge Unjuſt, or Tyrannous ? IF Lnndandt 
Girlie %* IF 11d Heayen 
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'You may di 
But ehe-miſchi ef is,. that Rebe?' = 
Has given me my Life at the AO ; oh, | 


And till I have return'd his NOey Y = - 01 ol 
| amnot upon even terfri6\itty efl-13ts, 30ii!2 to lends ; 

. King. Give me thy hand}! OO et) 0 = 1 i071] 
Make much of Honour, Xis4S es Chnſtietice, -* e--7 __ 7 yh 


Thou ſhalt not do this Aft,” thop'rt &en too good ;_ Sagas 
Bur keep my Secret, for that's Confcience too.” S—— 
Grill. When 1 difdofe it, think 1 Fri 

King. No more of that, 4 Know thou 8 
\ Call Zogmac hither ſtraight, and St. 
Bid Larchant find ſome unſuſpetted meats” © G9 nFoM ! 
To keep Guards doubledat the Congatdoor, ' Io 
That none paſs in or our, but thoſe | tall: © ih 
The reſt le think on further. fo ateyel. RY k 
Grill; Heaven bleſs your Majefty 7 corkicy "_ 
Tho? le not kill him for you, I'de defend you-when bY's KP, TI 
For the honeſt part of the Jobb let me alone” *' ' Exe ' ſeverall, 
The Scene opens, and diſcovers Men and Women at a Banquet, 
Malicorne ſtanding by. oy = 5 
Mal. This is the Solemn Annual Feaſt [ keep,” IE oe "He 
As this day Twelve Years on this ver hour, + Wo Re 1 
I ſign'd the Contradt for my Sout with Hell; þ ae 
- I barter'd it for Honours, "Wealth, and Pleafue,, 
Three things which mortal Men do covet moſt.” 
And, Faith, I over-ſold it to.the Fiend .: 541 
What, One and twenty Years, - Nine yet to roine,, | | 
How can a Soul be wort much to Devils 2 © of £ 
O how 1 hog my Flf, to out-wit theſe Fools of Hell! $4 | 
ndamp, — 
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And yet s Tknow-nor why, © 

id my era and like 2 heavy yoo 
Hangs on their aQQiv 'l want,a So 

To rouze me; 's > ; Muſick 010T ? 
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Shepherd. Think, it's Love beyond. all meaſure, . 
Makes me ae fs away with aſure ; 
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Strength of Cordial may deſtroy, . hk 
And v Bleſſing of Poſſeſſing his bo aire” 

Kills me mith exceſs of Jag. 


Shepherdeſs. Thirſis, how car 7 believe you ? 
But confeſs, and Ple forgive yo#t ;; 
Men are falſe, and fo are you; 
Never Nature fran'd 4 Creates pry 
To, enjoy,» and. get tbe taut, 


Shepherd. Mines a Flame beyond expiring, 
Still poſſeſſmg, ſtill deſiring. © 
Fit for Loves Imperial Crown 
Ever ſhining, and refinin 
Still i 2 "tis bs ry, 
; [ Loud knocking at the door. 
Enter Servant. 
What Noiſe is that ? 
Serv. Anill-look'd ſurly Man, 
Witha hoarſe voice, ſays he muſt ſpeak with you. 
Mal. Tell him I dedicate this day to plealure, P 
| neither have, nor will have Buſinefs with him. [CExit, Seru. 
What louder yet, what ſawcy Slave is this? [Knocks longer. 
- Re-enter Servant. 
Serv, He ſays you have, and muſt haye: Buſineſs with him, 
Come out, or he'll come in, andfſpoil your Mirth, 
Mal. I won not. 14> any Serv. 
Serv. Sir, Idare not tell him ſo. [Knocks again more fiercely. 
My hair ſtands up in briſtles when I ſee him - 
Dogs run into Corners ; the Spade Bitch 
'Bayesat his back, and howls. | NI nDY ; 
Mal. Bid him enter, and go off thy ſelf. [Exit Serv. 
[Scene cloſes upon the Company. 
Enter Melanax, ai Hour-glaſs in his hand almoſt empty. 
How dar*ſt thou interrupt my ſofter hours ? 
By Heaven Ple ramm thee in ſome knotred Oak, 
Where thou ſhalt ſigh and groan to whilſtling winds, 
Upon the lonely Plain : 
Or Ple confine thee deep in the Read Sea groy'ling on the Sands, 
Ten thouſand Billows rowling o're thy head. 
AMezl. Hoh, hob, hoh. 
Mal. Laugh'ſt thou, malicious Fiend ? 
'k ope my Book of bloody Characters, 
hall rumple up thy tender airy Limbs, 
Parchment on a flame. . 
Mel. Thou. canſt not do't, 
&bold this Hour-glaſs. 
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Mel. Seeſt thou theſe ebb OP ! {iN alt I 


They run for thee, and when their Rate is fun 
Thy Lungs the Bellows af thy-martal breath, . 


Mal. Well, and what bf 't hs 
ol 


Shall ſink for ever down, and heave, Wy Mock: ” nmhe- Rs 

Mal. What,  reſty Fiend = - hs \Pur S2 * 
Nine years thou haſt to rve. "4; Rk E 2 SEE. | I 

_ 44. Not full Nine MAS atwl/i 199% 

Mal. Thou lyſt, look on thy Bod, at view the date: 

Al. Then wilt thou ſtand to that without Appeal? ? 

Mal. 1 willſo, help me Heav*n. | | 

Mel. So take thee Hell. [Gives him the Bond 


There, Fool, behold, who Iyes, t the Devil or thon ? 
Mal. Ha! One and twenty Years are ſhrunkto twelye, 


Do my Eyes dazle ? 
Mel. No, they ſee too true : 
They dazI'd once, I caſt a Miſt before *em, 
So what was figur?d Twelve, to thy dull fi ght | of I: 
Appear'd full Twenty one. , | 5 | 
Mal, There's Equity in. Heaven for this, a Cheat. ap 
Mel. Fool, thou haſt quired fly Appt al to Heavens, | 
To ſtand to this. 
Mal. Then Tam loſt for ever. b- | =” 
Mel, Thou art. - | 4 
Mal. O why was pay —_ gk aged {1 
p75 Yes, to repent, th eate Sie? A 
. Add but aday, bur half a day, an bour - _—_— 
For hr ixty Minutes Ple forgive nine Years. '' | ee f 
Mel. No not a Moments thiohght beyond my time: abs a, 
Diſpatch, ?cis much below me'to attend -, © Sr 
For one poar fi ſingle __ & Shay where 4 4p 
Mal. So pitileſs ? 16 31 y+ I. 4 0; Df Cr It Lili 
But yet | may comimand' thee; bf I will: 
L love the Gujſe even with my 'lateft breath. 
Bezond my Soul, and'my loſt hopes of Heav'inz © | 
| charge thee by my ſhort-liv A RaWers 0 difcloſe — 
What Fate attends my Maſter. on 
Mel. If he goes 2 £09000 oy 
To Council. when he next is calyd, "tis dyes. en yl 
Mal. Who waits ? —_ YET. 
Enter Servant, 
Go, give my Lord my laſt adien, © oe $7 
Say I ſhall never ſee his Eyes agen * 7 TIO 
But if he goes when- next he's call*d' to Council, - 


> 
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Bid him believe my lateſt breath, he dyes. [EX Serv: 
'The Sands run yet, Odo not ſhake the Glaſs: [Devil akes rhe 
Gla 


I ſhall be thine too ſoon, cow'd I repent, 
Heay'ns 
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Heaven's not confin'd to Moments, Mercy , Mercy. 
Mel, 1 ſee thy Prayers diſperſt into the winds, 
And Heay*n has puft %em by : 
I was an Angel once of foremoſt Rank, 
Stood next the ſhining Throne, and wink'd but half, 
So almoſt gaz*d I glory in the Face 
That I could bear it, and ſtar*d farther in, 
*Twas but a Moments pride, and yet I fell, 
For ever fell, but Man, baſe Earth-born Man, 
Sins paſt a Sum, and might be pardon'd more, 
And yet ?tis juſt”, for we were perfeCt Lighr, 
And ſaw our Crimes, Man in his Body's mire, 
Half-ſoul, Half-clod, ſinks blindfold into ſin, 
Betray'd by Frauds without, and Luſts withia. 
Mal. Then I have hope. 
Mel, Not ſo, I preach*d on purpoſe 
To make thee loſe this Moment of thy Prayer, 
Thy Sand creeps low, Deſpair, Deſpair, Deſpair. 
Mal. Where am | now ? Upon the brink of Life, 
The Gulph before me, Devils to puſh me on, 
And Heaven behind me cloſing all irs doors, 
A thouſand Years for ev'ry Hour Ive paſt, } 
O cou'd I ſcape fo cheap ! But Ever, Ever, 
Still to begin an endleſs round of Woes, 
To be renew'd for Pains, and laſt for Hell? 
Yet can Pains laſt, when Bodies cannot laſt ? 
Can earthy Subſtance endleſs Flames endure ? : 
Os when one Body wears, and flits away, 
Do Souls thruſt forth another Cruſt of Clay ? 
To fence and guard their tender forms from Fire—— 
I feel my heart-ſtrings rend, Pm here, Pm gone : 
Thus Men too carelefs of their future State, 
Diſpute, know nothing, and believe too late. 
E.4 flaſh of Lightning, they ſink together. 
| [ Dke of Guiſe, Cardinal, Aumale. | 
Card, A dreadful Meſſage from a dying Man, 
Aprophefie indeed / 
For Souls juſt quitting Earth, peep into Heaven, 
Make ſwift Acquaintance, with their Kindred forms, 
And Partners of Immortal Secrets grow. 
Au, ?Tis good to lean on the ſecurer ſide : 
When Life depends, the mighty Stake is ſuch, 
Fools fear too little, and they dare too much. 
Enter Archb: ſhop. 
' Guiſe. You have prevaild, I will not go to Council, 
e provok*d my Soveraign palt a Pardon, 
& but remains to doubg if be dare _ me : 


Then 
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Then if he dares but to be juſt, I dye, 
Tis too much odds againſt me, Vle depart, 
And finiſh greatneſs at ſome ſafer time. 

Archb, By Heaven *tis Harry's Plot to fright you hence, 
That, Coward-like, you m_ forſake your Friends. 


Guiſe, The Devil foretold it dying Malicorne. 
Archb. Yes, fome Court-Devwal, no doubt : 
If you depart, conſider, good my Lord, 
You are the Maſter-ſpring that move our Fabrick, 
W hich once remoy*d, our motion is no more. 
Without your preſence, which buoys up our hearts, 
The League will ſink beneath a Royal Name: 
Th? inevitable Yoke prepar'd for Kings, 
Will ſoon be ſhaken off, things done, repeal'd 
And things undone, paſt future Means to do. 
" Card. | knowanot; Ibegin to taſte his Reaſons. 
 AArchb. Nay, were the danger certain of your ſtay, 
An A ſo mean would boſe you all your Friends, 
And leave you ſingle to the Tyrant's Rage : 
Then better *tis to hazard Life alone, 
Than Life, and Friends, and Reputation too. 

Guiſe. Since more 1 am confirm'd, Ple ſtand the ſhock : 
Where ere he dares to call, I dare to go. ; | 
My Friends are many, faithful and united, 

He will not venture on ſo raſh a deed ; 

And now 1 wonder I ſhould fear that Force, 

- Which I have us*d to Conquer and Contemn. 
Emer Marmoutier. 

Archb, Your Tempter comes, perhaps, to turn the Scale, 
And warn you not to go. | 

Gw/e. O fear her not, 

I will be there. 

What can ſhe mean, Repent ? 

Or is it caſt betwixt the King and her 
To ſound me ?. Come what will, it warms my heart 

With ſecret joy, which theſe my ominous Stateſmen 

Left dead within me, ha! ſhe turns away. 

Mar. Do you not wonder atthis V bt, Sir ? 
 * Guiſe, No, Madam,1I at laſt have gain'd the Point 

Of mightieſt Minds to wonder now at nothing. 

Aar. — Believe me, Gu:/e, *twere gallantly reſoly'd,, 
If you cou'd carry't on the inſide too, 

Why came that Sigh uncall*d ? For Love of me 
Partly perhaps, but more for thirſt of Glory, 

W hich now again dilates it felf in Smiles, 

As if you ſcorn'd that I ſhould know your purpoſe. 

Gwe. 1 change, *tis true, becauſe 1 love you Rtill, 


Guiſe. 


[ Exennt Archbiſhop and Cardinal, 


The Dake of GUISE, 


Love you, O Heayv'a, ev'n in my own deſpight, 
I tell you all even at that very moment, 
I know you ſtraight betray me to the King. 
Mar. O Guiſe 1 never did, but, Sir, I come | 
To tell you, 1 muſt never ſee you more. 
Guiſe, The King's at Blois, and you have reaſon for't, 
Therefore what am1 to expect from pity ? 
From yours, I mean, when you behold me lain. 
Mar. Firſt anſwer me, and then le ſpeak my heart, 
Have you, © Ge, ſince your laſt Solemn Oaths, 
Stood firm to what you ſwore ? Be plain, my Lord, 
Or run it o're a while, becauſe agen 
I tell you I muſt neyer ſee you more. 
Guiſe, Never ! She's ſet on by the King to ſift me, 
Why by that Nerve then, all I have ſworn 
Is true, as that the King deſigns to end me. : 
Mar. Keep your Obedience, by the Saints you live. 
Gwe, Then mark; *tis judg*d by heads grown white in Council, 
This very day he means to cut me off. 
Mar. By Heaven then yowr forſworne, youve broke:your Vows. 
Guiſe By you the Juſtice of the Earth I have not. 
Adar. By you Diſſembler of the world you have, 
I know the King. 


Guiſe. [ do believe you, Madam. 

Mar. —— —| have try*d you both. 

Guiſe. Not me, the King you mean. 

Mar. ——— — Do theſe o'reboyling Anſwers, ſuit the Gus/cy 


But go to Council, Sir, there ſhew your truth, 

| If youare innocent you're ſafe, but O 

If I ſhou'd chance to ſee you ſtretche along, 

Your Love, O G«jſe, and your Ambition gone 

That venerable Aſpect pale with death 

I muſt conclude you merited your end. 
Guiſe,—— You muſt, you will, and ſmile upon my murder, 
Mar. Therefore if you are conſcious of a Breach, 

Confeſs it to me, lead me to the King, 

He has promis'd me to conquer his Revenge, 

And place you next him; therefore if you're right, 

Make me not fear it by Aſſeverations : 

But ſpeak your heart,” and O reſolve me truly. ; 
Guiſe. Madam, I ha? thonght,and truſt you with -my Soul; 

Youſaw but now my parting with my Brother, | | 

The Prelate too of Lyons, *twas debated 

Warmly againſt me that 1 ſhould go on. 
Mar, Did I not tell yqu, Sir ? 
Guiſe. — True, but in ſpight 

Of thoſe Imperial Arguments they urg'd, 

2 


& The Duke of GUISE: 


I was not to be work*d from ſecond. thought & 
There we broke off; And, mark me, it | live, 
Yon are the Saint that makes a Convert of me. 


Mar. Go then, O Heaven! Why muſt I till ſuſpect you? 


Why heaves my Heart ? And why o'reflow my Eyes ? 
Yet if you live, O Gai/e, there, there's the Cauſe, 
I never ſhall converſe, nor ſee you more. 
Guiſe, O ſay not ſo, for Qace.again Ple ſee you, 
Were you this very Night to lodge with Angels, 
Yet ſay not Never; for / hope by Virtue 
To merit Heaven; and wed you late in Glory. 
Mar. This Night, my Lord, Pm a Recluſe for ever. 
Gmiſe, Ha ! Stay till Morning Tapers.are too dim 
Stay till the Sun riſes to ſalute you; 
Stay till / lead youto that diſmal Den | 
Of Virgins, buried quick, and ſtay for Ever. 
Mar. Alas! Your Suit is vain, for / have yow'dit: 
Nor was there any other way to clear 
Thy? imputed Stains of my ſuſpected Honour. 

Guiſe. Hear me a word, ene Sigh, one Tear at parting, 
And one laſt Look, for, O my earthly Saint, 

1 ſee your Face pale, as the Cherubims 
At Adams Fall. 

Mar. O Heaven I now corfeſs, 

My heart bleeds for the G=:ſe. 

Guiſe, Why Madam, why ? 

Mar. Becauſe by this Dilorder, 

And that ſad Fate that boc'es upon your Brow, 
1 do believe you love me m re than Glory. 

Guiſe. Withoutan Oati: / do, therefore have Mercy, 
And think not Death cou':i make me tremble thus : 
Be pitiful to thoſe Infirmitizs Mig 9 re 
Which thus Unman me, ſtay tillthe CounciPs ore; 
If youare pleasd to grazt an hour or two 
To my laſt Prayer, Þle ti:aok you as my Saint , 

If you refuſe me, Madan, 1'le not murmur. 

Mar. Alas, my Gmiſe / O Heav*n what did 7 ſay ? 
But take it, take it, if ir. þz;too kind, * 
Honour may pard'n it, ſince it is my laſt. 

Guijſe. O let me craw'], Vile as 7 am, and kiſs 
Your Sacred Robe. Is'tpaſlible, Your Hand ! 

- © that it were my laſt expiring Moment, 
For ſhall never taſte the like again. ney” 
Mar. Farewel my Proſelyte, your better Genius 
Watch your Ambition. | 
Guiſe. T have none but you, 
Muſt 7 ne*re ſee you more ? 
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The Duke of 'G U1TS 
Mar. 1 have ſworn you muſt not: _ ** 
And makes me loyter when the Angels call me: 


Guiſe. O ye Celeſtial Dewes! O Paradiſe} 
0 Heay*n / O Joys! Ne're to be taſted: tore} ' 


Which thought thus roots me here, melts my" reſolve < = | | n ; 
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Mar. Nay take a little more, cold Marmontier,; | \ © 


The temperate, devoted Marmontier 
1s gone, a laſt Embrace I muſt bequeath you; 
Guiſe, And O let me retarn it withanother. 


Mar. Farewell for ever; Ah, Ga;/e, tho? now we part, 


[a the bright Orbs prepar*d us by our Fates 

Our Souls ſhall meer 

Where no Ambition, nor State-Crime, the happier 

But all are bleſt, and all enjoy an everlaſting Love. 
| [Guiſe ſolns. b 


Farewell=——and 19s ſing above; | 


Tpitits prove,  __ 
"154 LExit. Mar, \ 


b 


Guiſe. Glory, where art thou ? Fame, Revenge Ambiti 
Where are you fled ? there's Ice upon my N —— ; ” | 


My Salt, my Metcal, and my Spirit's gone, 
PalPd as a Slave that's Bzd-rid witha n Ague, 


Iwiſh my fleſh were off : What now ! Thou bleel'ſt!  _ 
Thrce and.no more ! What then ? And why what then ?+' | | 
But juſt three drops ! And why not juſt three drops, 


—_ 
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4s well as four or five, or five and twenty ? LEnter Page. 
Page. My Lord, your Brother and the Archbiſhop wait you. . ©... 
Guiſe, come, down Devil, ha! *'Myſt 7 ſtamble too 2. ape -5 264-45 


lmay ye Dreams, What if it thunder'& Now? 
Orif a Raven croſs*'d me in my way, 
Or now it comes, becauſe laſt NightI dreamt 
The Council-Hall was hung with Crimſon round, 
And all the Cieling plaiſter'd ore with' black. 


No more, blue Fires, and ye dull rowling Lakes, ' 


Fathomleſs Caves, ye Dungeons of old Night, 
Fantoms be gone, it 1 muſt dye, Ple fall 
True Polititian, and defie you all, 


SCENE: IL 


The Court before the ConncileFall, fi | 
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Grillon, Larchanit,”Soulajer? plac?d;) People crowding; © 


Grill. Are your Guards doubPd,- Captain ? 
Larch, Sir, They are. 
e way there for his Eminence; Giveback, :»'. © 
Tour Eminence comes late. | | 


Grill, When the Gw/4 comes, remember your Petition; 2.1 5; | 7 


- 
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Enter two Cardinals, Counſellors, the Cardinal of Guiſe, | 
Archbiſhop of Lyons, laſt the Guife.' / 


Guſe, Well, Colonel, Are weFriends ? 


f Grill, 


62 The Duke of GUISE. 
Grill. Faith, I think not. x = 
Guijſe, Give me your-Hand. _ ..,. 

' - Grill, No, for that gives,a'Heart. _ 

Guiſe, Yet we ſhall claſp in Heaven. 
Grill. By Heaven we ſhall not, 
"Unleſs it be with Gripes.,, . _ 
Guiſe. True Grillon ſtill. - 
Larch. My Lord. teen] 
Guiſe. Ha Captain, 'you are well attended, 

If I miſtake nor; Sir, your Numbers doubl*d. 
Larch, All theſe have ſery*d againſt the Hereticks, 

And therefore beg your Grace you would remember 

Their Wounds, and loſt Arrears. 

'Guiſe, It ſhall be done, 
Agen my heart, there is a weight upon thee, 
But I will figh-it off, Captain Farewel. 


Grill. Shut the Hall-door, and bar the Caſtle-Gates :; 
March, March there Cloſer yet, Captain, tothe door. [Exit, 


SCENE II. Council=Hall, 


Guiſe. 1 do not like myſelf to day. 
Archb. ——A Qualm,, he dares not. | 
Card,—— That's oneMan's thought, he dares, and that's anothers. 


Enter Grillon. 


Guiſe, O Marmoutier, Ha never ſee thee more, 

Peace my tumultuous heart,. why jolt my ſpirits 

In this unequal Circling of my Blood, 

Ple ſtand it while I may, O Mighty:Nature ! 

Why this Alarm, why doſt thou call me on 

To fight, yet rob my Limbs of all their uſe. [Swoons, 
Card. Ha ! He's falPn, chafe him : He comes agen. 

. Guiſe, | beg _ Pardons, Vapours, no more. 

Grill, TIP Effet hunt wo 

Of laſt Nights Lechery with ſame working Whore. 


g * Entty -Revol. 


Revol. My Lord of :Gkſe,- the King would ſpeak with you. * 
Giſe, O Cardinal, O Lyons, 'but no more, - SErE 


Yes, one word more, thou haſt a Priviledge ' [To the Cardinal. 

To ſpeak with a Recluſe, O therefore tell her, | 

If never thou behold'ſ me breathe again, wel 
| | e 


[Exenunt Cardinal, Guiſe, &, 


The Duke of GUISE. 63 
Tellher I ſigh'd it laſt, O Marmontier. [Exit bowing. 
Card. You will have all things your own way, my Lord, | 
By Heav?®n, I have ſtrange-horror on my Soul, | | 
Ajehb. 1 ſay agen, that Henry dares not do't. 
Card. Beware your Grace of Minds that bear like him,. 
I know he ſcorns to ſtoop to mean Revenge z | 
But when ſome mightier Miſchief ſhocks his Toure, . 
He ſhoots at.once with thunder on his wings, 
And makes it Air, but hark, my Lord, *tis doing. -: 
Guiſe within.) Murderers, Villains !' - 
Archb, 1 hear your Brothers voice, run to the door. 
Card. Help,. help,. the Gwi/e is murder'd. 
Archb. Help, help. 
Grill. Ceaſe your vain Cryes, you are the Kings Priſoners, 
Take *em D»gaſt into your Cuſtody. : 
Card. We muſt obey, my Lord, for Heaven calls us. [Exemnt:. 


The Scene draws, behind'it a Traverſe. 


The Guiſe is aſſuttedby Eight, They ſtab bim 
in all parts, but moſt in the head. 


Gwſe. O Villains ! Hell-hounds -” Hold : [ Half drans bis 
Murder*d, Obaſely, and not draw my Sword, Sword, is held. 
Dog, Loeniacks but my own blood choaks me, [Flings himſelf upon 
Down, Villain, Down, Pm gone, O: Marmowier. im—— Dies. 

| The Traverſe is drawn. 


The King riſes from his Chair, comes forward with his Cabinet 
F | Comncih 
Xing. Open the Cloſet, and let in the Council z, 
Bid D»gaſt execute the Cardinal, 
Seize all the Fattious Leaders, as I order'd, 
And every one be anſwer'd on your Lives. 


Enter Queen-Mother, followed by the Counſellors. 


©, Madam; you are welcome, how goes your health ? 
Queenm, A little mended,. Sir, what have you done? |, 
King, That which -has made me King of Fraxce, for there 
The King of Parisat your Feet lies dead. : 
Queenm. Youhave cut out dangerous work, but make it up 
With ſpeed and reſolution. 
King, Yes, Ple wear 
# FheFox no longer, but put on the Lyon 
| And ſince I could reſolye to.take the Heads Of 


- 64. The Duke of GUISE. 


.- Of this great Inſfurre&tion;' you the Members - !'sF 
Look to't, Bewart{'turn'fronyyour: or wig \ 4 
And earn to - x64 for I will be'K 5 ſt 

Grill, *Sdeath, h 'Traytorslowre and quakez and drop by 
And gather t6: he's ing of his protection, -- _ 
_ qo Ly pray Hmaln-4e oO - | 

mg, - : FeaVENy I;gave nm e warning , I'i'1 

8por Guiſe. He's gones nomore, diſperſe, JESS bath 
Beware my Sword, 
By all he Reverence due Throat rom Crowns: 
Nought ſhall atone the-V ows of ſpeedy - Juſtice, | 
*Till Fate to Ruine every Tvaytorboings,” . | 
That —_ the i  engeance o IT Kings. 8 
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1 ADVERTISEMENT. . 
Here was 4 Prefat alle? to this Play, i in Vinditationo f it, againſt two 
 ſcurrilous Libels lately printed: But it was / in Ar erode that a Defe of 
this nature wou'd require more room, than a Prefatt reaſonably could allom* For + | 
this Cauſe, and fer the impor tunity of of the Stationers who h ed their | 
tix deferr'd for ſome bittle time, and will be printed by it ſelf..-: 
are ae already 0 Opinion, that neither frke Pampblesr def deſerve'an Anfwtr, | 
they are ſt - with open Falſities, and ſametimes contrads& each un Ps 
for once, t of how a day of 190 FRO airy them, t Hes 
old Cuſtom their ſakes, which Was t0 Jrors them. oi | 
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64. The Duke of GUISE. 


Of this great Inſurreftion, you the Members 
Look to't, Beware, 'turn from/your ſtubboraneſs, 
And learn to know me, for 1 will be King. 

Grill, *Sdeath, how the Traytors lowre and quake; and droc.;, 
And gather to the wing of his proteCtion, 
As if they were his Friends, and tought his Cauſe. 

King, looking R Be witneſs, Heaven, I gave him treble warniny , 

pon Guiſe, F He's gone, no more, diſperſe, and think upon's, 
Beware my Sword, whieh if I once unſheath, | 
By all the Reverence due to Thrones and Crowns, | 
Nought ſhall atone the Vows of ſpeedy- Juſtice, 

TH! Fate to Ruine every Traytor. brings, 
That dares the Vengeance of indulgent Kings. 


ADVERTISEMENT 


T Here was a Preface intended to this Play, in Vindication of it, againſt two 
ſeurrilous Libels lately printed: But it was juag*d, that a Defence of 
this nature wou'd require more room, than a Preface Ley ly could allow: For 
this Cauſe, and far the importunity of the Stationers who haſtex'd their Impreſ» 
fion, *tis deferr®d for ſome little tame, and will be printed by it ſelf. Moſt men 
are already of Opinion, that either of the Pamphlets deſerve an Anſwer, beeauſe 
they are ſtuff 'd with open Falſities, and ſometimes cantraditt each other; but, 
for once, they ſhall have a day or two thrown away upon them, though I break.an 


old Cuſtom for their ſakes, which was to ſcorn them, 
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PROLOGUE 
| By Mr. Mountfort. 


His day we ſhew you the meſt Bloody rage 
That ever did Religious Fiends engage, 
| A Reconcilement, with a Wedding: Feaſt, 
" While Murther was the Treat for every Gueſt, 


Which well may prove to Ages yet to come, 
8 The Faith of France, the Charity of Rome, 
# France by the moſt deteſtable Perjury, 

J Erfav'd its Subjefts who by Laws were free. 

= No Sacrament can this Great Hero bind, © 

” Oaths are weak Shackles for his mighty Mind, 
And worſe than Heathens does he perſecute. 

' Hu Prieſts want Senſe and Learning to diſpute x , 

\ But weak Divines by ſtrong Dragoons confute : 

' And who-e're donbis of avy Prieftly Maggot, 
The Heretick Dog muſt be convinc d by Faggot: 
With Rome's Reſigion and French Government, 
What Slave ſo abjeft as to be content ? 

Now, idle Malecontent, what is't you'd have ? 
Would you be an 1dolater or Slave ? 
' # What d'you murmur for, becauſe youre free, 
And this bleſs d Iſle enjoys its Liberty ? 
Croſs but the Narrow. Seas, and you will find 
Slavery and Saperſtition to your mind, 
Take with you all your Friends that grumble too, - 
The Land will happily be rid of Tow; 
Then all as one with our Great Prince combin'd, 
And his Allies by. Sacred Union joyn'd 
JS Will fach falſe Bloody Tyrants oppoſe, 
| Till none ſhall dare ta own the Name of Foes? 


A 2.  Perſfonx: 


Perſon: Dramaris! 


King Charles IX. Mr. Mou tf 
Duke of Grifſe. Mr. Williams. 
Cardinal of Lorain. Mr. Kynafton. 
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| Lignoroles. .._ Mr, Bowen. ., | F 
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Langoiran: | Mr. Alexander. 
| Queen Mother. | Mrs. Betterton. 
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Oo "If this be not at ſe ns fay 'what is / 
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| , hear hike you Powers, becauſe I Tore him 
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Mr. Williams. 
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F ACTI. SCENE IL 


The Duke of Guiſe, Cardinal of Lorraine, Margyerite. 


uUsST from your Arms, by this great Guardian raisd, 
Call'd to the Council of a wary King, 

On whom depends the Fortune of Lorrarre, 
O, Marguerite, yet to drag-at this, 
. After fuch full poſſeſſion thus: to languiſh : 
| If this be not to ove thee, ſay what is / 
Ceaſe then the rolling Torrent of thy Tears, 
Which when I ſtrive to climb the Hill of Honour, 
Waſhes my hold away, and drives me down 
Beneath Man's Scorn, into the vale of Ruine. 


Mar. Hear, hear him,*© you Powers, becauſe I love him 


= Above my Life, beyond all joys on Earth, 


” Be ſays I am his Ruine ; to my Face, 


With a Court Metaphor, he Vows he loaths me. 
»” For all Men hate their Ruine; nay, ?tis true, 

” 1find your Falſhood ; ?tis the trick of great ones, 

© Like Beaſts of Strength, to prey upon the Weakelt. 


Gui, I ſwear 


® Mar. O, do not,. dear, Ambitious Gi/e ; 
” For Perjury ſo neceſſary ſeems 


=, To great Men's Oat 
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hs, thou muſt of _ be damr'd: 
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2 The Maſſacre of PARIS. 
Yet as I am, thus plung'd in this diſhonour, 
Like a falla Angel, rolPd through all my Hells, 
I cannot hate thee, Gu/e, but lighing far, - 
Far from the ſhining Clime where I was born, 
I beg thoſe cruel Fates that burPd me down 
To pity thee, and keep thee from my ruine : 
For Pm ſo curs?d, that I do got wiſh my Foe, 
Much leſs the Man I love above the World.”- , 
Gus. As 1 love thee, and O be Witneſles 
My Brain and Soul, there's not an Artery 
That runs through all the Body of thy G=i/e, 
But beats where ere it paſs Margnerite ,, . 
Yet this is nothing: haſte away, my Lord ; 
Go tell the King and Council 1 am fick 
For Ple to Bed again, or on a Couch 
Sit gazing in her beauteous Eyes all day, 
And let the buſineſs of a grave World pals. ; 
Mar. No more, my Lord; you ſhall, you ſhall to Council : 
I ſe *tis neceſſary ; but I find 
My Soul preſages Miſchief, if not Murder ; 
For if you ſhould prove falſe, Crowns, Kingdoms, Empires, 
Worlds ſhould not ſave poor Margzerite from the Grave, 
Ah, Guiſe, ah venerable Lorrain, view me, 
* Behold me on the Earth, I ſwear 1 love 
- As never Woman lov'd; Pm all a Brand, 
With, or without you, I am ne're at relt : 
Farewel; this Fever of my furious paſſion 
Burns me to Madneſs, yet I ſay, farewel. 
Gui, Farewel. Yet why farewel, when ere the Evening 
E ſhall again ruſh to eternal Sweets, . 
This boſom of the Spring ! 
[Marguerite going out,” 
Mar. returning, ] What, no endearments at fo fad a parting ! 
* Alas, perhaps 1 ne're ſhall ſee you more. j 
You bow?d, you kiſs'd, but did not preſs my hand ; 
You ſhou'd, like me, have ſtagger*d when you lcft me, 
And eat your Marguerite with your hungry Eyes; 
- But you are cold and palPd, a lukewarm Lover, 
Muſt to the buſineſs of the curſed State, 
_ Which will not let -you think of dying Aarguerite, 
Who to her laſt gaſp will remember you. | 
But ſee, I rave again, my Fits return : | : 
\ Yet pity me, for oh, I burn, 1'burn. =» [Ex#. 
Car, I think I never heard fo fierce a Paſſion ; 
She's all Convylſion, -and ſhe gazes on you, 


As 
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| The Maſſacre of P ARIS. 
& As you- would do on him that kilPd your Father. 
& What have you done, my Lord, to make her thus? 
=: Guz, Cauſes are endleſs for a Woman's loving. 
Perhaps ſhe has ſeen me break a Lance on Horſe-back, 
{ Or, as my Cuſtcm js, all over Arm'd, 
© Plunge in the Seine or Loire; and wherg *tis ſwifteſt 
Plow too.my point againſt the headlong Stream. 
& Tis certain, were my Sol of that ſoft make 
” Which ſome believe, ſhe has Charms, my Heav'aly Uncle, 
+. Beyond the Art and Wir of Cleopatra: _ 
Such was not ſhe ſtretch?d in her Golden Barge, 
As Marguerite was laſt Night in Bed, 
EWho, as ſhe mourn'd at my unkind delay, 
Hung all. the Chambers round with Black ; her Bed, 
"Her Coverings, nay, her Sarſnet Sheets were Black—— 
” Car, Fy, fy, my Lord. 
® G«, And for the Weathers heat 
* Were rolPd beneath the beauties of her Breaſts, 
” Which with a White, more pure than new-fall?n Snow, 
= Would ſure have tempted Hexmits from their Orgies, 
+ To nod and ſmile a little at the wander. 
 _ Car. Come, come, my Lord, you anger me indeed, 
+ Not for the Sin, that's as the Conſcience makes it; 
"* T had rather you ſhould Whore a thouſand Women, 
Than love but one, tho in a lawful way: 
Shew me through all Memorials of Great Men, 
Except the Partner of the Roman Empire, 
Drooping Antonin, and the fam'd Decemvir, 
One that &re bow'd before this little Idol ! 
Gui. Firſt know your Man, before your Application : 
I love, tis true; but moſt for my Ambition ; 
Therefore I thought to marry dargaerize ; 
But, oh, that Caſſopeza in the Chair, 
. PF, The Regent Mother, and that Dog Aryor ; 
\ F-+ Croſs Conſtellations blaſt my Plots ere born : 
F The King too frowns upon me ; for laſt night, 
Hearing a Ball was promigd by the Queen, 
« $* 1 came co help the Show 53 when at the Door 
" The King, who ſtood himſclf the Centry, ſtopt me, 
” And ask*d me what I came for? I reply*d, 
& To ſerve his Majeſty : He, ſharp and ſhort, 
#: Retorted thus z He did not need my Service. 
F Car, *Tis plain, you mult reſolve, my Lord, to quit her ; 
” For I am charg'd to tell you, ſhe's deſign'd 


* To be the Wite of Zerry of Navarre. 
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4 The Mifanreef PARIS. 
- *Tis the main Beam: in all that Mighty Engin 
W hich now. begins to move ſo dreadfully 
Againſt the Heads"of the Rebellious Faction, 
Gus, | have it, and methinks it looks like D* Alva. 
I ſee the very motion of his Beard, 
| His opening Noftrils, and + 3Hoppin Lids ; 
I hear him Croak 'too, to The King and Queen, 
In B:ſcays Bay, at Bayonne, 
Fiſh for the Great fiſh; take no care for Frogs: 
-, Cur off the. Poppy-heads : lay the Winds faſt, 
' And ftreight the Waves (the People) will be till. 
Car. Then you will leave her ! | 
G#j. Hurl her to the Sea! 
The Air, the Earth, or Elemental fire, 
So I may ſee Chaſtshzon. in the Net. 
Oh that Whale-Admiral: might I but view him, 
 Aﬀeer his thouſand Fetches, Plots, and Plunges, 
Struck on thoſe Scouring Shaltows. which await him, 
. Furies and Hell, and I, ſtand by to gall him ; 
Were Marguerite all one World of Pleaſure, 
Pde ſel] her, and my Soul, for ſich Revenge. 
Car. Speak lower. 
Gu;, What, upon my Father's Death'! 
O glorious Gj/e, be calm upon thy Murder ! 
Noz I will hollow my Revenge ſo lond, 
That his great Ghoſt ſhall hear me up to Heay'n. 
 n height of Honours, oh, to fall ſo baſely, 
"**% , When Orleance was blockt vp, and Conqueſt Crown'd thee,, 
 -»By damn'd Poltror fo villainoully ſlain, 
»* .- - Poltrot, by Bexa, and this cursd Admiral, 
Set on with hopes of Infinite Rewards 
.-.- Here andhereaftery/ ſo to blaſt thy Glory ! 
* >, O, I could pull my burſting Eye-balls forth, 
But that they may*one day prove Baſilisks 
To that deteſted- Head of all theſe Broils, 
= Then Tortures, Racks and Death ſhall cloſe thy - wound,. 
- & Kill him in Riots, Pride, and. Luſt of Pleaſures, 
.»—-. - . That I may add Damnation to the reſt, 
'» © And foil his Soul and Body both together. 
; *®*Car. Behold your®Brother, and the Duke Delberf, 
Mercong too comes3; this.-outrage will undo us. 
- Gus, No, not at alt; for *tis in general terms. 
O my good Lords, what if the Admiral 
Stood here before, youz ſhould -he ſeaps our Juſtice ? 
1 ſee by each _man's-laying of his hand 
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The Maſſacre of PARIS: 

{+ Upon his Sword, you vow the like Revenge: 

*& For me, I wiſh that both mine may rot off, — 

s Car. No more; away, my Lords : the King calls for you. 

& Gw, I go, That Vermin may devaur my limbs, 

& That I may dy like the late puling King 
& Under the Barbers hands, Impoſthumes choak me, 

FIf while alive I ceaſe to chew his 'ruif, 

To hang him in Effigie, nay to- tread, 

EDrag, ſtamp, and grind him, after he is dead. LExennt, 


SCENE IL 


The Cabinet Council, 


Table with Lights on it, C4 Chamber beyond it. ] 
hs Queen Mother, Anjou aſleep. 
We = va 2 


w=-Q, M4. O my Arjou, the Wheels of this New Ruin 
t Go wrong, for want of one that knows to drive; 
* He ſits too light upon the whirling Throne, 
PzAnd totters, with the diſmal proſpe&, down : 
* Young Charles, a ſmart ſuſpicious doubtful Boy, 
Bur, - Charles, you muſt be ruPd in this dark Road, 
=. Or with the Lightning of my Fatal Power, 
= Which never cracks nor claps, Ple melt thee down, 
=» For ever loſt amongſt the Maſs of Things, 
WE Thar: thov, the Darling of my doating Soul, 
| The Price of my Eternal thought, -may*&t mount 
&: Like Nero, tho? at Azgrippina's Ruin. 
-- But ſee the King with the new Count of Rhetz : 
© Let us withdraw; it may be worth our hearing. 


f. #48 Enter King with Alberto Gondl. 
#1 King. Alberto Gonds. 
Ez Ab, Sir!, | 
King. I think thou lov'ſt me. 
Alb. More than my life. 
= Xing. That's much ; yet I believe thee. 
* "My Mother has the Judgment of the World, 
And all things move by that 5 but my Alberto, 
* She has cruel Wit, and, let me tell thee, 
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'6 The Maſſacre of P ARIS. 
Thus to deſtroy the Souldiers of the Kingdom; - 
Famous as ever fought for Rome or Greece, 

Under a ſhadow of a thouſand Oaths ; | 
"Tis Barbarous, Alberto, is it not ? T 
And ſeems to me unworthy of a King, 

Alb. The Provocation, Sir. 

King. I know it well. * 
But it thoud'ſt have my heart within thy hand, 
I ſwear, Conſpiracies of that foul Nature 
For ever blot the Memory of Kings. 
What Honours, Intereſt, with the World to buy him, 
Shall make a brave Man ſmile and do a Murder ? 
Therefore I hate the Treachery of Brutus, 
I mean the latter ſo cry'd up in Story: 
Whom none but Cowards and White-Liver*d-Knavyes 
Would dare commend, RR ——_ his Fellows, 

' His Dagger in —_ cab*d his Father. 

This is Blot, the Crceronian Stile 
Could ne're wipe off, tho? the Man | 
(Miſtaken in his Love, for Brat#s ſcorn'd him) 
Makes bold to call thoſe Traytors Men Divine, 

Alb. Tully was Wiſe, but wanted Conſtancy. 

._* King. He did, Alberto. Heark, but one thing more, - 
For much I love thee, and would faia unburden 
-My Soul*of half her Cares on ſuch a Man, 

So good. | 
Alb. My ever Dear and Honour'd Maſter. 

_ King, No more of that. Ple tell thee then : laſt night, 
As I lay toſling in a Feveriſh Dream, 

I calPd for Drink ; when ftreight my Mother brought it ; 
But as ſhe reach'd it to my trembling Lips, 
Methought- her Eyes roll'd gaſtly upon me, 

A Palſey ſhook her hand; yet I reſoly'd, 

Took off the Draught, when ſtreight a fainting ſeiz'd me, 

- My Eyes wept Blood, my Ears, my Noſe and Mouth 
-Pour?d forth whole Streams, and all my Sweat was Blood, 

» My Hair and Nails dropt off as Autumn Leaves, 

- When Tempelſts riſe, fall from the wither*d Trees : 
But, oh, the Fancy ſeems ſo much unnatural, 4 
Pl think no more on't;" yet I thought to tell thee, 

" Becauſe ſhe is a Woman whom no Art 
Nor Wiſdom of the World can ever fathom, 

Alb, O my Gracious Lord, | 
Judge not the Queen by Dreams, and vain Chimera's 
Remember, Sir, how often in your Nonage 
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80 The Meſure f PARIS. 
WF $he manag'd with her Wit the weight of Empire, 
© Contending with 2h? Effefts of blind Religion, 
(The Contuſhacy of Rebellious Subjects, 
"ME The deep diſſimulation of the Cours, 
LW: The. want of Treaſure, baffling with her Prudence 
The utmoſt. ſtrength Ambitiog rais?d to gain her. 
** King. O Count of Rhttz, thou lead'ſt me through the Garder 
 W=Of every Grace, but dareſt not point her Weeds: 
+ 1s ſhe not of a moſt deceitful Soul ; 
1 Perfidious even to violating Vows ? 
iſs ſhe not greedy too of Human Blood ? 
A Wit waſteful in deſtroying Lives, 
That ſhe will turn a City to a Wild? be” 
LQs. 24 Good Morrow, Sir ! ?Tis juſt the time you order'd, 
\ think the ſecond Watchz and we are met 
To wait on your Decrees. 
E-King. O Mother, Mgther, , 
You have imbark'd me in a Sea of Blood ; * 
nd ſure ſo damnable an Enterpriſe 
Was never” form'd by Man. 
—_— -2-: 2. If, Sir, you fear it, 
= Why give it ore, and let the Admiral Reign, 
8 Call in the Z7gorcrs, and drive your Friends, 
2 Baniſh your Blood, and the Eſtabliſh'd Peers, 
TW Forget the long Succeſſion of your Fathers, 
* The Throne of Kings, forget the Laws, Religion, 
Cut off the Noble Spirits from your Council 
"WF. And from the Dregs of this Heretical Faction 
+ Compoſe a Baſtard Cabinet-Election, 
FF Let Knaves in Shops preſcribe you how to Sway, 
F They read your Acts, with hardned thumbs 
» *Em out, or with their ſtinking Breath 
I Proclaim aloud they like not this or that ; 
W& Then in a drove come lowing to the Zowvre, 
F- And ſay, they*l have it mended, - that they will, , 
3 jOr you ſhall be-no King. | | 
+ © Kg. *Tis true the People | 
I Nere know a Mean when once they get the Power: 
” O«.4. Did you not late diſpatch by Lodowick, 
Thus to the Admiral, with Vows of Honour, 
That young Navarre ſhould ſtreight Eſpouſe your Siſter, 
£0 to root up all Seeds of leaſt Suſpicion ; 
And that thoſe Nuptials ſhould be ſolemniz'd 
| At Paris, to be bound with deepeſt Oaths ? - 
* © King. Yet, Madam, 1 mult fear ; for, ſhould it fail, 
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8 The Maſſacre of PARIS. © * 
We ſhould be leſs than our worſt Foes could wiſh us, - | 
The Poultron Court, the Scorn, the laughing Stock 
« Of all the Chriſtian and th: Barbarous World. 
gf | 2%. 21, No, Sir, you cannot fear the ſure Deſign, 
» . But youre in fear-of thoſe that are abour you : 
You fear ev*na Me ; but 1 have liv'd too long, 
Since my own Bowels, nay, my very Heart-Strings, 
" (For fo 1 alwaies loy'd and priz'd my Children) 
Dare not confide' in her that gave ?em Being. 
King. Stay, Madam, ſtay,. come back; forgive my fears, 
Forgive my ſifting Soul-her narrow Searches, 
"SLE Where all our-Thoughts ſhould creep like deepeſt Streams ; 
We. For know, I hate the Haughty Admiral, 
> Ard all his curſt Accomplices to Death. 
Qu. HM. What brings the Cardinal of Lorrain from Rome ? 
King. That the new Pope is fully fatisfy*d ;, Ur? 
I ſent the Legate top that Diamond Ring, 
With this cloſe Motto writ within the Gold: 
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—— RN By this, my- ſolid Zeal I own; 

ER And Blood can never melt it down. 

OE ng Anj. A murd'ring Sentence for the Hugonots. 
tin King, Ard which ſo clear'd the matter, that the Pope 
=. .;Order'd a Diſpenſation for the Marriage. 


mn 
33-0. 24. Behold the Duke of Guiſe, and Cardinal : 
*-*?Twere fit you ſend his Eminence to Rochel, 

> Th. *T”acquaint the Admiral of a War with Spain, 

= wg And that the Plot we form'd for the Low-Countries = 2 

>; Againſt the Catholick King, ſhould ſtreight be acted, + That 


wo 5 x - + King. O Mother, oh, what's this that rends my heart, * Like | 
That rides my Nights, and clouds my Days with horror ? . But 0! 

\ Is it not Conſcience ? which ſometimes appears | 3 Do ye 

Like a She Wolf, in Fane of Alberr”s Shape, With 

+ And drags me on the Floor z now in the form Ifeet 

._ Of that old Lyon” Admiral, it comes, 3 Hiſling 

Z- - And grins, and roars, juſt gaping to devour me. -.".0, ſhe 
#404. 44. Why, lethim: when his Throat is cut we'll truſt him : © WfAad tt 

2 745 Clear up this furrowd Brow. Believe me, Sir, F { Theref 
ZZ 22:7: You ſee kim ſhortly where you need not fear him; . - - FF The K 
2 3. For, ſhould he ſtay behind the Queen and Princeſs, Cle not 
>> >, Doubting the Marriage, filPd with boding fears, Cav, 
+> © The War with Spain: will ſo bewitch his Glory, , dhe is | 
SS And lull his: proud Ambition, that ſhould Fate, | moſ 
£2 Which awes him now, Icap up more terrible, 4 * Adm. 
ES, Hell follow with a ſpeed ſhall make uim foremoſt, _ Who tl 
7 _—_ - And ſcorg a Grave. 3. * hat &l 
7 | King? ut 002: 


«+ 


, "x uo k *& 4 4 
Fr x® + . & 3. bs : : : 
"4d _—— &, 5 «0 "4 5 Chen 
3 * . l % br #4 Your Ty 
n . 4 ne br » 4 ” ; 457 a» , LA» 4 - 
. " n ” )  . TS SS. 
% 2 ” . , ” 4 , 64 oo : % F - 
4 4 % # 4 kay 
” - | *, EZ 
&. G . do 4 a > 
- = . ” : F. i . 
bY 4 - 4. <& = "4 . 
, = . - P , w 
a : : : 
 X* Ty = I 
: tf 
- ” = 
B+ 
* 


W Xing, O, tis a dreadful Image; ' ES, 1y 
Yet when his brains are paſh'd I ſhall be ſtill, f ; ; 
CThe Morning Tiſes, | yet F cannot reſt z - | ; | 
FLike thoſe eternal Lamps that wink above; 7 a Hee | 
EMethinks,.O Mother, 1 could watch for ever. | Robe 
Once more let me conjure you; all be huſt'd, | X 

Be ſecret on this horrid-Conſultation, - "+ | 
As Urns and Monuments, that never blab, 
Gi, Therefore levs lye like Furies on the watch, : 
As if it were an ambuſh for the World. | 
* King. With Claws lock'd in, like Lions, couch to_'tear %m, 
Dar Mother, thou ſo fierce upon the flaoghter, > 
Direct thy Brood z we will not ſtir nor breath : 
Bot when thou giv*lt the Word, then ſtars away, 
Ruſh from "the Shade, and make *em- all our prey; CExenne. « 
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Admiraft, Cayagnes, Langoiran. 


Adm, \ + = Reaſons are to all appearance fair; TL 
4 Like Edew*s Fruit, the Temper hangs %em' forth, | 
E But there's a canker-Queen within the Core, - 7  - 
I That eats Colsgn1e”s firmeſt hopes away : Fg 
\F& Like Paradiſe, ſhe paves my ſpacious walk ; WC 
IF But oh, Cavagnes and Langoiran, look, R £3, 
& Do you not find her lurking in the Flowers ? 
#4 With ſoft indented glides behold ſhe comes; 
I 1 ſee the forked Tongue betwixt her Teeth, 
Hiſſing us from the Stage of Life and Honour : 
EO, ſhe's a Serpent equal to the firſt, 
And has the will to"damn another World; 
'Therefore I'm poſitive, till I'm convinc'd 
The King foregoes her Counſel,” Ple nos ſtir : 
Tle not to Court. | : | 
Cav. Thus far 1 can make good, en - bs 11 
ſhe is believ'd, through all the Courts of Europe, | © FE, OF 
L moſt tranſcendent Wir, and abſolute Woman, *: ONE RI” 
& 44m. That is an abſolute Murderer and Dillembler ; ,- 
Who that proceeds on ſuch black principles, _ 
that thinks there is no God 'aboye Ambition, 
ut may accompliſh all that he intends: " % 
" 4 a Cx ' Where's 
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1 Th Maſſacre of PARIS, 


Where's then the Art, the Reach, the Policy 


,Of this tranſcendent and moſt abſolute Woman ! 


Is it not eaſie to Aſaſlinate, 


"-To Lie, and Swear you love the Man you hate, 


Who b | 
And earth'd. the little Sect at Zugo's Gate ; | De - 


Train him into the dark, and murder him ? 
1 urge again,..unleſs th= King reſolve 
To rule alonez:I will not come to Court. 

Lang. Cavagnts is a Maſter in Court Secrets; _ 
For mie, I ruin'd the bugneſs of the War, 

Ad. Perſwade me while the Queen is at his Ear, 
That if he, were made up of Worlds of Mercy, 
He ever would forgive me ! pray look back 
Into the. former times, and ſee who ſow*d 
Thoſe glowing grains which ſhot up to a War, 

" the coals of Calviz”s kindled Doctrine, 


Was it not I that form'd *em to a Body ? 
Lang. Stick to your ſelf, Sir; follow your own methods. 
Ad. Who therefore, while the pangs of Rage were on her, 
Proclaim?d me in all ganguages a Traytor, 
Drag?d my Effgies through the ſtreets of -Parss, 


- Hung up my Statue on the common Gallows, 
---"Ser, by Court Officers, my Goods to ſale, 


= My-Houſes raz?d, or burnt *em to the ground. 
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Cav; I muſt confeſs that ſtart of open vengeance, 
Not common to the Nature of the Queen. 
Ad. And why all this, not for a private grudge ? 
I judg?d *twas.time to view the ghaſtly flaws 
Of that Religion that would rend the World ; 
That ſticks not at the ſlaughter of whole States, 
Blowing up Senates, "nor at murdering Kings : 
Driv*n with this thought, I puſh'd the Wer yet farther ; 


And, though we loſt the Fight at Moncontour, - 


Yet ſpeak, Cavagres, did I fail in ought ? 


C2. ff Navarre, P. of Navarre, P, of Code, 


Cav, I was not there. , : 
Ad. Then give me leave to ſay, 
I fought my ſelf the Proteſtant Cauſe alone, 
When in the. head of our remaining Horſe, NT 


1 met the Elder Rhinegrave hand to hand, 


- 


- "Shot him th” Face, and left him on the ground ; 


Then ſeeing all our Army quite defeated 
My Jaw-bone ſhatter*d, and my Voice quite ſpent, 


1 fled, with hopes to 1iſe more terrible; 


_ ,# As it ſucceeded,..to the aſtoniſhment | Y 
Of all the Chriſtian World, '- ej LEnter 73 
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E” ” The Maſſacre of PARIS 


3 Enter Colombier with @ paper in his hand. 


= Col. My Lord the Cardinal of Lorrain?s arriv'd, 

To ſwear and ſign the Articles of Peace ; 

=The Queen- at preſent holds him in diſcourſe ; 

EMean-time Commends this Paper to your view 

ESent to ber Majeſty from the King of France. 

F Adam. reads, - : 

ou Adam, as you demanded, you have power ore all the Couns 
_ ty ſuddenly of Armagnac ; Tell the great Admiral 1 ſeek 
"8- © his Friendſhip. Ask of Lorra?: the reſt, who knows: my heart, 


Perhaps, my Friends, it may be thus indeed, 

E That, quite tir?d- out with infinite Diſtractions, 

© He may at Iaſt reſolve to Rule alone, 

& Come from his Page-ſhip, and put off the Mother ; 
& Not loſe his Youth, the pleaſtire of his Bloom 

” Among grey Senators, and withering Councils : 

If it were ſo; but hold, there's ſomething here 

” Forbids that thought ; it riſes like a Vapor, 

= A ſtrange miſgiving, ſuch as Women ſwoon at, 

0 And Men themſelves may fear. But ſee, the Queen. 


”_ 
f 


© Enter the Queen of Nayarre, Prince of 
Navarre, and Prince of Conde, 


©. Navarr. I come, Sir, to foreſtall the Cardinal, 
FF Who from the King offers theſe terms of Peace : 
' He adds to what Count Lodowick, brought before, 
- His Mothers Policy ſhall ſway no longer ; 
That He'll ſubmit his Genins to your conduct, 
'F : Confirms your being Captain General 
'F +In that moſt glorivs Enterprize on Spain, 
«+ Allows you fifty for your Perſon's Guard ; 
* Therefore, for ſealing this Eternal Bond, 
-* And for .the former weighty Conſultations, 
1 He begs you inſtantly to come to Court. | 
FF. Þ44n, What has your Majeſty reſoly'd to do? 
FF. £2. 4. To go with both the Princes ſtreight to 2arss, 
XF- And ſe the Nuptials of my young Navarre,” 
"3 1 know not what your Lordſhip does intend ; 
But I have ſent already to the King 
- My Anſwer by Byron, and will attend him.” 
Adm. Then *tis too late to think of going back ; 
&, You have lanch*d me now w_ and 1 muſt plyrge _ 
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12 "Te Miſareif, PARTS. 3 
In this Abiſs, tho? it-be-deep' as Hell. _ O-” | 0 - as | 
' No, Madam, ſpite of all the Avugurs- here, 51 $0 , &.- 1 pa 
Since you are thus reſoly'd, Ile go to the foremoſt. -.- 0. A. 
"Twas for your ſake, agd in-the Prinee*s cauſe,, 3 + Be j 
For Liberty of Conſciencfahd Religion, - --. 1 Sy C, 
That I thus long did - propagate the War ; w  —_— Vie 
_ And ſhall 1 now not follow'where you lead me ? + ,, + A..For 
Lax. Why ſhould you, if it goes againſt your: mind ? "&-.. On 
Adm. Peace, peace, Cary ſrace the Main's produc'd, + ' 8 How 
I mean, the Reſolution of the Queen, - "—_— Cc 
. . My Fate cries out, we muſt, we muſt away: 48 And 
Therefore, my Friend; go gather my Depepdants,. - My 1 
Bid *em prepare for Parss. Tell-my Wife, "FI... Will 
My deareſt artia,, we muſt bid farewell ; > 2 
Tell her, I'm forc'd to ſwim againſt the Stream; _ "M6; / Buy 
Say, that her Cato's bound for Vice, | _—— At 
From whence perhaps he never ſhall return. WM: For 
Enter Cardinal of Lorrain, | Li 
T 60 is 
Car. Conqueſt, proſperity, -and fmooth ſucceſs . We 4 
Be ever ſtrow'd before ,our General's feet. | " W& The 
Thus, Sir, the King ſalutes you, with Commillion +. And 
:To' turn the Torrent of your Arms on Spazz.: ] WW. C 
- Adm. My Lord, I glory-in the great Employ. .- A 
T hear beſide, the King will rule-alone ; | -F-. On 
'- Fox, Sir, what &re the Wit of Women be, | . *5". 88 To 
- From War and Councils let %*em be remoy'd. | * And 
F ſay again, with my old bluntneſs, Sir, | F: For 
To have a Female finger in the State, Ke ; "i As 
' Is blaſting to- the Prince's Memory. | "' Be | 
Let him but;be ſincere, and leave: the Mother, . And 
Old as I-am, I will pus on iny Arms, -., Cav; 
- And with this hand, not wither'd yet in War, Wh 
Bear to th* Eſcurial. his Imperial Standard. | x $+.*;To 
Car. My' Lord, for_ the ſincerity of the King, | * Aud 
That he intends his Dear and Great Chaftior, | © I* But 
The very words that did expreſs his love, "FF The 
Alt Honours, Titles Greatneſs, a}i Advancement, 2:7 | O12 
Nay, to the curhing of hig%Mothe&s Will, - = 8.” 
For the performance af each. Article, ; MW For 
"Without a pious catch, or trick of State ; | 4 
Without the ſmalleſt Mental. Reſervation, wa - 
Equivocation, -or the leaſt Reſerve ; h _ 
- In the King*s Name, as t am Prieſt profeis'd, '. -_ —"—_ 
; "7 "Se "Le : | | af - 
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”. The Maſanre ofPARIS. 
= - As 1 am ſent from Heay'n, to teach Salyation, 
= 1 pawa the truth of my immortal Soul. 
"© © 44n. He then, to whom our, hearts are free and ' open, 
+ - Be judge betwixs- his Majeſty abd me. 
;- Car. O Sir, O Madam, oh, you make me weep, 

© Viewing by this the frailty of the World ; 

For if the Mind of Man be ſo ſuſpicious 

>. On ſuch clear Demonſtration of AﬀeQion, + ,, + 

& How can you ere believe the Love Divine ?- - 
=. ©.24 My Lord, you may return with our obedience, 

” And tell the King, the Adiniral, the Princes, 
F My lf, and all his hamble faithful Subjects, 

&. Will haſte to throw our Bodies af. his feet. 
——: Þ4dm, My Lord, farewell; muſt not dobabs your Oaths, 
MW But with implicite Faith believe the King, 

= At whoſe Tribunal I muſt ſhortly kneel, — 
&; For Pardon and Forgiveneſs. 


= | | | 
"M--. Admiral returns with Cavagnes. 
—_. - 
= Aan. Hark, my Cavagnes, write to Count Zadenic, 
'F The Seirs de Genlis, and La-Nove, to haſte, 
FF And ſuddenly to make ſurpriſe of ons. | 
©: Cav. My Lord-— | / 
= Azn. Nay, write I ſay; Vie have it done, 
© On my Pariſian entrance. Þm refolyd 
© To ſee into the heart of this young Crarles, 
And force him thus upon a War with Spain ; 
For tho* this Cardinal Swear, and damn his Soul 
F# As deep as Heaven's high, yet if his bowels: 
FF. Bs like the reſt of that Blood-colour'd Robe, - 
And lavghs at Ghoſts, where's then the Admiral ? 
y., Cavght by this perjur'd jugling man of God! 
© What, for the Cabinet Murderers to play with, 
+*,To tois Chaſtillon's Fate from one to tLother, 
- Aud grin my Life and Honor from the World ? 
\* But now for Pariss Call Colombier, 
” The Count la Rochfoucalt, *Marquis de Renel, 
L Piles, Pluviah, Pardillan, and Lavardine, 
” B4:ne, and all my Gallants of the War : 
3 > For Faris bid %em haſte. 


Emer Antramont, with Langoiran. 


Anz. Stay, ſtay, My Lord;' 


I charge 


| 
't 
'' 
| 

[! 


14 The Maſſacre of PARIS. 
I -charge you ſtay, for. fartia does Arreſt you, 

And faies, you -ſhall not. go to UVrica : 

Martia reſalves to hinder this Self-Murder, 

Adm. Self-Murder, Marta! | 
Ant. Yes ; you turn/the Sword 

Upon your: ſelf, which Charles and that falſe Queen 
Brandiſh againſt you, going thus to Court 
Againſt your will; for -ſo. you ſent me word. 

Is not- this runnffig it -in your own Bowels ? 

Is it not, Cato? but you ſhall not leave me: j 
Youre now Betroth'd; .and-in this ſad Condition, 
Thus. fraught with your clear Image, like a Bark 
Too Richly laden, with an oyer Ballaſt, 

Leave me not Gaſpar, to a flood of Tears, 

A Sea of Paſlion, and a Storm of Sorrow. 

Adm, Beg me not, Martia, tis impollible 
To ſtay me now, my Honour is engag'd, 

My Word is paſt. 

Ant. Yet ſtay, Sir, ſtay fo long 
So long at leaſt, as' may preſerve your Likeneſs ; 
For if I yield you. row to thoſe Court-Murderers, 
My boding Fears will blaſt it ere ?tis Born; 

For ſure as Ceſar*s Butchery was perforard 
At Rome, your Murder is contriv'd at Paris : 
_ * Calphurnia's bloody Dream, and Scent of Slaughter, 

Are nothing, Sir, to my Prophetick Spirit ;_ 
Which not by Viſions, Fantoms of the Night, 
But by day Arguments, and certain Reaſon, 

Will give ſuch Evidence for yaur undoing, 
As you, .your ſelf being Judge, [ſhall ſay are true. 

Adm. O, Antramont, . away ; why doſt thou thus 
Unman me with thy Tears ? Tho? certain Death, 
With all the Dagger'd Council ſtood: to wait me, 
.Ev'a in my view, .I ſwear I would among em. 

* Ant, Then you are caught indeed ; they hate you, Sir : 
Your Wife, with this poor Innocent unborn, 
With all your other Orphans, are undone: , 
The Glory of the Earth is laid along? 

I fee the Vine that ſpreads his Arms to Heav*n, * 
With- all his Cluſters rotting on the ground, 
Blaſted with Lightning from a clouded Council, 

By her that is the Fo of your Fate, 

That Murdring Sorcereſfs, that dry Hag of Florence, 

Tixac Midnight #ecate. of ten thouſand forms, 
That yaries with all Shapes, that tryes all Spirits; 
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To make your Fate inevitable ſure. 


The Maſſacre ff PARIS, 15 
Selling her Soul to each, and all together, 


 Adn, Give me your hand, and take this farewel Kiſs : 
If thou would'ſt have me think thou lov'ſt old Gaſpar, 
Reply no more, but leave me, and be dumb. 
Ant. Pm all Obedience ; let me ſpeak but once, 
And whiſper*s in your Ear - By all my hopes 
Of Earth and Heay*n, you ſhall not dye alone ; 
Pll gather all the Branches. of your Body, 
The little Arms, the Sprouts of him that was: 
Yes, with that precious Fardel, bound together 
By Cords of Hair, Cemented” with my Tears, 
And wreath*d about till Death with my Embraces, 
il follow you to Court - I will, my Lord; 
And ſince yow'l have it ſo, well burn together. LExN, 
Enter Commander, 


Adm. O, my brave Friends? my dear /a Rochfaucalt, 
Your hand; and yours, my rough Colombzere ; 
My Gallant P-les;z and thine, my plain Langoiran: 
But ſay, how ſtand you to this Expedition, 
This new Exploit, this dangerous Court Adventure ? 
Lang. My Lord, III anſwer for %*em ; there's not one 
But has reſolv*'d to follow; tho? they had rather 
Run the moſt violent Shock of Glorious War, 
Than ſtand one Complemental Death at Court. 
Adm, Then our Opinions jump. But to the purpoſe ; 
Since *tis reſolv'd that we muſt go to Parss, 
Becauſe youre Strangers to the King and Queen, 
I would inſtruct you in the Royal Tempers, 
Draw the Queen Mother's Face in Minature, * 
For there the watch and ward of all our Caution 
Muſt lye, if poſſible to wave the Ruin, 
Lang. Fore-warn'd, fore-arm'd ; fear not, we ſhall remember. 
Adm, Imagin then the King, like Adam laid . 


- Among the Sweets of. Paradiſe. to reſt, 


While to his liſtning Soul this Second Eve, 

Full of the Devil, and deſfign'd to damn us, 

Thus breathes her Counſels fatal to the World : 
What ever Paths you trod before your, Reign, 
"Tis Blood and Terror muſt your Throne maintain : 
Scorn then thy Slaves; nor. to thy Vaſlals bow; 

Fix the Gold Circle to thy bended Brow, q | 
By Murders, Maſlacres z no matter how. C 4 
Or - 


——_ —_ 4 
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For Conſcience, and Heav'ns Fear, Religion*s Rules, 
They're all State-Bells, fo toll in, pious Fools. 


[Excune, 


— —_ hte -_ — 


ACT IL SCENE L 


————————_— 


ms ——— 


_ Enter Queen. Mother, and Marguerite. 


» Har. YS G=i/e then falſe !-or do you try me, Madam, 
And ſearch my Heart, | to know how much I loye him ? 
If it be ſo, I will refolve you quickly 
Pll ſwear to you by Heay*n, by all things Sacred, 
By all that's great and. lovely upon Earth, . 
By him, by Guiſe, by all the bleſſed Moments +. 


_ *, Of that dear Life, which fingle I prefer 


To Millions of my own, I loye him more 
Than you loye Glory, Vengeance, and Ambition. , | 
Qs, 24. Then thou arts loſt, a Wretch,” an out-caſt Fool, 4 
Not worthy of my Care, nor worth my ſeeking ;* | 
_ For, by my beſt Deſires, I know he ſcorns thee, 
And. to my certain Knowledge, is betroth'd 
To Catharine Cleve, the Prince of Porcien's Widow, 
Mar. "Tis falſe; he's not, he ſhall not, nor he cannot: 
You hate me, Madam, and you forge this Matter, 
To make me dye, to kill your Margaerze ; 
. For, if you did reſpeft me as . your Blood, 
:Why ſhould you tear my Heart in thouſand pieces ? 
» *Why ſhould you make me rave with Jealouſic ? 
For, oh, I love beyond all former Paſſion: * 
Dye for him! that's too little; I could bura 
Piece-Meal away, or bleed to Death by drops, 
Be flead alive, then broke upon the Wheel, 
Yet with a Smile endure it all for Gai/+ : 
And when let looſe from Torments, all one wound, 


Run with my mangled Arms, and craft him dead. *o'F 


Ou. M. "Farewel ; thou'rt mad4ndeed: Fle find the King, 
And ſen him to convince you of the Truth. ; 

Mar. The Truth! O Heav*n! nay, ſtay, and Ple believe you. 
Bur is he falſe? is't poſſible in Nature? , i 
Is Gusſe then, like his Kindred Sayages, - | | 
True Man, an Upright, Bold, and Hearty Villain ? 


0.14, I tell thee, as 1.love thy" Life and Honour, © 
Tho? much 1 fear, the latter is paſt hope, | 


Their 


The Maſſacre of PARIS. 
Their Marriage will be ſolemniz'd to morroy ; 
The Cardinal of Zorrain muſt joyn their hands, 
Aar. What, he that keeps the Tye, the ſacred Contract, 
Ple warrant tco he'll be a Witneſs for him, 
Why then, for ever throw off Modeſty, 
If thus Religion cheats us : iet us haſte, 
With AMeſzhina, to the common Stews, 
Where Bauds are honeſter than Roman Church-men, 
2. 4. Think no more or?t, but with a generous Fury 
Relolve to caſt him from your Soul for ever. 
Prepare your ſelf for what the King commands, 
Withour delay, to wed the young MVavarre. 
Mar. To wed my Tomb, to dwell in duſt below, 
Where we ſhall ge no more deceitfyl Men, 
Hear no more flattery, nor no damning Vows; 
Where 1 ſhall never ſtart from my cold Bed, 
Nor walk with folded Arms about the Room, 
With Eyes, like Rivers, ever running down 
While with my over-watching, I miſtake 
The ruſtling Wind, and every little noiſe 
For G«iſe's coming ; which not finding true 
I weep again, till all my face is drown'd, 
And groan, as if there were no end of ſorrow. 
Q. 44. Then I muſt find ſome other Inſtruments, 


I7 


That have the power to rule you: So farewel. i [Ex 


Mar. Stay, Madam, ſtay. She's gone, and leaves me here, 
To do a miſchief on my Life. Falſe Guiſe ! | 
Perfideous Gui/e ! but 1 will find thee out, 

And wreck the Miſeries of my Soul upon thee ; 
Nay, Þle alarm that Prieſt that makes thee wicked : 
Prieſts, that like Devils, laugh at humane pains, 


And Souls ne*re reckon, ſo they count their gains. [Exit 


SCENE 1I 


Palace, 
- Duke of Guiſe, and Cardinal of Lorrain. 


Gus. But are you ſure he'll come ? 

Car. Moſt certain, Sir. 

Gui, Why then, 1 will not eat till I behold bin. 
O, I could pine my ſelf into a Ghoſt, 
So | at laſt might thruſt my hungry Sword 
In the cursd Carcaſs of this _— 
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The Maſſacre of PARIS. 
_ Their Marriage will be ſolemniz'd to morroy ; 
The Cardinal of Lorrain muſt joyn their hands, 
Mar. What, he that keeps the Tye, the ſacred Contract, 
Ple warrant tco he'll be a Witneſs for him. 
Why then, fer ever throw off Modeſty, 
If thus Religion cheats us: let us haſte, 
With. Mef/zlina, to the common Stews, 
Where Bauds are honeſter than Romar Church-men. 
2. 24. Think no more or't, but with a generous Fury 
Relolve to caſt him from your Soul for ever. 


.... Prepare your ſelf for what the King commands, 


Without delay, to wed the young Navarre. | 
Mar. To wed my Tomb, to. dwell in duſt below, 
Where we ſhall ze no more deceitfyl Men, 
| Hear no more flattery, nor no damning Vows; 
. Where 1 ſhall never ſtart from my cold Bed, 
Nor walk with folded Arms about the Room, 
With Eyes, like Rivers, ever running down 
While with my over-watching, I millake - 
The ruſtling Wind, and every little noiſe 
' For G=iſe's coming ; which not finding true 
I weep again, till all my face is drown'd, 
And groan, as if there were no end of ſorrow. 
Q. 44. Then I muſt find ſome other Inſtruments, 


That have the power to rule you: So farewel. i 5 CExit. 


Mar. Stay, Madam, ſtay. She's gone, and leaves me here, 
To do a miſchief on my Life. Falſe Guiſe ! Rl 
Perfideous Gui/e ! but I will find thee out, 

And wreck the Miſeries of my Soul upon thee ; 

Nay, Ve alarm that Prieſt that makes thee wicked : 

Prieſts, that like Devils, laugh at humane pains, 


And Souls ne*re reckoit, ſo they count their gains. 
SCENE 1I. 
Palace, 
+ Duke of Guiſe, and Cardindl of Lorraia. 


Gui. But are you ſure he'll come ? 

Car. Moſt certain, Sir. 

Gui. Why then, I will not cat till I behold him. 
* ©, I could pine my ſelf into a Ghoſt, 

So | at laſt might thruſt my hungry Sword 

In the curs'd Carcaſs of this _— 
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And glut my greedy Vengeance with his Heart. M. 
Cas, The Queen too of Navarre, the Heretick Princeſs, G 

- Bentlemen and Commanders, Knights, Barons, Counts, M1 
With all the Combination of the Rebels, : Gu 
Come to the Wedding of the young Bearnors. | Wer 
Gui, Why, what an Oglio will the Devil have ? py 

A Feaſt for Hell, to cram it to the mouth, G! 
A Maſlacre of Souls: methinks I fee M 
The glutton Death gorg*d with devouring Lives, At le 
And ſtretching o're the City his ſwola bulk, \ So ge 
As he would vomit up the Dead. Gs 
Car. My Lord, 14 
How brooks your Heart the Marriage of Navarre ? But c 
Gui. Why, faith, Sir, as we mult neceſliry : In C 
The King reſolves it ; urging to my face; Wit 
The Man that dar*d to contradict his pleaſure Yer 
Should make that oppoſition with his ruine : But 1 
On this 1 turn*d my Court to Porciews Widow. He t 
But O, Lorraiz, Love mourn'd at the miſtake, W ht 
As conſcious of the cruel change he made. Thet 
Take then the proſpect of a Summers Morn, Diſg 
The gaudy Heav'n all ſtreak*'d with dappled Fires, The 
And fleck'd with Bluſhes like a riſing Bride, The 
With ſweets ſo ponr'd from ſuch a laviſh Spring, Fat F 
Thar it mult, pe er all the years to come : | The 
From this bt oft view, from Margrerite*s form, So fi 
* Now turn thy Eye upon the yellow Autumn, Gu 
On Porcier's Wife, the Widow of the Seaſons, 'Too 
Car. You ſpeak, methinks, as if you loy'd the Princeſs. An / 
Gui, How ere I bragg'd before, 1 do confeſs it ; Tho' 
Spite of my Glory, ſpite of my Ambition, | 14 
And all the vow'd reſolves of ny Revenge, G1 
Had ſhe not poorly yielded to the Marriage, I ſay 
I would have turn'd my Widow to the Commen : You | 
But 1 am ſatisfy?d ; *tis now the talk Yes, 
Of the whole Court, how ſhe in ſecret likes it ; "Y Nay, 
Hears too, no doubt, of my deſign on Clcua, | { - Com: 
Yet (Carfes on that changeable Staff her Soul) Shew 
Regards it not. But ſee, ſhe comes © a Tempeſt Fetch 
b Wac; 

Enter Marguerite. MA, 

; W he! 

Ruffies her Face ! the Mother taught this cuaning ; Gu 
"And ſhe has catch'd the Plague of that Diſſembler Forg; 
So right, methinks I ſee the tokens on her. I tell 


Mar, Look 


Mar. Look in my Faces 

Gui, I do. 

Mar... Nay, in my Eyes, 

Gui, | view?*em as I would the ſetting Sun, 
Were 1 to dye at Midnight. 

Mar, Come, you dare not. 

Gui, What, dare not dy: ? 

Mar. Thou da:i*ſt not on-, nor t'other : 
At leaſt tiiou ſhwnidſt not, tor thou art ſo wicked, 
- So gone in Sin, Damaation mult atcend thee. 

Gui. Why, thea the Devil is :ure of one great Man, 

Mar. O: one! of all; at (Zourt he's no Retailer, 
But deals i Gros, and takes you by the Lump. 
In Cuurtry-Fields h2*s forc*d to fit all day, 
With patience, anglivg dowa the guiltleſs Stream, 
Yet rarely catches one for all his labour ; 
But when he coues to Court, the Sca of Pleaſures, 
He throws his Drag-Net in from fd? to fide, 
Where none of all the Fry eſcape Perdition: 
There may you ſee Whales pluiging in the Meaſb, 
Diſgorging ſtreams, like Drunkards on the ground 
The Sword-Filh, like the Souldier, faſt in hold ; 
The floundring Prieſts, 11k- Sharks, thac gape for prey ; 
Fat Porcpiſe Bauds, th: Mrmaids too of Honour, 
The Minim Pages, all the twinkling Hoſt 
So filPd, the Snare of Hell muſt- crack to hold you, 

Gui, No, there's another Cauſ: for this fine Satyr, 
'Too well digeſted for a ſudden thought, 
An Argument at home, there in your heart, 
Tho? you have learnt diſcretion thus ta turn it. 

Mar. O Heav®ns! what means he ? 

Gui, D*ye ſeem amaz'd ? 
I ay again, however you upbraid me, 
You bcar the Guilt, who bring the Accuſation : 
Yes, Marguerite, thou halt plaid me foul. 
Nay, do not ſtart, nor gaz-, nor make falſe ſteps : 
'. Come, Priaceſs, theſe are tricks too ſtale for Gu/e, 
Shew ?*<m your little Creatures; bid your. Mother 
Fetch ſomething quainter from the Schools of Florence, 
Wacre hz has learnt th: Art of Honeſt-dealing. 


Mar. O, all ye Pow'rs of Heav*n, of Earth, and Hell, 


Where would he, whither, and when will he end ? 
Gui, Madam, Ive done already; - but left you ſhould 
Forget cohercace, through your world of Pailion, 
I teil you, you are falſe ; your Vows, your Tears, 
| D 2 
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Your 
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Your -Languiſhings, your very height of Pleaſures, 
Your graſping Joys are falſe; for-even then 
When you &ry out, There can be: nothing farther, 
By all your perjuries, you wiſh *em more. 

Mar. Furies and Devils! ſhall he bear ir thus! 
W hat with his Lip ! his Eye! his every Scorn, 
Walk thus before me, and defy. me thus! 
Ah Guiſe ! diſloyal, faithleſs, perjur*'d wretch ! 
Thou art more damn'd, than any Fiend ia. Heli. 
Impoſture ! | 

Gui, Woman. 

Mar, Traytor. 

Gui, Woman. 

Mar, Villain. 

Gui, Woman ſtill. 


Mar. Bark Guiſe, hear Monſter, hear and mark me: 


While to thy Conſcious Soul I ſound the Name ' 
Of Porcien. « 

Gui, Of Navarre, 

Mar, Porcien I ſwear. 

Gui, Navarre, Navarre, 

Mar. Thou ly*ſt, thou ly*ſt : Porcien, the Widog — 
Porcien. - | 
O, I could cut my face! what, for a Widow ! 
Leave me for Porcies ! O thou dull, dull Guiſe? 
Wilt thou ſit down to the refuſe of Meals / - 

A Widow ! what, the Monument of Man ; | 
The Tomb Grave-Vault, the very Damp of Nature ! 
For this, I hate thee more than e're 1 lov'd thee ; 
And from my preſence baniſh thee for ever. 

Gus. No; I will baniſh this deteſted Gaiſe - 
My. ſelf; you ſhall not buy .him to your preſence : 
For, know, I hate more perfectly than you ; 

Yours is a guſt, a puff of Woman's Fury; .' 
ut mine a manly, conſtant, ſetled hate, 

Which, ever ſince you made your better choice, 

Of young Navarre, took root within my heart. 


5 


Mar. *Tis falſe, *tis falſe, a Treaſon fetch*d from Hel!, 


But where ! ſpeak out; where was this Lye invented ? 
Gui.” Thus then in ſhort, and fo farewell for ever: 

The King and Queen, with all .particulars - 

Avow?d it to me; and in general 

The Court. You may perceive the Choice, 

1 made of Cleve, was more to be reveng'd 


Than want of Conſtancy ; but yours was weigh'd ; 
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The Maſſacre of P WRIS;» 
Navarre has youth, and may be King of France, 
Tickling Variety for Love- and Glory, 


4 For the falſe appetite of Luxurious Woman; 


Woman, dcamn'd Woman; but I waſte breath to name her. 


"My Lord Lorrain,”l charge you by your Friendſhip 


Give me the Contract. 

Mar. Hold, my Lord. For what ? 

Gui. That I may tear it to as many pieces 
As ſhe has done her Vows. What, faith in Women ! 
The very fragments of the whole Creation, 
Whoſe ſever*'d Souls, like many parted Mirrors, 
Refle&t the - face of all Mankind at ance, 
Who with their weeping Smiles, and langhing Tears, 
Were they allow'd a Heav®n, as ſure they are not, 
Would tempt the Angels to a ſecond Fall, 


But I grow wild; give me the Contra, Sir : 


Nay, Madam, off; I ſwear you muſt unhand me. 

Mar. | will not. O my heart” Ah Guiſe, Guiſe, Guiſe ! 
You have got the Conqueſt, and you ſhall maintain ir, 
Tho? at th* expence of Marguerite's death. 

Tis true, my Mother mention*d ſuch a Marriage 
But-If I did not loath it, ſcorn, deteſt ir, 

©, If this be not true as thou art falſe, 

(Forgive me, for I meant to ſay unkind ) 

Baniſh poor Marguerite from thoſe Eyes 

That feed her life, let me yo more approach you ; 
But take, O take this Ponyard from my hand, 

And ſtick it in my heart, that heart that loves you, 


* That when tis injur'd dares not ſtand” before you, 


But owns you for the Tyrant of my days. 
Gui, No, Marguerite, no; 

You've found the way to temper me indeed, 

Nay, turn it upon me, who am a Traytor, 

Becauſe I dard to counterfeit a Falſhood 

Againſt ſuch perfe&t Love, to ſeem Vaſfet 


* The hated Porctes. 


Mar. Did you then diſſemble ? 
Did you not love her in your Heart, indeed ? 
Gui, I ſwear by Heaven. 
Mar. O let me then embrace jou. 
Yet cloſer. O that I could get within you ! 
Gui. My Life! 
Mar. My Soul / 
Gus, My Heart! ; | 
Car. My Lord,, the Duke of. A»jou moves this way. 


Gus , Fare- 
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Guiſe, Farewel, Ang till I hear that thou art Marry'd, 
The Heart of Guiſe is riveted to thine : 
Which all the Hammers in thy . Mother's Brain 
Shall never looſe. ' | 
_ Mar. They may empel my .Body; 
But cill 1 hear thee ſay thy ſelf, Thou'rt falſe, 
Death ſhall not force- my Soul to wed Navarre. [Exit Marguerite, 


Enter Anjou, and Ligneroles. 


'Guiſe, Ill ſtand the ſhock of this Imperious Duke, 
This 4rjou, that has got a Name in War, 
I know not how, becauſe his Horſe was ſhot 
At Moncontorr ; you ſee by what enſu'd, 
Nature deſign'd him for a Reyeller. 
* An, O Ligneroles, thou Partner of my Soul, 
Be ſecret; for if once the King ſhould know 
W har I have told thee through exceſs of Love, 
The World could not redeem thee from the Grave. 
Ha! Guiſe! But: ſoft, my Soul. My [Lord Lorrain, 
'Tis ſaid, the Admira!, and -Zagonot Princes * 
Are ſcarce a League from Paris. 
Car. Yes, My Lord, : 
I hear ſo too: the Duke of Guiſe was going. 
Anj. 1 hope he will not move for fear of me. 
Guiſe. You're right, my Lord; nor will not ſtay for love. 
Anj. What, not a Woman's Love ! Love of a Princeſs? 
Guiſe, No, nor a Boy's 3 your Siſter may do much. 
Anj. Haſte Ligneroles, go bear the King this Packet. 
My Lord of Ge, *tis not impoſlible LExit Lignerolks. 
But Arjor one day may be King of France ; | 
Mark me, if then I find Yalos diſhonour'd, 
[ will not leave a Gj/e to gane at pow'r. [Exi, 
Guiſe. Tis ſo: by all the Myſteries of Empire, 
By. the. Eternal Fates, his Mother's Poiſon, 
Boils in the Brains of the young drooping King, 
And ſpecds him to make way for cured jou, 
Charles his Religion, which ſhe wonders at, 
And ſcarce believes him hers ; laughs at his pity, 
Calls his Remorſe the Colick of the Mind ; | 
His ſtarts, and fears, the gripes and checks of Conſcience. 


Enter King, Queer other, Ligneroles. 


But ſee, the King ? mark, mark, my dear Lorrajr, 


Mark 


Mark how fhe tempers him betwixt her hands : 
He has it in his Veins, the lingriog draught 
That moulders him away. Let's tell him of it : 
By my Ambition, and my vow'd Revenge, 
Pl do't. 

Car. Away ; you ſhall not : are you mad ? 
Where isyour temper ? Walk a lictle off) + 
And lay theſe Fumes. 

Guz, Lead then the blind away; | 
Yet, if I meet him in the dark, Ile cruſh him. 


[ Ex. Lor. and Gui. 


King. Was ever ſuch an Inſolence ? Read there. 
My Brother has Intelligence from Roche! 
The Admiral has order®d his Adherents 
« To ſeize on Mons, as he arrives at Paris, / 
So to aſſure the kindling of a War, . 
O, Mother, now 1 feel thy flames inſpire me z 
Yes, by the injur*d Majeſty of Kings, 
Ple fetch this ſoaring Rebel from his. height : 
Traytor, Imperious, Saucy, Arrogant Slave ! 
Lig. Why ſhould your Majeſty thus ſhock your Peace 
With needleſs Fury, ſire the time draws on 
When He, and all thoſe Rebel Z#porots, 
Shall never grieve you more ? 
King. Your meaning, Sir. 
| Lig, When, as =_ Royal Juſtice has decreed, 
They ſhall be Maſlacred. | | 
King. A vain Surmile. 
Go, Sir, and bid the Count, of Rhers attend me. 
* [8s Lig. 
, 24, Well, Sir, what think you now ? 
King. Death, and Deſtruction, 
Were all undone ; the Secret of the World, 
Th'eternal Care of my contriving Soul, 
Which has ſo many Moons, with conſtant watching, 
Reduc*d me to this ſtate, is blab*d by you, 
Divulg'd, and made the Prattle of a Boy, 
' £2. M. No, no, my Lord; I am not to be taught 
* By you, to keep a Secret : Look at home, 
| Colle&, if in your late tempeſtuous Paſſion 
You did not give ſuſpicion of the truth. | 
King. Suſpicion / no, *tis more ; we are betrays : 
He told me to my face he knew the matter, 
How that the Admiral, and the Hugonots 
Should ſtreight be Maſſacred. O, 1 could rave ! 
| Qur hearts are Rebels to our Boſom-Councils, 
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Enter Alberto Gouda 


But ſee, perhaps this Villain gave it Air, 
Ah, Traitor ! Ah perfidious falſe Alberto ! 
\ Have [ not rais'd thee fram the dregs of baſeneſs, 
And lodg'd thee in the boſom of thy Maſter ? 
Nay, riſe, and ſpeak : where didſt thou get the daring 
_ Teunravel the cloſe web of my ſworn Councils, 
And truſt %em co the giddy Zigneroles ? 
Confeſs; nay, hide got what thou haſt reveal'd, 
Or Racks, Blood, Blood and Fire, and laſting Torments. 
Shall force thee, ſpeak. | 
Alb. Then let the Rack be brought : 
 Methinks I long to give a noble proof 
How much I can endure itn fuch-a Cauſe. 
King. | know not what to ſay, whom to accuſe, 
Or where to turn my ſelf, Call hither Gas/c, 
And Cardinal of Lorra:n.,. But ſee, my Brother. 


Emer Anjou. 


Ir muſt be ſo: *%iz he, *cis he, fafe, man ! 

1 had forgot ! this Boy's his only Miniov, 

The very curn-key of his Cabinet-thoughts. 

But ſpeak, Anjou ; how didſt thoy dare to truſt... 

So ſtrong a Secret, ſuch important Couſiſels, 

That from the Book of Fate muſt wipe for ever _ 

A hundred thouſend Lives, or. quaſh the Throne ? 

O, Pm not able ta-contain the Tranſport ! 

_ Why-did'ſt thou cruft a bufigeſs of ſuch weight 
To Ligneroles ? 0 


Enter Cardinal and Guiſe. 


Anrj. *Tis true, wy Lord, I did; 
But Ple ingage my life he*lI ne*re divulge it. 
King. No, Sir ; | paſs my word he never ſhall. 
Ar). My Lord, I bg ——» 
King. Speak not, ſtir not hence. 
My Lord of Gx:/e, I muſt engage your Service. . 
_ 2. M. Think no more of him, .leſt the violent Kings 
Whom yet I never {aw ſo ſtrangely mov'd, 
Should Turn his rage on you., 
. --Giz, My. Lord, *tis done. 
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Enter Alberto GondL fy 
But ſee, perhaps this Villain gave it Air, E T 
Ah, Traitor ! Ah pcrfidious falle Alberto / "B 


Have | not rais'd thee from the dregs of baſeneſs, 
And lodg'd thee in the boſom of thy Maſter ? &: 
Nay, rite, and fpcak : where didſt thou get the daring * 
_ Teunravel the cloſe web of my ſworn Councils, 
And truit *em co the giddy Ligreroles ? 
Confeſs; nay, hide not what thou haſt reveal'd, 
Or Racks, Bloog, Blood and Fire, and laſting Torments 
Shall force thee, ſpeak. 
Alb. Then let the Rack be brought : 
Methinks I long to give a noble proof 
How much I can endure in fuch-a Cauſe. 
King, | know not what to ſay, whom to accuſe, 
Or where to turn my ſelf, Call hither Gaze, 
And Cardinal of Lorrain. But ſee, my Brother. 


Enter Anjou. 


It muſt be ſo : ?%iz he, tis he, fafe man ! | "A 
I had forgot ! this Boy's his only Minion, Pp 
The very curn-key of his Cabinet-thovghts. Fa 
But ſpzak, Arzjox ; how didſt thou dare to truſt Sk 
So ſtrong a Secret, ſuch iniportane Counſels, 
That from the Book of Fate muſt wipe for ever 
A hundred thouizud Lives, or quaſh the Throne ? 
_ O, Pm not able to contain the Tranſport ! 
Why-did'lt thou cruft a bufineſs of ſuch weight 
To Lrigneroles ? 


Enter Cardinal and Guile. 


= EEC CC —_— ———_— — 


| Arj. *Tis true, wy Lord, I did; 

| But Þle ingage my life hz11 ne*re divulge it. 

| King. No, Sir ; 1 paſs my word he never ſhall. 
Arj. My Lord, I beg 
King. Speak not, ſtir not hence. 

| My Lord of Gz:/e, I muſt engage your Service. _ 

| 2. M. Think no more of him, leſt the violent Kings 


Whom yet 1 never ſaw ſo ſtrangely mov*d, {8 
Should Turn his rage on you. 
Gui, My Lord, *tis done. K 
| 9 Two 
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'*: Two of my Train there-are that bear him grudge. 
's King. When hes diſpatch*d, let your Friends go to Priſon, 
7. To put a little varniſh 'on_ his blood ; 

Then you, or ſome -that-have;the ſeeming -Power, 

'Beg for their Pardon;”and it ſhall be ſign'd. 


« Enter Alberto. 


> 4b. My Lord,- the Admirals arriv'd. 
King, O, Magam, 
*.Give me your hand, and yours and yours 
+ To prop ime ; © 
|” Now we mult ſhew a Maſter-piece indeed, 
**To meet the Man whom we would make an end of, 
"8 v'n at that time when mortal , Wars within, - 
& When the blood boils and fluſhes-co be at him, 
® Yet then to ſhew the ſigns of heartieſt Love, 
.. To cringe, to fawn, to ſmile, to weep,,and ſwear, 
Are Masks for women, not for men to wear. _ LExeunt, 


SCENE IIL 


Enter Admiral, Queen of Navarre, the Princes, Commanders, 
Gentlemen, &c, 


+ Aan. Cavagnes, would'ſt thon think-it poſſible, 
&T ſcarce have breath to tell thee I'm not, well ? 
5 * Cav, Why ſhould you fear ? | 
" Adm, Becauſe it goes againſt. me. 
Ieiipon the way, my fad preſaging heart 
7 'At the firſt view of Parss ſank, within me, 
+ I opt, and ſtart, and anſwer'd: without thought, 
= Like one that” breaks his fleep with, his own brawl, 
& As if my Genius ſhock'd me with a quelſtien, 
* Andask'd me, whither 1 was bound for Death ? 
» But it muſt be, Cavagnes © nay, what's more 
&Than Death it ſelf, confeſs my ſelf a LT, 
Evn in the Theatre of all the Kingdom-* 
Do Penarcce for 'the glorious Wars I made, 
| In view of thoſe that have fo bravely back'd me: | 


* Emer the King, Queen Mother, Anjou, Alberto Gondi, Ca-dinal of 
, © Lorrain. All "the Hugonats kneel, : BEY 


King, Madam, you're welcome ; this the Prince your Son 
"ao : E - Moſt 
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The fcourge=of Kingdoms! - O, «my Father, riſe ; 


26. The Maſaref PARIS. 
Moſt welcome ; this the Prince of Conde, welcome ; 
VVelcome to - Paris, welcome to the Court: ES 
The heart* of Charles bids welcome. to you all. "oF 
VVho's that upon the” Earth ! the great Chaſtillor, -N 
The. glorious -Admiral, the fan'd Cohgni, *- 17 


Or, by the Majeſty of Age, 'the Reverence - 


Due to theſe: hairs,” the. King himſelf ſhall kneel. 
Wu Ad. O Sir, ist- poſſible !.can this- be real ! E 
Bo Can you. forgive this Out-law; this Offender ; 7 
on VVho has ſo. often *turn*d your. Subjefts Arms | * 
Ko Againſt their 'Lawful Soveraign; made whole wilds - % 
© ITY - Of populous Towns, and brav*d the Lions fury ! e 5 
: Now you have drawn me quite unarm'd to Court, 3 
Can you. fo far. be Maſter of your. temper *: 8 
$- As not-to hew me in a thouſand pieces ? | NI 
he King. Can you, who had the power to make me tremble, 4 
# Can you,-,my awful Subject, be ſo good ”C 
3X To kneel before my feet, and ask my Pardon, | 1 
6 And ſhall I be ſo barbarous to' refuſe it ! © a 
4h No, . mighty VYarrior, /in the heat of Broils, ! 
w_ VVhen thou ſo terribly becan?ſt the Field - ; =". 
8 - Had*ſt thou thus ſought me, by. thoſe Saints we worſhip,” * |; -# NH 
gp - #1 had" Te&iv*d thee with a breaſt of Mercy. * p.. V 
EE as” IT i Adm | Forgive megSir; my heart ſo riſes in me, boy A 
© ©» *Tcannot ſpeak, P " "3 '$ 
"" = King." Let .then.the VVorld be witneſs, £ hk 
— . All that 1s Honeſt,” Sacred,7Good, and Juſt g 
"95 > Be witneſſes *the powers of Heav*n, and. Earth, 4 
5 -VVith this embrace I pardon thee thy Er 3s 
S I bid thee:welcome, as my better Angel, mn 
bo Thou. ſhalt dire in all my baſom+Councils ; % , 
# My Genius; .O and while 1 hold thee'thus, s 7 
pf Methinks I preſs my:Father in. my Arms. PR 
 BEGee. Adm..O! Sir, what have you done you've burſt the heart We. 
bY _».Of your old Gaſper, with this Flood'of Goodneſs : « _ 
TEL; ON And ſee, It guſhes "from my Aged Eyes. ui 
es = 2 . Kongo Not mores hin” DO 
©... Adn.-l muſt,” muſt make way, my Lord, Th 
Ea pk «48 © For. this dear Load that makes me ſore within: = 4 
x > _ - But haſte, 'employ: my Arm; 'Let Fortune raiſe «& 
Some Fo that's worthy of Chaftilon's Sword : w 4 
* Nay, I ſhall quarrel with the Fates themſelves ' Say 
: Ugleſs they rouze me up ſome brave: occaſion, c k, 


_ To.figoalize my Loyalty, my Conduct 
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+ x And conſtant Zeal for your Immortal Glory. c 
+ WE, £-»2. Your Friendſhip to the Queen, who - ourts it too, ; 
&VYill more oblige me than your V Vars abroad. 

© © Aam, For all paſt" Faults thus low 1-ask"her Pardon. 
£5 Q, M. Riſe, riſe,” my Lord: let us forgive each other. 
May l, when dying, miſs the Throne of Mercy, 

If, when I ſaw the King and you embrace, + 

- My wounded heart did not weep blood for joy. 

+ King. Come, come,- my Lord, fſiace you're ſo fierce to 
= Serve me, #15" 7, 

kl find your Sword Employment. Reſt a while, 

And then for Flanders, where the Duke of Alva 

#- Will hold you to't. ; 
= Aamn. | long, my Lord, to try him : -Hok 
ZHe who ſo curſes the: Reform'd R<ligion. 
I wiſh that, ;with ſome thouſands I covld raiſe JS | | 
# Of thoſe poor Proiciants whem he diſdaias, 
I could. but face him on the duſty Plain, | Sy | 
&: Tho? to his Aid he call'd his Catholick Maſter, 

z With thouſand Arms n<ld up” to thouſand Saints; + 

= Ev'n with this handful of my old Commanders 

# Heading the weil triſs'd Body of our Men, 

. We'd on, to make the Mytred Armies yield, 

& And drive the trembling Crofiers. from the Field. CExeunt, 
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ACT. IV. SCENE. I. 


I — 


x | mm———_—_—_—_ 


| The Scene draws ;, the King, the Queen Mother, the Duke of Anjou, 
& Duke of Guiſe, Cardinal of Lorrain: The . Body of Ligneroles . 
bs held up all bloogy. 


4 | 
T2077 A* Traytor Gaiſe! but 1 will have thy life——— | #14 © 
| Gui. Let go your hand; or by-the Majeſty | | 
That Governs. here, I'll ſend you to your Boy. 
” King. Tear ?em..aſunder. i 969% 

Anj. Vie have Satisfaction. 4 E # i; 
Fu King. Remove the Body. ' You my Lord of Gi/e, i "441 
” Say how this murder hapned. - | | 
- Gi. Thus, my Lord. j | 

| 


- 
— nm > nn, 


WW Chart: Count of Aansfeild,- and the Count 
| 8} of Gerchy, we 
y p E 2 When, 
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| When with this Morniogs hi lit, the Hills, and Groves, 
© The Skies and rouge ſeed one mutual fy, 
= - Riding in company, with Obie hold 5p Spirit, | 
4 ' . On fiery Courſers, "chat EL bim 2 
| He frowt'd, ; they. Tangh's; $6d fo the: beaten Yoad 

Of Quarrels, hot wor, roſe, then Blows and Thraufts, 
- The Youth betwixt *efti.fell, know -not __ ; 


_ And theres an end-of bim. | 
* II | uk, *Traytor, thou 1y*& : thou know the caule. 
Roa - King. No," Sir, it-was' my Order...» 


Now, asyou have reſpe@ to Yyour' own Sifety, -. 
No more of this. + Had you Tot blaſh'd in Blood, 
In the Heart-blood of him”you deareſt loy'd ; 
By my dead Father's Soul, - by my Revenge, ,. . 
You ſbould your ſelf have rionrn%d fo groſs Wing 
2. M. Sir, he Tepents. - 
King. He doeg*but- what he'oght. 
Now to the Buſineſs. 
Since then the Cloud that rey r horrid Vengeance 
Come nearer racking 0're the Hhgorbts heads ; 
Let's help the fall, and ſtir 'nos fe oin:this Place 
Till we have fixt the Plat-form 'of their Ruine : 
©, Firſt; [for the Queen, June Aibert'of Navarre, 
OE © Becaiſe a Woman, and of Royal Blood, 
"7 36" VO x: £ 5 Le Dirac that ſhe ſhould dye by Poiſon. - 
| be Bas, tſpatch'd with Sweets. Paſs tothe reſt , 
EN Kone, es Yet not without fuſpition of the princes, 
| "8-5 IR Wi "Who therefore, ba my Ark -} aha defir'd 


| PO her Head was a as oj appointed, 
mee” Out of a'reming Revererce ; bit iideed, 
hs -/ Leſt; thatithePojſon; tho? it paſs unſech, 
4 +” Like a cloſeMurderer;xthrough the Lanes of Life, 
- Might*yer.at laſt be taken where it lodg'd. 
>» With: this, in part, I farisfy*d their Mirmurs. 
Qu, M.: Therefore'y6u muſt 'cohfer mote favours ftill. 
- Upon the Admiral, lull, kim with Honours ; | 
*Strike him' but. in the throat of his Ambitivn, 
As. 'You; have him-ſure:"*yet let hjm play's a while, 
And roll at randoin'down (the 'ſtream'df Glory. 
- My Lord of Giſe: you'have not yet conyers% kim; 
DOE EPrs! while this ſuſpicion on the death 
viekn, Queen flies warm'about his ears, 
as. commanded by the Kipg 3 . 


ſhe's dead. 
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F But ſo as if enforc'd : and by degrees, © 

E Proceed to half a Quarrd, that the King, 

F- Being made the Judge, as coming. there by chance, 

&” May give it quite .againſt you in Appear nce, 

F And orce you to ſubmit your Telf-for Pardon. SY 
Gui, It ſhall be ſo: And fear not, Ple provoke him 
Twill eaſe my Heart a little, with keen words, 

>To right-my Father's wrongs, and ſhed the Venom 

#- That ſwells me all-within. 

& ” King,; On this proceed , © 

E To the intended Marriage .of Navarre; | 

© Which once perform'd, as if that were the Lightning 

& To the ſure Peal of Horrour that muſt follow, 

Z Begin our Vengeance with the AdmiraPs Death. 

Anj. Firſt, Siry it woutd be known how Guiſe approves 

& The Marriage of Navarre with Margierire, 

King." 1 know the Duke approves-what I reſolye'; 

*- And .on ſo great a puſh, would forfeit both 

A Ligyeroles and Marguerite too. '* 

t- Qs. 4, Come, come, it's monſtrous but to make a Seruple, 
-.To ſtand on Pets, Intrigues, and fooliſh Paſſions, 

> When ſuch a Fate is now upon the Bolt, 

-. As nere perhaps yet Thunder'd with Succeſk, 

* Since firſt the World began. 

> Ga, My Lord, I yield; _ whe hn 

& And take Prince Porcien's Widow for my Wife. - 

/ King. I ſent the Count of Rhers to bring her hither. 

F My Lord Lorrair, pray let me view the Cohitract. 

& This, by the hand of G;/e, muſt firſt be torn, - TY 

E And then preſented her. 

” Gui. Excuſe me, Sir. 
=, King, If Prayers or threz 
* But, if thoſe fail, my Lord, without tore Words, _ » 
&.I charge you for your Honour, and my own, 6 wg to 
=, To att as | command : or, by my blood, 


& Nor 'you, nor I ſhall eyer ſee her more, " 
*.. . G4, That's a home- thruſt indeed : Sir, I obey, 
And wait your farther order, 

&.”. King. My Lord Lorrain, 

Attend the Duke while 1 examine Margrerire, 

> Wait till 1 ſtamp, and when thy trouble's over. 
© Make to the Admiral z and 1 will follow. _. 


ts can bend her, Sir, yon ſhall not ;. - 
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Enter Alberto with Marguerite. 


How, Marguerite, weeping ? all in tears ! 
Sure then the Count of Rhers miſtook the 
Meſlage. #} 
I ſent to give thee Joy, to tell my Siſter 
She muſt be marry'd. 

Mar, And I come, my Lord, ' 
To ſhew my. heart before your Majeſty, 
To beg your-favour, mercy, 'and your pardon ; 
For O, my Lord, I cannot, if 1 would, 
Be marry*d.to. Navarre. | 

King. You cannot ?: Riſe, > 
And tell me why : Ple hear. you out with patience. 


Mar. Ah, Sir, how ſhall I ſpeak your Siſter's Erailty ? 


How ſhall I, .but thus drown*d with tears and blyhes, 
Confeſs the fault of Duty ? I an marry'd, 
Betroth'd, my Lord. 
+ King. To whom ? 
Mar. Alas, you're angry 
But I muſt own. the truth, tho? on your brow 
A thouſand deaths ſat mevacing my Soul : 


Yes, Sir,” Pm marry'd to the Duke of Gui/e. 
Sig + King. Not marry?d, Marguerite ; bur contracted . 


And fo far Ple forgive thy heedleſs Youth ; 
But on condition that, without;more noiſe, 


Z- Thou'raze the haughty G«i/e from thy remembrance ; 


Or, by-the violation of our Name, 


£25 -I will, not ſpare to drain thy tainted blood, 


Till 1 have mounted thee by death a Victim - 
To the great memory of the wrong'd Yalois. 


-+ -» © Mar- Callthen, my Lord, call forth your fierce Tormentors, 
| F Propoſe to Mar uerite flames ind wounds, 
7: And allithe crue Arts"of thoughtful Fury, 


See your poor Silter's/Spirit parch*d away - 

By lingring fires, to make my death more dreadful ; 
Yet, Sir, -with my laft breath I muſt avow 

My Love to Giſe, and hatred to'Navarre, 


. .* King, No; I have thought on's better ; Pl proclaim thee, 
© A Proftitute ; thou ſhalt no more be Royal: | 


Poor, and abandon'd; with thy ſhame upon thee, 
Pll curn thee forth a Beggar to the World. 

Mar, Do, do, my Lord, rather than'wed Navarre, 
And make is death for-any to relieve me,” 2]: 
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| Set the mad multitude like Dogs upon me, 


{44 
1 "W& To tear, to worry me like common fl:ſh, 

"85+ To drag me to a Ditch, and leaye me gaſping z 

8 Yet with my laſt {ghs I will groan;to Heav*n, * 


”, "» 


—8-. Tis caſier this, than'to be falſe to Gui/c, 
King. But, Marguerite, was there ever Love 
*. Without brave Revenge on Provocation ? | 
© Yet,” Wretch, thou lov*ſt without being lov'd again : 
&- Since in my preſence Gx:/e now palt his word' 
z To leave thee, and.to wed the Widow: Popcier, . 
e Mar: No, no, my Lord ;: that Art was'usd before ; 
Yet, Sir, you make me tremble; for methinks DIS 3s 
= There's ſomething more reſolv?d, more ſtern in you, 
= Than in my Mother : yet my heart's confirm*d 
= Not to believe ev'a.you ; O therefore ceaſe, 
Or rather execute your: former rage, 
® And give me up to thoſe: Tormentors. hands - 
& That wait your Call. | 
” King,” But if I bring the Duke 

- Before thy face, that Contract in his hand, 
' Which paſt betwixt you, and he tears it here . 
Opealy, in the preſence of us all; - ' 
Wilt thou then quit him, with reſoly'd revenge, . 


"That Impudence, that Treaſon to the Throne __ 

FOf our crown'd Loves, and I will wed a Slave : © 

” There's not a thing ſo loath'd upon. the Earth, 

= But you ſhall biad me to it for 'my life, 

£ To Age, Deformity, to all- that's hateful, . _ 

* Blaſting, and deadly._——Ha ! what's this he tears? - 

© The Contra&t?'O, it is the curſcd Contra !;:.... 

Then Þll tear too. Death, Furies, Hell; and Devils !-. ©. 

& But call him,” Sir, call back the; perjur*d' Traytor ;  - _ . 

# Let your Guards hold him ; you ſhall ſee,zmy Lord, . 

* How well I hate him : Give me but.a Dagger, - 

> And 1 will gore his heart with-thonſand wounds ; - 

& Nay, if *twere poſſible, de. ſtab his Soul, 

&Fill it ſo full, brimful of -Womans Gall, --/ 

* That, tho?.he were an Angel, 'it ſhould damn him; . 

- But he's a Devil, Devil, Deyil, Devil. :* 

=: .Kirg. Give me your hand ; youſhall-along with me: - 
> To a young Kiog, that will bz proud to ſerve you... - 

". |  44.. ©, Sir, 1 knoy not what to ſay, or do, 


» And wed Navarre 7 The S ST 
Mar. Why ſhould you ask me, Sir ? | IR. 2 


# Prove me but half. as much, but half. that falſhood, . 7 | 8 
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But fling this load of lay at your feet: 
.- You h e'my promiſe ; but with. all: blood 
Reed | npld retrieve it; for ſince Guiſe is: alſe, 
- Whom:I biliey?d the worchieſt of 'the World, 
x he has proy'd himſelf fo'damn'd a Villalti, 
O, give me leave, \Sir,»give.me leave-to-ſhun,; 


To hate, to loath,'to curſe all'Hamane Kind. - 
King... Ile have no mbre delay y 1 claitn-yout Promiſe: 


ft; $ Come then ; or, by*my- Grown, le have thee: _ 


What hoa, roar #4558 


 Ente, Ariane 


Mar. Mos pity me; - 


© SEW bw + Have patience, 'Sir,*a little: tine, my Lord; 
pc. at bY Ce: theſe burſting ſighs, and 1 will 80 ; 5 
2 


me bur;dry my Eyes;-and Lyvill go : 
This remnari of'a wretched Royal woman, 
This ſtain*to all your Blood, O cruel Heay?a! 
\ This curgd, forloro, unhappy:Bride ſhall go 


4, __Thusto the Altar a my-. Fate's decreod ; 


at is doom to bleed. 
Yr us br SON. / LExeunt, 
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b- \ - SLE Griſe ? 
Why docs he ſummon all his to Court; 
"Witch Bara) Raſgin, that hold the- Catholick Party, , 


With FaprpaInsr hviog-on his pre eglions 
' And-therefore-rea vB "6ecaſion;” 2 
+ With hazard'of the 
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Ant. \ Alas, my Lord,.1 calinot. _ 
Wh, ſhould the Viſdam Chartres, Count Mongomery, © 
Reſolve to lodge themſelves beyond the Sein, 

Ui their minds prefage ſome dreadful miſchief ! 
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'TTis coming, ; O, with deeper Policies 
The King and Queen delude your caſie Son] , 
With fatal Praiſes, and uadoing Honours : 
O, they have caught you ! my Prophetick Soul 
Sees the red Tempeſt thunder down in blood, 
In bloed of you, of me, of all about you. 
Adm. O, Antramont, you foil me now indeed ; 
Yet I ſhall anſwer, if your Paſlion pleaſe: 
Firſt, for the Queen, I ſaw her Body open'd, 


' The parts whereof were ſound, untouch'd by Poiſon, 


FS, 1 - And by our own Phyſicians *twas concluded 
"F She dy'd a natural Death. _ Then for the Gusſes, 


Some little ſatisfaftion muſt be given, 
As to permit their Preſence at the Marriage ; 


* &Y But, for the management of Scate-affairs, 


Or Favour from the King, they're loſt for ever : 
Nor ſhall it keep my dauntleſs Powers awake, 


Ly | Tho? Chartres and Mongomery will not come. 


But, to forbear the Subjet, leave me here 


4 | With my Cavagnes, 


Ant, 1 am commanded, Sir ; 
Yet, for the _ - your innocent Babes, 
Beware, my Lord, be cautious, O prevent. Exit 
Adm. Fear not ; Farewel ; be ſg I will Wa... —_— 
Why ſhould I fear, Cavagres, when the King 
Inclines his heart to the Reform®d Religion ; 
When the whole management of Home-affairs, 


* With all Confederacies made abroad, 


Are left to me, as Judge and Arhitrator, 

The Genius and the Oracle of France ? 

But, if the Will of Heay*n has ſet it down, 
That all this truſt is deep diſlimulation, 
That there*s no Faith nor Credit to be given 


| YL | To the inviolable Royal Word ; 
* 0, my Cavagres, if *tis poſlible, 


4 If this be ſo, I yield, I yield to.die : 


t am contented for the Proteſtant Faith 
Here to be hewn into a thouſand pieces, - 


» F/And made the Martyr of ſo good a Cauſe: 
| Lang. My Lord, I take my leave ;z and am reſoly'd 
To leave the Court. oO 
Adm, Cavagnes, prethee ſpeak, 
It is not worth our ſmile : But why, Langorran, 
Why doſt thor leave the Maker of thy Fortune ? 


Is it not worth the hazard? 
F Lang. 


. 
_ - 
TEENS ROry > "ann noo n 
- EE TDI DSS Son Rc 
———_ 


Et 


—_—— — ——_—_ 


$——_ 
_”” RE ——c———_— = 


— D20m_z_— "MF. 
 —_— 


=A , 
Tron am une rag nw 
— - — 


-_ 
Dn _ - _ 
—_ i G4 - EB 


— 
=2”"p<D 


— —— _———— — — 
= => 


* ” ning thi load: * miſery FY your | 
+ 4ou haye'my Fai 7 wk "with alt 


IS, 3 E: _ oo £ bt ME reg or or: finite Giſt 6: K: oP I - = 3% ( 
50S ; | {G6 - Our. - belief | the- ble Tag Y 4 WS of Te: © *F% g 
We Fu Eh; pre V4 Sod f Tordamiyd a Villaſti, NE NDOT bh, I 
Et 077 glve.me leave,oSirapive.me Jeave-to:ſhung' = , 
; ne Kind, — + f 


BISO "on. To: hay = Joath \to r | 
-EDIE-x85 -»Ple have ho inbre detay-3 | cliitri;yout Promiſe: * 
z or, by*my«Grown, Tle have —_— 
| 6 wr POV 5” VAT $75, "4a 
T 2. a ? SY 4 * %. . "hb a 
ur; rooms xt . 3:1 Fs, | 


Sp "47 . 


«1 


Abe 3 - OFne DLL p.tic. OE 4 wel .q > | 
" Have patiey gnce: "Sir *2 lictle/time, ny; 7 | 
Te.vent theſe burſting: f fghs,-and1 wiki: Bo 5#5:-54 #6 £41 4b 
_ Lee me burydry'my:Eyeszvand 60 thi, 4 +46, # 
- This remnar 3% wretched Royal woman," / 4 * 
Ty +This ſtaififro all your Blood,” O cruel Heay'n! ye 

.1 hig.cu rloro, ughappyiBride ſhalt g@ - v 9" 
tary where my; $" decreed ; = 
im'th Gt is s doors to > bleed: ; "a 


x 


© 


2 Amano, Ogg, Logtires. q « 


BS ; 1th Þ ani 
We. on'd J's. the 1 Roy al dead\Naverre-was poiſog'd; > 
Tendeclap of thatvaſt Storm. +» 


3 
Þ 


&* SIE: 8 LUCIUS" GH LAU Y DER pore your head : - , 
S.- > t 5 {1 ak Cres t n ,"and"deaf -warning ; 4 pF? 
; | 1.4 when your jlt your Eyes & the ſtorm + - - Jo 
Yo: memo! 41} his Blood Wo Corey 
OE izhits, that ho 'C itholick Party, F 
Nt entry 2 oof enſiohs,. | | 
hog Res 0 OT 
3 2 With. Ret 2 wats pleaſurg & 
Adm," "Pea e, ers | SY 
© Ant.""Alas,/ my Lord. I Yaiwot-- » 
W hy ſhould the.) aſfdam Charrres;> Courtt Mou ongomery, 
| Reſolve, to lodge themſelves beyond: the Sen, - 1 
| UikfsTheir minds Oe? ſome dreadful miſchief ! 2 
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"FF Yet, for the ſafety of your innocent Babes, 


'- And by our own Phyſicians *twas concluded 


* Some little ſatisfaftion muſt be given, 

" As to permit their Preſence at the Marriage ; 

IF But, for the management of State-affairs, 

—= Or Favour from the King, they're loſt for ever : 


= Tho? Chartres and Aongomery will not come. 
© But, to forbear the Subject, leave me here 
With my Cavagres. 


Beware, my Lord, be cautious, O prevent. CExit Antr 
Adm. Fear not ; Farewel ; be gone ; I will beware, on 
Why ſhould I fear, Cavagres, when the King - 


AF 1aclines his heart to the Reform'd Religion 
| When the whole management of Home-affairs, 


- Are left to me, as Judge and Arbitrator, 

The Genius and the Oracle of France ? 

” But, if the Will of Heav*n has ſet it down, 

2 That all this truſt is deep diſſimulation, . 
' That there*s no Faith nor Credit to be given 


WF 0, my Cavagres, if *tis poſlible, 


TW | am contented for the Proteſtant Faith 
© Here to be hewa into a thouſand pieces, - | 
FAnd made the Martyr of ſo good a Cauſe: J' 
* Lang. My Lord, I take my leave z and am reſoly'd Jt 
To leave the Court. | J' 


The Maſſacre of PARIS. 33 


Tis coming ; O, with deeper Policies 
The King and Queen delude your caſie Son! - 
With fatal Praiſes, and uadoing Honours : 
O, they have caught you ! my Prophetick Soul 
Sees the red Tempeſt thunder down in blood, 
In bloed of you, of me, of all about you. 
Adm. O, Antramont, you foil me now indeed ; 
Yet I ſhall anſwer, if your Paſlion pleaſe: 
Firſt, for the Queen, I ſaw her Body open'd, 
The parts whereof were ſound, untouchd by Poiſon, 


She dy*d a natural Death. Then for the Gaſes, 


| Nor ſhall it keep my dauntleſs Powers awake, 


Ant, 1 am commanded, Sir ; 


With all Confederacies made abroad, 


To the inviolable Royal Word ; 


If this be ſo, I yield, I yield to.die : I 


Adm, Cavagnes, prethee ſpeak, | 

It is not worth our ſmile : But why, Langoirar, þ | 
Why doſt thor leave the Maker of thy Fortune ? } | 
Is it not worth the hazard ? Jl 
F Lang. | | 

{ 

| 
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Lang. No, my Lord. 

Pm ſorry, Sir, to ſee you made ſo much of : 

And ſo Farewel. For my part, I'm content 

To ſ>ve my ſelf with Fools; rather than periſh 

With thoſe that are too wile. CEx:r. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. My Lord the Duke of Gwe, 
Enter Guile. Exennt Cavag, Serv, 


and all, 


Gui, The King, my Lord, commanded me to wait you, 
And bid you welcome to the Court. 
Adm, The King 
Still loads me with new Honours ; but none greater 
Than this, the laſt, | 
Guj, There is one greater yet, 
Your high Commiſſion for the War with Spazrz - 
1, and my Family, are charg'd to ſerve you; 
And *cwill be glorious work, | 
'  Aan, If you are there, 
There muſt be ACtion. 
Gus, O, your pardon, Sir ; 
I'm but a Stripling in the Trade of- War : 
But you, whole life is one continu'd Battel, 
What will not your Triumphant Arms accompliſh ? 
Who, as your ſelf confefs?d, or Fame is falſe, 
Have quite out-gone the memory of the Ancients, 
Of Alexander, and of Julins Ceſar, 
For they in all their Aftions had ſucceſs ; 
But you, in ſpite of your malicious Fortune, 
After the loſs of four moſt iignal Battels, 
Still roſe more fierce and dreadful to your Foes : 
And laſt, when all men- thought yon had no way 
To fave your life, but wander through the World ; 
You forc'd the King to grant your own Conditions, 
More proper for a Conquerour than one | 
That was o'recome. | 
Adm. No more of that, my Lord, 
G«j, But, Sir, ſince I muſt make a little one 
In this great Buſineſs, let me underſtand 


What *tis you mean ; and why .you put the King 
Upon ſo .dangerons an Expedition. ' 
Adm, Know, I intend, the Greatneſs. of the King; 


The 
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The Greatneſs of all Frace, whom it imports 
To make their Arms their Aim and Occupation : 
Since then the Genius of the Kingdow's rouzd, 
Pll turn the Fever of thoſe Civil Broils 
To wholeſom Exerciſe, to war with Strangers. 

Gi, Stor?d Arſenals, and Armories, and Fields of Horſe, 
Ordnance, Ammunition, and the Nerve of War, 
Sound Infantry ; not harraſgd and diſeas'd, 

To meet a Veteran Army, ſhould be thought of ; 
Nor ought you to rely on Proteſtants, 

Thoſe Mercenaries that muſt come : for he 
Who, thus reſoly'd, depends on ſuch, ſhall ſpread 
His Feathers now ; but mew *%em all to morrow. 

Adm, | find ; my Lord, the Argument grows warm, 
Therefore thus much, and I have done. The King 
| Intends to ſend an Army into Flanders, 

A powerful one, and under my Command : 
Firſt then, altho? the Wars of later Ages 

Are, in reſpect of former, made Pth? dark, 
Chaſtillon will nos ſteal*a Victory. 

Gus, The Phraſe of Alexander at Arbela ! 

Adm, No place of Honour, Office, or Command - 
Through the whole Series of this glorious War, 

For Profit, Favour, or for Intereſt, 
Not of the greateſt ſhall be bought or ſold : 
Whereas too, for th* incouragement of Fighters, 
There are degrees promiſcuoully conferr*d 
On Souldiers, and no Souldiers, this man Knighted, 
Becauſe he charg'd a Troop before his dinner, 
And ſculk'd behind .a hedge in th afternoon ; 
I will have ſtrict Examination made 
Betwixt the meritorious and the baſe ; 
And, ſince I am entruſted as I wiſh, 
Pl ſpoil the Traffick of this Brandy Court, 
And vye Rewards for Merit with old Rome, 
Gai. You will, my good Lord Admiral ? 
Adm. Sir I will. 
Upon the very Spot of Victory 
For Gallant Men - 


Erect their Tropies, Funeral Laudatives, 
And Monuments for thoſe that dy'd in War, 
* Crowns of diſtinftion, Garland Perſonal, 
All but the Stile of Emperour, which the King 
Of the whole Univerſe did-after borrow ; 
That for my Maſter : and pres for me 
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The Triumph of their Generals on return. 


Gui, You have mouth'd it bravely; and there is no doubt 


| Your deeds would anſwer well fuch haughty words - 
Yet, let me tell you, Sir,- there was a man 
(Curſe on the hand that ſped him) that would better, 
Better than you, or all the bragging Generals, 
That when he ſhone in Arms and ſun'd the Field, 
That better would become the great Barttallion, 
Mov*'d, ſpoke, and fought, and was. himſelf a War. 
Adm. The Noble Guiſe, your Father, Sir, you mean p 
But yet, my Lord þ 
Gui, No yet, my Lord; no yet: 
By Arms, I bar you that; 
For never was his like, nor ſhall again; 
Till murder*d by Poleror ;, curs'd, damnd Poltror, 
Whoſe Soul now gluts the Maw of Lucifer. 
Adn, Speak with more Charity. 
Gui. Ha! Charity ! | 
Damnation on the Soul that harbours it. 
Were I in Heav*n, and ſaw him ſcorch'd fn Flames, 
I would not ſpit my Indignation down, 
Leſt I ſhould cool his Tongue. For Beza too, 
. That ſet him on, with the Rewards of Heay?n, 
To act ſo black, ſo deep, ſo damn'd a Murder. . 
O why will Charlks thus ſheath the Sword of Juſtice 
Till he has rooted up this Sect of Villains, 
And collar'd to the Stake that canting Slave 
That preach'd my God-like Father | ow the World ? 
Adm, Come, come, my Lord, hear with a little patience, 
And you ſhall find *tis not the Proteſtant way 
To ſtab, and beat the Brains out in the dark : 
Look home, my Lord, go to the Yaticar; 
See, if- in all thoſe Politick Diſcourſes, 
There be not one Red-letter*d Page for killing. 
Gi. Ha, Admiral! then dur*ſt thou juſtify 
The Villain, whotn my Vengeance marks for death ? 
Adm, My Lord, I will not juſtify a Villain 
More, than: your ſelf : But if you thus proceed, 
If that a great Man's breath can puff away 
On every Pet the Lives of Free-born People ; 
What need that awful General Convocation, 
Th? Aſſembly of the States ? nay, let me urge, 
If thus you threat the Venerable Beza, 
What may the reſt expect ? 
Gui, What if I could, 


They 


<2 


The Maſſacre of PARIS. 


They ſhould be certain of; whole Piles of Fire. 

Adm, *Tis very well, my Lord, I know your mind 
Which, without fear or flatt*ry to your Perſon, 
ll tell the King ; and then, with his Permiſſion, . 
Proclaim it for a Warning to our People. 

Gui, Come, you're a Murd*rer, your ſelf. 

Adm, Away. 6 

Gui, You -were Complotter with that Villain Beza, 
The black Abetter of my Father's Murder. 

Adm, This wou'd ſound well, my Lord, in Front-Batle, 
But here upon a Viſit from the King | 
It looks not like the Gwi/e. 

Gui, My Father*s Murder ? bid me not ſtand on points 
When that's remember*d ! 
But track me to the Foreſt with thy Sword, 
Thus Man to Man, bark*d with all thy People, 
Foltow me, or I will proclaim thee Traytor, Coward. 

. Adm, O King, King, King! ſtill let me ſound thy Name, 
Leſt this Fool-hardy-Boy, this knotty Trifler, | 
This Spawn of Words, this Urchin of the Wer, 
Should raiſe my Anger paſt the - pulling down, , 


Enter King, Queen Mother, Alberto Anjou, and Morvile. 


But ſee He's here, 1 ſcorn to ruine thee: 
Therefore go tell him, tell him thy own Story. 
King. What now, my Lord of Gui/e ? Is this your Viſit ? 
I charge you on your life, without reſerve, 
Tell :me the truth; how hapned this diſorder ? 
Thoſe rufled hands, red looks, and port of” Fury ? 
Gs. 1 told him, Sir, fince you reſolve to have it, 
He was the Murderer of my Noble Father; 
Therefore a Traytor, Villain, and a Coward. 
King. 1s't poſlible ? 
Adm. No matter, Sir, no matter ; ' 
The Old Man rouz'd, and ſhook himſelf, my Lord; 


A few hot words; no more, upon' my life : 
So, if your Majeſty will do me Honour, 
I do beſeech you, let the buſineſs dye. 
King, -Guiſe, go, ſubmit your ſelf, and ask his pardon. 
Gui. My Lord, I cannot ſpeak. - 


King. Where are of Guards? 
Adn. gold there. Come, Sir, I will interpret for you. 


My Lord, this cloſe embrace makes up the breach : 
We will be ſorry, Sir, for one another. 
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Gui. You have out-done me, Sir; but yow'l excuſe me, 
"Twas a great Rack that ſcrew?d me to this Folly. | 

Adm. More than enough, were riveted the faſter. 

King, My Lord of Gmc. 

Q. M4. My good Lord Admiral, 

Now uſe your Power, and quite oblige the Court : 
Villanary has provok'd ahe King at Play, 

In ſach a nature, that he's doorr?d to die ; 

My Son refus?d my Interceſlion for him ; 

Therefore, when he has done his Check to G»i/e, 
For your affront ; pray, my good Lord, intreat him. 

King. The Marriage ſtays within ; which paſt, reſolve 
His Execution ſudden as you can. 

Gui. Marvile. 

Mar. My Lord ? 

Gui, I by the King's Commiſſion, have Command 
To take the AdmiraPs life. 

Mar. Vle ſhoot hint. 

Gui, Right : | 
As he returns from Court. 

Mar. From ſome Oart-Lodging 
le watch him till I execute your Order. 

Adm, I am a Stitor to your Majeſty 
For poor Fillanary's life. | 

King. Haſte, bring him forth. 

I think, my Lord, if you ſhontd ask my heart, 
My yielding breaſt wonld open to your hand. 
But, Father, let's away ; the Cardinal 

Stays for Navarre. : 

Adn. Well wait” your Melty. [Exit King with the Court. 
O, my Cavagnes, whert's £myoiran now ? 
Where's 'Antramont ? but haſte, and tell her all; 
Tell her th? extravagant kindneſs of the King, 
Tell her, but ſtay ; why ſuch repeated Oaths ? 
That's to be thought on : Hollow was his aſpect, 
\ Graves in his ſmiles z Death in his bloodleſs hands. 
O, Antramont / Ile hafte to meet thy Eyes : 

The Face of Beauty on thefe rifing horrours, 
Looks like the Midnight-Moon upon a Murder : 
1c drives the Shades that thicken from the State, 
And gilds the dark deſign that's ripe for Fate. 

: [ Extunt. 
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ACT V. SCENE I 


The King riſes from a Conch. 


Rom Amber ſhrouds I ſee the morning riſe 

Her Roſy hand begins to- paint the Skies ; 

. And now the City Emets leave their Hive, 

And ronzing Hinds to chearful labour drive; 

High Cliffs, and Rocks are pleaſing objefts now, 
And Nature ſmiles upon the Mountains brow ; 

The Joyful Birds ſalute the Sun's approach ; 

The Sun too laughs, and mounts his gaudy Coach, 
While from his Car the dropping Gems diſtil, 
And all the Earth, and all the Heaven does ſwile : 
But Charles, ſtill wrapt in Shades, like Night _—_ 
His fighs the Vapors, and the Dews his Tears. 

Yet, O Juſt Power, with pity, O behold 

The wretch, whoſe fault is in your Book inrolld : 
Behold theſe ſtreams, with which his Soul aſpires 
To flake your - wrath, and quench your angry fires. 


Enter Genius. 


Gen. Thy Genius, lo, from his ſweet Bed of reſt, 
Adorn'd with Jaſſamin, and with Roſes dreſt, 
The Pow*r Divine has rais'd to ſtop thy Fate; 
A true Repentance never comes. too late : 

So ſoon as born, ſhe made her ſelf a Shroud, 
The weeping Maatle of a Fleecy Cloud, 

And ſilt c as thought, her Airy Journy "ook, 8 
Her hand Heay*®ns Azure Gate with trembling [frook ; 
The Stars did with amazement on her look ; _..: 
She told thy Story in ſo*ſad a Tone, 

The Angels ſtart from Bliſs, and gave a groan: 

But Charles b:ware, oh dally not with Heav'n, 

For after this no Pardon ſhall be giya. 


| ei an ng 


Exit. 
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Enter the Queen Mother, Cardinal of Lorrain, Anjovu, 
- Alberto Gondi. 


Car. The King upon the Earth ? O riſe, my Lord. 
Q. M. He has of late been troubled with ſuch Faintings 
And ſee he bleeds at Mouth, 
King. . Stand from me all. 
O, Mother, Mother ! Whither will you lead me ? 
Through what a Vault of Monuments, and Sculls, 
And dead Men's Bones ? And you, my Lord Lorrain, 
Muſt I ſill journey through this Vale of Death, 
And never reach the Paradiſe you promis'd ? 
| muſt not let the Maffacre go forward : 
I'm warn'd from Heav?n, I ſwear I think from 
Heav*n. 
O. 44. Some Scar-crow of a Dream ? So far from Sin, 
Or ought thafg's damnable, is our Deſign ; 
That my Lord Cardinal will tel} you, Sir, 
"Tis meritorious : and when ©re we ſtrike, | + 
The Church ſhall bleſs it, as a blow from Heav?n. 3s * £ 
Car. Therefore, my Lord, I wiſh you to ſuſpe&t i 
Whatever thwarts you in your holy purpoſe ; 
. However veiPd, tho? in an AngePs form, | 
Conclude it the ſuggeſtion of the Devil. 
 B. M. $0 ; now, I hope, theſe Qualms are at an end, 
And we may cloſe purſue the main intention. 
Suppoſed the Admiral kilPd : on this, the Fugonots 
Fail on the Houſe of Gazſe z the City riſes *' 


And cuts %em all to pieces : now imagine 'Y SAR 
Which 1 am apt to think the Hereticks | 8 ' % 
Are more diſcreet, and only ſue for Juſtice, es A. 
Without a Tumult ; ſhall the buſineſs ſtand ? | "x 


Car. No. If we find they do not run to Uproar, 
(Our only hope to colour o're their ruine) 
Proceed to ioftant Slaughter ; or they?l find 
Some means for flight, and kindle up the War 
More dreadfully than ever. | 

Arj. 1g determin'd 
That, with the reſt, the Princes too ſhall bleed, 

Q. 24. My Judgment is moſt poſitive in this : 
Let not one Soul of all be left alive; 

For *(ts ridiculous, in ſuch Exireams, 

Ith* mid*ſt of Slaughter, Rnine, Blood, and Deith, OT 

To think of ever being prais'd 'for Mercy. X: op 
- Nor F 1 kolc 
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Nor can a mean be us'd; the Duke of Gwiſe 
Meddles not in ir, if a man eſcape : 
And ſays, in ſuch a deſperate Purge of Humours, 
If any Relick of the great Diſtemper 
Be lefr behind, it runs to a Relapſe 
More dangerous than before. 

King, As I remember, 
Madam, it has been oft your Oracle, 
In this late Civil Wars, to avoid a Battel, 
>» Thar limbs, tho? ne're ſo foul,. ſhould not be lopt 
--* Without the utmoſt, laſt Neceſlity ; 
#; Becauſe the Body feels too great defect, 
- Sharp Pains, and almoſt irrecoverable Weakneſs? 
And will you now cut the greai Arteries, 
"The Princes of the Blood ? Moſt horrid thought ! 
L-- 0. M4; Compoſe your ſelf, Navarre. and Conde live. 
© Come, come, you muſt put off this Melancholy ; 

” ?Twill breed Suſpicion, Sir, let me intreat you 

{> To go upon the Inſtant freight to Tennis, 
| While AMorvele does his. buſineſs. 
” » King, O my heart! | 
- If you would have me fixt, you muſt not leave me, 
” You muſt talk out to my diſtrated Soul, 
- Leſt Conſcience drown the Voice of Policy. 

% | LExeunt all but Car. 
Car, This *tis to have a Conſcience ?——Here comes one 


| Enter Guiſe. 
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© Sear*d as my ſelf, of my own Family: 

71s he diſpatch'd ! 

” Gu. Not yet; but 4orvele. waits him, 

His Fozee cock'd, and planted at the Window: _ 
All, all is fitted. | 

q Car. What, your Marguerite, 

T. Said ſhe was fick, and would not bed the Prince 
+ Laſt night ? 

= Gs. 1 know not that; but here I ſtay 

EXTo take her as ſhe paſles to the Gardens. . 

” How fares the King? Y 

Car. A little bound in Conſcience : | 
* He pukes at Dreams ; and as I hear of late, *-;:;-: 


p# 
_ 
F 


© Spits Blood. | | 
4G. A Fit, a fit, my Lord, o'th* Mother : 
\ 1 told you ſo, 'But ſee: the —_ Princeſs ? 


©... 
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Away: Ple clap my Prow upon the Stornr ; 
And, if a Wrack muſt follow, let it come. 


Enter. Marguerite, 


Aar. Ha! Villain? Traytor ? Devil ? Hence, be gone; 
Or I muſt get into my Grave to hide me: 
Pve ſworn, Pve ſworn to fly thee like a Fury, 
And I am Damn'd if &re I fee thee more. 
Gui, I will obey you. And inideed the Fates 
Of theſe ſad Souls that muſt to day be doPd 
Require my haſte : I beg you but to hear me: 
Grant me but this, By Hell, arid HelPs worſt Horrors, 
And all the Murders of this bloody day ; 
You ne're ſhall ſe me more. 
Mar. White cart thou fay ? 
For ſee, I know ni6t how; thowſt chapyi'd my rage. 
Gui. Know then; the Hyves of evety Hugonot 
This moment now are fenteic'd: to the Grave 
A ' Maſſacre of all. . 
Mar. A Maſlacre ! | 
__ Gu. Madam; I've done. © But hark ! 4 Gun we 
My leaping heart cries oft, It is the Admiral. 
The Marriage of Navar##' was for tis end. 
Deſign'd, to bring the Princes to the Court : 
And, on ſo great ar Efterptiſe, the King 
CompelPd me to the tearing of the Contract, 
Or threatned the deſtruftion' of my Houſe, 
And which was worſe, your death before my eyes. 
What, hoa! Adorvele/ He paſygd the Anti-chamber. 


Enter Morvele: 


Permit me to conſult him. - Ha ſpeak out; 
Say, is the Admiral——— 
Morv. Not dead, rhy Lord- 
I think I ſaw ſome of his Fingers fly, 
And part of his left Arai: Pm ſure I hit him. 
Gui, Here, take this Key; fiy to. my Cloſet, haſte ; 
Thou art purſy'd; Farewell. 
Ar. Pm gone, my Lord. | LExit. - 
Gui, *Twas- in this: rifinder juſt, my noble Fatker 
Was palted from the Fame of .all the World 
By ſuch another Villain: afid thy Soul 
Leaps with Revenge, that this proud Adiniral 


Should 
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Should, like an Eagle, in his utmoſt flight l 
Be topled from the Clouds of all his Glory. | 
Madam, farewel : I hope you will excuſe 
What 1, enforc'd, did act : 11ove' you fill ; lf 
And, on this fad affair, in which perhaps 
Your Guiſe may periſh, it would warm my heart 


To hear you do not hate me. 
— Marg. Death and Horrour ! 
Infamy, Vengeance, Murder, Maſſzcre ! 


- Gui. Now by the life and heart of. our deſign 
© 5Tis well diſſernbled ; ſtood thy Lord in view, 
I thus wou'd charge thee ; bear thee in my arms, 


'Þ- From the proud hurry of a claſhing World : 


To Mabomer's Paratiſe, to Beds of Pleaſure, 
here we ſhall ipin the filken- Joys -for-ever, 
| Without a break : lengthening thetwinkling moment 


2K To an Eternity of. deathleſs Plcaſure. 


"hs 


Marg. Touch me not for thy life, thou Traytor ! Murderer ! 


I Raviſher ! Oh thou titled Villany ! 


'# 
" 


In Purple dipt to give a gloſs co miſchief ! 
Follow the bioody bark of thy A mbition, 
And never ſee me-more=— 
” Gi, It cannot be, 
Unleſs you chain me, drag me in Sunlefs Caves : 
You are my Earthly goodneſs, all my hope 
Of Comfort here : nor wiſh | more hereafrer. 
Marg. Hold, hold, Prophaner, thon haſt © 'ſhonour?d me, 
Jat this is little to- the Crimes that follow, 
heu haſt berray*d me, after all my Vows, . 
To marry one I hate ; for thy Ambition | 
Mak*ſt me the Cauſe of this. moſt horrid Vengeance. 
At which the Earth ſhall ſicken, -Saints be ſad, 
And none but. Furies like yqur ſelf —— & 
Z Gui. Did not your Mother form the whole deſign 2 
* Marg. Whoever form?d or helpt in ſuch contriving, 
Hell and Damnation waſte *em ; - but for thee, \ 
Sear?d as thou art, with Cruelty, Revenge, 
thee, O Gaye / becauſe 1 lov?d thee, 


F: bo beg thee view thoſe Fiends that gape to ſeize thee : 


allow ar leaſt a poſlibility ; 


F An unknown Country, after you are dead, 


As well as there wis one &'re you were born. 
Gui. Admit mie then once more to ſhare your Breaſt, 
To taſte thoſe S:crets, from thoſe lovely Lips, 


And: 1 in time may be a Proſelyte. ' 
> G 2 Marg. 


by. 
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Marg. Here look your laſt ! for from the time I leave you ' 
Ne're hope to ſee loſt Marguerite more. x 


Gu, | am a Rebel, and have ſworn to ſee you : | 
By all our former Dearneſs, and I will 


? 


By Heav*n : I will, in ſpite of your reſolve, - EE 
Ple- gaze upon you till theſe "Cryſtals run. A 
Marg. You have broke my heart a thouſand ſeveral ways, | Li 
And now againſt my will this parting melts me. bo. 
Gui. Speak not of parting : by thoſe Eyes I beg, $$. N 
Nor melting hearts : The bload runs down from mine. A 
Marg. For all the wrongs you have done me, my Diſhonor wr Fi 
For all your delays, your flights, your thouſand Oaths | rt 


Your moſt conſiderate Pride in falling out, 
That I might court you to be Friends again. 
\. Gi. Stop yet : and Oh eternal Love ſhall crowu thee. 
Marg. For all my Midnight groans. 
Gui. Hold, Marguerite, TS 
Marg. My Tears, my Watchings, 
The bleeding tokens of the fondeſt Love. 7 
Gi, Take this, and ſtrike it to my heart ; [Offers a Dagger. > 
But ſpeak your griefs' no more. | | F 
' - Marg. By all Pve ſaid, . $3 
I beg you, Sir, to ſpare my Husband's life. 
Gui, What, Margzerite ? ha ! Navarre agen? . 
This was v00 much. | Q 
Marg. Save him, if poſlible, | 
And ſo farewel> thou Ruine of my Glory : +* 
Farewel, thou ſtrong Seducer of my Youth ; 
Yet I will Eye thee hungerly at laſt : 
Nay, take this ſigh too that thus ſplits my heart, 
My Husband's life. In all that I implore, 
To ſave Navarre, and never ſee me more, . [Exit Marg. | 
Gui, She's gone, for ever gone : why, let her go. 177 
Henceforth' pounce all Woman-kind thy Foe ; | 
Or if thy feeble Soul 0 Love return, 
Do not, like Azthozy, for life time burn : 
But as a Lion, eager of his prey, 
Compell'd by thirſt, turns from his purpos'd way z 
And in ſome ſilver Fountain ſlacks his rage, 
Then runs more fiercely on his Foes Yingage ;- EF. 
So having quench'd thy fires with Beauties Charms, 
Forget the Pleaſures, and ruſh to Arms, [ Exit. 
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Emer King, @ Mother, Anjou, Lorrain, Alb. Gondi. | | 


King. Command that all the City-Gates be ſhut, 
Except but two, for bringing in Proviſions ;. + 
And theſe 'my Lord of Rherz, ſee ſtriftly Guarded, 
Leſt that the Murderer eſcape. 

Q. M. You bear it bravely ! 


' Now to the wounded Admiral : be there 


As you are now, ſeem ſoft and pitiful, 
Fond him with. tears, cry out with your impatience 
To be reveng*d upon the Murderer. 
King, You that are made of Artifice inſtrutt me. [Exeunt. 


S: CB MEAL: wei 41 


The "Admiral Dreſſing, with all the Hugonots about him 


Adm.” A finger and an arm ? what: all this noiſe 

About the ſhattering:of a Limb ? Away. 

And in a Cauſe fo great, ſo glorious too? *' 

Nay, let *em burn the other to the ſhoulder, 

Or let that Badger Queen grind every Bone 

Betwixt her teeth, and grin- to hear. **m crack, 
Cav, Let's inſtantly reſolve to, bear him forth.” _ . 4” 
Adm. No: with this mangled fleſh h&d to Heav'a, 0 


' This horrid maſh of Blond, and. Bone, and Marrow, | 'F þ 
Upon my knees I beg. the Power Divine Wil 

> Teeſtabliſh thus the Proteſtant 2ugion, | Wi. 
” To plant it-in. the Blood of loſt Colign,, X Ji 
- -— If that, Alas, may ſatisfy their Fury. RO Bad | 4 
Cav. Take heart, Sit; hope one day for full Revenge. IP IN: (f: 
S- Emer Antramont. 2 _- | i 


Ant. *Tis well, my. Lord! "tis well, wy C49! well! | 
- N: 


"* You calPd this Paris Utica.at firſt : --. © 


The Stars of Great men have.a caſt Divide, © hog 

And when they mould with ſecond. thought, the Spirit, _ 

The Air, the Life, the Golden Vapuur's gone. .. 

Langairan!? O Langozran / 4 bY 

7 Adm, Fate, my Martiaz es; 

+,” There is a Proyidence that. ovgrerules zo 
| | I 4 PA as Therefore 


” - 


W 
37 


4%. 


46 The Maſſacre of P ARIS 


Therefore ſubmit ; haſte, for thy life, away 
I beg thee fly, my Martia, to Ceneva 7 $ 
My little ones ſhall, with Telzgny, follow. 
Ant, What, Sir, is*t poſlible! 
Is a planck in this great Veſlel rived ? 
Ig. neceſſary that a Wreck ſhould follow ? 
Adm. O, Antramont, there is no going forth , 


- If the King be not in th* Aſſaſſination, 


Fear not ; I ſhall have Juſtice : If he be, : 

Farewel for ever, Þll nere ſee thee more. | 
Ant. You ſhall, you'ſhall : why burſt you:not away ? 

There are at leaſt ten thouſand, your Adherents, 

Will clear your -paſſage 'to Chaſtilon - 

Why do you drag then, when your Fate cryes on ? 
Adm, Once more I ſay, my Fate is in the King ; 

Therefore away : If things go-right, you come 

To me again; -if not, there's 0.1c preſery?d 

T*embalm-my-Bowels,, O my. Aztramont, 

I mean my Babes, 'thacthos haye force to thaw me, 

That Power, whoſe moſt-unſearchable Decree 


Thus dooms*our*patting, give-thee-ſtrength to bear it; 


To bear my Death.z perhaps'thowlt:hear-it ſhortly : 
Yet thou ſhalt hear nothing unworthy'ms, * _. 
Nothing that's faint and faggingrat*the-Goal, 

But my laſt Gafþ like my firſt"ſtarriof Glory. 


Ant, What, leave thee, Gajpar, fre Ekils thy 'wound ? 


- 


O, let we touch the Batt'ry ofthis Arm ! 
Forgive me; this/far 1 will be'a Romnn : | | 
There's Virtue here, in this noſt Sacred Relict, 

1 ſwear | think; there is,. to ſave-a Soul. 


Adm. Be gone, Hay.;. 1 cannot! btar'thy Kindneſs : 
Force her away, and bear her to'St. Germain... . 
Ant, 1 go."For thee, this Prayer I leave behind me ; 


| When-ere thoudyRt,'the'Artns of Angels watt thee 


To thoſe ſmoath} that. have mo-gritty moments. 

For her that brought*thee-to-thisbarbarons'end, | 
The Whips of Conſcience drive her to Deſpair ; 
Conſcience, ' Sh*hag;iwobe'::why-then the ſtings of Pleaſure, 
Sores and Diſeaſes,*Dilappointments:plague'her ; 

May all her Life-be | 


”one+wtinud Torment, 

And that more 'Rackitg than 'a"Mother'slabony - 

It meeting Death,. may herdcalt ryouble* be 

As great, as:now my parting is with thee, - | [Ex 
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The Maſſacre of P'ARIS. 
| Enter Alberto Gondi. 


Alb. My Lord, his Majeſty, the Queen, his Mother, 
Approach, to mourn your Chance, and give you Juſtice. 


Enter King, Queen, Anjou, Lorrain. 


King, My Lord, I come to pour the Balm of Tears 

Into your Wound ; I come to threaten death 

To that bold Villain who durſt act this outrage : 
And by my Soul I fwear, my Father ſhall 
Have ſuch Revenge, as if a King were kilPd. 
| Adm, I thank your Majeſty, and humbly crave 
 - Your leave, Sir, to retire home to Chaſtilorn , 
Where, from theſe tumultnous Parsſians, 

I may, my Lord, recover this Misfortune. 

. M, What, take a Journey, Sir, in this condition ? 
Your Death muſt follow :- but, alas, I fear, | 
I fear the truth, with tears I muſt avow it, 

My Lord, you dare not truſt the King and Me. 
Adm, O, do not tax me with the leaſt Suſpicion : 
I muſt believe the Royal Majeſty ; 
But all my fear is for my dear Companions, 
:,-* And theſe lov'd Princes, whom the Heav*ns defend, 
"Xing. Therefore my Brother ſtreight ſhall draw the Guards 
"F Within the City, while for preſent Safety 
2 1 order Monſieur Co/er*'s Company 
"© To keep your Quarters from all fear of Fumult., 
O, Father, Father, do not wound my Soul 
” By a diſtruſt unworthy of us both. 
}- ©. M4. Ah, my Lord Admiral, can you-imagine 
That we tre paſt all fear, or hope of Mercy, 
© That there's no Conſcience, no regard of Vows, 2 
3” No Grace, no Reverence, fear of Heay*n, nor Hell, 
*” Nor common Care of Fame, ev*n in this World ? 
+ * King. To Bed, toBed ; let me iatreat you reſt. 
2 ©. 44. Nay, you ſhall go, my Lord, ſupported thus 
'F © Betwixt your Boſom-Friends : believe me, Sir, 
*. This is not feign'd ; there are not two alive 
+. That love you more, than thoſe that now ſuſtain you. 
T. _ 44”. 15 poſlible? Why, if it were diſſembled, 
4 The very Counterfeit of - ſuch a Friendſhip 
* Were worth a dying for. Alas; my Lord ? 
O, Madam ! Why, why mult this trouble be 2 
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48 The Maſſarre of PARIS. 
© But lead me, lead your+poor old Admiral, 

Blind with his'Tears, and faint with his Blood : 

If I do well again, Vil thank you,” Sir, | 

Pl} thank you in the Field ; O, grant it, Heayn, 

That I may end where no Aſlaſſias are, 

And fall a Victim in the Glorious War. CExeunt. 


SCENE 4IL 
Guiſe, Aumale, Elbeuf, Angoleſme, with Pariſians. 


RG ; Gui, Look you, my Lords, this: is, this is the Royal Order ; 

%.< The Dukes of Nevers and Monpenſrer | 

-. Moſt wait. to guard the Perſon of the King, 
With all the Royal Regiment in Arms : 

* -Haſte, for the day begins to wear .apace. | 
ary he. An, El, We obey. | CExemunt ambo, 
» .. 4 "© Gi. Preſident Charton, Provoſt de Marchand, 
4 'The Head' of the” Pariſians. : 52 
.2- Proſ. Here, my Lord. Wy 
" | G«;, Provide two thonſand-men compleatly arm'd ; 
* i; Let each particular man,” on his left arm _ 
o R Wear a Shirt-ſleeve, and a white Croſs in's Hat, 

H That, upon'notice given. al may be, ready 

& To execute/hisdfajeſty's Commands : 
,_ vzps\oft-every ſeveral Ward 
© See in'4uſt” order and preciſely ſer, 
& .: That upon; ringing the Palace-bell, | 
i © Lights may be put dire&tly on- the inſtant 
EDS In every Window all throughout the Town. 
+ Prof.. It ſhall be-done. $22 © | Ex#. 
<c Þ Gus.» My Lord* Grand Prior, _ - 
With what Commanders we. can Tiſe,- be ready 
To take" the Admirals life. But ſee the Queen ? 


Enter Queen Mother, Cardina), Anjou. 


Q. M. Cone, come” my Lords, let*s loſe no longer time ; 
The #Hugonors proceed not.to a"Tumult, L 
Burt only vent their Fury in high words : 
Therefore, away. My Lord of Gw/e, your Father, 
Looks fromthe 'Clouds,.,and cryes, Revenge, Revenge: 


' »  . I think ?ryere better.coo, while you kill the Admiral, 
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Thi Maſſaire of PARIS. 


The King's Grand Provoſt ſhould purſue his Wife. 
Gui, The old gray Sire, the Dam, and little Babes, 

le take *em ail rogether in the Neſt, 

And paſh %em till they Sprawl. You and the Cardinal 

Haſte to the Loxvre, when the Gates are ſhut, 

* Call the Chief Hugonors down, and cut their Throats. 

. My Lord, the Duke of Arjon, to your Care 

The King commits the City : So Farewell; 


There wants no more but ringing of the Bell. - [Exeunt Severaly, 


SCENE. The City. 


Lights in the Windows. The Preſident Marches his Men over the Stage : 


the Bell of rhe Palace rings out. 
Enter Admiral in his Night-Gown, 


Adm, The Palace Bell rings out, loud Cries of Murder, 
. Guns fir?d, and groans of dying men below ; 
The King has giv*n his Warrant for my laſt ; 
His Vows, his Oaths, and Altar-Obligations 
Are loſt :' the Wax of all thoſe Sacred Bonds 


” Runs at the Queens Revenge, the Fire that melts 'm- | 


They are no more: the AdmiraPs no more. 


Enter Cavagnes bleeding. | 


'*. Cav. MyLord, God calls vs; Death is in the Court : 
© Fate, in the ſhape of Guiſe, 411 over Blood. _y” 
I aw your Son in Law Teligny dye ; | | 

”- Roura, the Son of Baron des Arrets, 

| With Colonel Mortaumar, Gallant Guerchy, 

.. Wrapping his Cloak aboux his Arm, fought on 

{Till he was all one wound, and fo Expir'd : 


” But hark, they come ! | 


Adm. Why, let ?em, let *em come; 
We ſhall ere long, my Frierd, be worth their - Envy : 

To dye thus for Religion, O, Cavagnes, 

It puts the Soul in everlaſting Tune, 

- And ſounds already in the Ears of Angels! 

\ * And, O, what cauſe had ever ſuch Foundation ! 

' I tell thee that the Root ſhall reach the Center, 

- Spread to the Poles, and with = top touch Heay*n. 
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5 The Maſawe of PARTS. 
- But ſee, they come : ſtand fixt, and look on Death 


With ſuch Contempt, ſo Maſterly an Eye, 
As if he were thy Slave. 


Enter Beſnie, Sartabons, 4 Souldicrs. 


Br ſn, See where he ſtands ! ha, Slaves, what makes you pauſe, 
r Sold, Kill him your felf, for my part Ple not touch him. 


2 Sould. Nor : for my part I am ſorry fer what is done already. 


Adm, Cowards indeed! thus to be terrified 
Ev'n with the ſhadow of th* Admiral. 
Beſn, It goes againſt me z yet I muſt obey : 
Sheath all your Daggers in the Traytor*s Breaſt. 
 Aam. Young Man, thou oughteſt to reverence theſe gray hairs ; - 
But I command thee, do as thou art order?d, . 
Thowle cut but little from the Line of Life. - 
Beſn. Dye then, dye both : now for his Wife and Children, 


[Stabs both, and Exeunt. 


Adm, Beard?lt thou, Cavagnes ? ſaid they not my Children. 
Catag. I know not what you ſay ; the ſtroak of Death 
Has ſtun'd my ſenſe of Hearing. | 
Adm. Yet let's crawl 
With all our Wounds into each athers Arms, 
And hand in hand go Martyr'd thus to Heaven. 
Cavag. 1 am gone, farewel. . - Los. 
Adm, Why doſt thou ſhudder thus, 
And gaſp upon my Boſom ? ?Twas his laſt ; - 
My Soul ſo likes her honſe, ſhe's loth to part ; 
But, O what Builder can repair the ruines ? 
The Lights are choakd, the Windows are damn'd up, 
The main Beams crack, and the Foundation ſinks ; 
Beſides, the Lordly Owner warns me forth : 
| come, great Maſter of the World -and me, 
And, O revenge, revenge thy Peoples blood. 
A hundred thouſand Souls for Juſtice call ; 
Let not the guiltleſs without Vengeance fall. [ Dyer. 


Enter the Duke of Guiſe 4nd Souldiers. 


Gui. So fling him down, down with him to the Court, 
Expoſe his Carcaſs to the Peoples mercy, 
Drag him away, and hurl him from the Window : 
See all his Baſtards ſtrangled on the 
There's Orders for't. The Hoſtel b 4 
Be: raz'd for eyer-: his Poſterity 
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” And let me ſee theſe Leaders of the Faction. 
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The Maſſacre of PARIS. 51 
Be made incapable of bearing Office, 
Or being Noble ; burn his Statue, haſte : 


There's a Commiſſion granted for the deed ; 
Nay, kill, as if *rwere Sport to ſee *%em bleed. [Exeunt. 


SCENA ULTIMA. 
The LOUYRE. 
Queen Mother, Cardinal, Ditke of Anjou, Colonel D'O, 


Q. 4. Here Colonel bring forth your Priſoners, 


[The Scene draws,” ſhowing the Commanders ſtanding with their 
hands ty\d behind *em betwixt the Souldiers ih & rank, 


The. Count de Rochfaucalt, Adarquis de Renel, Piles, Pluvialt, 
Pardillan, and Lavardin. 


Give the Word Colonel. 
D*0O. Fire on *%em all. [Shoot.] 


The Scene draws, and ſhews the Admirals Body burning. 


Gui, I ſaw the Maſter Villain dragg'd along 
To Execution, by the Common People, | 
Who from the Shoulders tore the mangled Head, 
Cut off his Hands, -and at owntfaucon hung him, 


Wn If burning, by one Leg upon the Gallows. 


Enter King, Princes, Alberto Gondi. 


King. O horror! horror! O thou cruel Guiſe ! 
O Mother ! Brother ! and thou Murd”ring Prieſt ! 


\ - Doſt thou not bluſh ro fail in Seas of ruin, 


To hang the Flag of a Damn'd Pyrat forth, 
|" cal] thy bloody * Bark the Chriſtian Church ? 

, te me, Canſt thou lay the Furies here, | 
Pale H#gonots that haunt me up and down K 
Through Chambers, into Cloſets, Beds, and Conches ? 
Or dar'ſt thou ſhield me, when the Admiral's Ghoſt 
Claps to my Heart the Dagger of my Word ? 

Q. M4, Why are you thus ? 
| H 2 King. The 


52 The Maſareef PARIS. 
King. The AngePs words are true, - 

And Charles is near his end. O Mother ! Mother ! 

Hear my laſt words, and take my dying Counſel, 

Stop the vaſt Murder that you have begun; 

For know, all Churches by Decree and Dottrine, 

Kiogs by their Sword and Balance of their Juſtice, 

All Learning, Chriſtian, Moral, and Prophane, 

Shall by the virtue of their Mercury Rod 

For ever damn to Hell thoſe curgd Deſigns 

That with Religions Face to ruin tend, 


And go by Heav'a to teach the blackeſt end. [ Evenune Omnes.. 
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EPILOGUE 


By Mr. Powell. 


OW Wife are they, that can with patienc cbear, c 


p And juſt Refleflions moderately hear, 
' * Unmoud by Paſſion, as unſway d by Bear. 


To them we Dedicate this Play to night, 


That having long been Baniſh'd from the Light, 


Huſh'd and Impriſon'd cloſe, as in the Tow'r, 
Half preft to Death by a Diſpenſing Pow'r ; 
To take a lawful Tryal for each Fad, 


L Is juſt come out by th Habeas Corpus A. 
Rome's Friends,no doubt, ſuppos d there might be ſhow 


Fuſt fuch an Entertainment of their own, £ 
The Plot, the Proteſtants, the Stage, the Town. 
But 10 ſuch fear our Hugonots allarm'd, 


' True Engliſh Hearts are always better arm d. 


For if the Valliant in a litth Town, 
Batter d and Starving, their brave Cauſe durſt own ; 
If Peaſants ſcorning Death, can Guard our Walls, 


' And the mild Prieſthood turn to Generals, 


' Tour own, and Neighbouring Realms ſerene and free, 
\Clear d from the choaking Fogs of Popery. ; 
. No Maſſacres, nor Revolutions fear, 
"Aﬀairs are ſtrangely alter d fince laſt year, 


Britains ftand firm; and in ſhort time you ſee, ; 


| Inf, al- 
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"The Epilogue. 
Infallibility himſelf does run, 

The Garden's weeded, and the Moles are gone. 
Not Gold to Lawyers, to th Ambitious Power, 
Not lufty Switzer to a luftful Whore, 

To Gameſters luck, to Beauty length of days, 
Nor to a wrinkled wither d Widdow praiſe, 

Can give ſuch Joy, as to behold once more, 

An Engliſh Army on the Gallick Shore. 

That this will be, the Poets Propheſie, 

The Poets all were Prophets formerly. 

T inſpire em then, give ours, to night his due, 
His Tale is ſomewhat bloody, but 'tis true. 

A Tragick, Truth ſhown to an Honeſt end, 
And can the Good or Wiſe of neither Se offend. 
Fancy and Stile, far as the reſt excel, 

In our Deliv'rance-Tear, let no Tongue tell, 
Poets the only curſt on whom no Manna fell, 
Plead that they may by Czlar's Influence breathe, 
And mix a Lawrel with his Oaken IWreath. 
Then ſhall his Glory Fhuvilb to the height, 
Then every Pen ſball Panegyrick write. 

This, this was He, who bleſt by Sacred Pow r, 
To England its Religion did reſtore, 

So firm, that Rome cou d never hurt it more. 


FINIS. 


A Catalogue of ſome Plays Printed for R. Bently | 
and M. Magnes. 


1, Eaumont and Fletchers Plays : in 

| all 5r. in large Fol, . 
2, Mr. Shakeſpear*s Plays: in one large 
Fol. Volume, Containing 43 Plays. 

3. Tartuff, or the French Puritan. 

4. Forc*d Marriage, or the Jealous 
Bridegroom. 

5. Engliſh. Monſienr, 

6, All miſtaken, or the mad Coupie. 


7. Generous Encmies, or the Ridicu- | 


lous Lovers. 
8. The Plain-Dealer. 
9, Sertorius, a Tragedy. 
10, Nero, a Tragedy. 
11. Sophonizha, or Hanivals Over- 
throw. 
12. Gloriana, or the Court of Auguſtus 
Ceſar, | 
13. Alexanatr the Great. 
14. Aythridates King, of Pontus, 
15. Ocdipus King of Thebes. 
16, Ceſar Borgia, . | 
17. Theodoſws, or the Force of Love. 
18. Madam Fickle, or the Witty Falſe 
One. ; 
19. The Fond Husband, or the Plots | 


ting Silters. 


20. Eſquire Old-Sap, or the Night- | 


| 31. Thyeſtes, a Tragedy 

32. Hamlet Pr,of Denmark,a Tragedy, 
| 33- The Orphan, or the Unhappy 
. Marriage. 

34. The Souldiers Fortune. 
35. Tamerlain the Great, | 

36. Mr. Limberham,or the Kind Keeper. 


| 


| 


49. 


37. Miſtaken Husband. 

38. Notes on th* Emperor of 44erocco, 
by the Wits. 

39. Eſſex and Elizabeth, or the Un- 
happy Favorite. 

40. Vertue Betray*d, or Anna Bullen, 

41, King Lear. 

42, Abdellator,or the Moors Revenge. 

43. Town Fop, or Sir Tits Tawary. 

44. Rare-en-tout, a French Comedy. 

45- Moor of Venice. 

46. Conntry Wife. 

47. City Politicks. 

48. Duke of Gui/e, 

Rehearſal. 

King, and no King, | 

Philaſter, or Love lyes a Bleeding. 

52. Grateful Servant. 

53. Strange Diſcovery. 

5+. Arheiſt, or.the ſecond Part of 

the SouJdiers Fortune. 


JO. 
51, 


Adventures. 55- Wit without Money. 
21, Fool turnd Critick. 56. Little Thief. 
22, Vertuous Wife, or Good Luck {| 57. Valiant Scor, 
at laſt. ; | 53. Conſtantine. 
23. The Fatal Wager. 59. Valentinian, 
60. Amorous Prince. 


24. Andromache, 


25. Country Wit, 61, Dutch Lovers. 

26, Cahſto, or the Chaſt Nymph. | 62. Woman Bully. 

27. Deſtruction of Jer#ſalem, in two | 63. Reformation. 
Parts. 64. Hero and Leander. 

28. Ambitious Stateſman, or the | 65. Love Tricks. 
Loyal Favorite. 66, Fulius C afar. 

29. Miſery of Civil War. 67. Fatal Jealouſie. 

20. The Murder of the Duke of G/o- | 68. Monſieur Ragos. | 
cefter. | 59. _ Queen, or Mary Queen of 

oHand, 


70. Empreſs 
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A Dh of Plays, + 


. Empreſs of Morocco. 

. Common-wealth of Women. 
- The Noble Stranger. 

. Duke of Millar. 

- The Knave in Grain. - - 
. Amends for Ladies. 

» IMammanmouc 

- The Emperor of the Eaſt. 

. The Wedding, 

- St. Patrick for / reland. 

. Albumazor. 

. The Tragedy of Albertns, 
. Royal King. 

. Humerous 'Courtier. 


The Hollander. 
Merchant of Venice. 


- Falſe Count. 

. Rover, Second Part. 
'Counterfeits. 

. Troylus and Creſida. 

. Spaniſh Fryer. 

. Latcins Funus Ryuiths. 
. Brutus of Alba. 

. Cains Alarins, 


94. Siege of Memphis. 
los Byron” s Conſpiracy. 1, part, 
97. Loyal Brother. 

98. Diſappointment. 
| 99. Mackbeth, 

100, Rollo Duke of Normandy, 
101. The Love-Sick King. 
102, Maids Tragedy. 
103. Darius King of Perſe. 
104. Woman Captain, 
105. Princeſs of Cleves. 
106, Maſlacre of Parts, 


| i Byron's Conſpiracy. 29. Part, 


Some Novels newly printed. 


Court Secret : The Firſt and Second 

2 . 1 | | 
Count D* Amboiſe. 

3 Dutches of Mazarine's Memoirs. 

Riyal Princels. 

| Lucky Miſtake. 


l Siege of. Ment. 
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Tuque, dum procedis, bh Trinmphe, 
Non ſemel dicemus : Io Trinmphe, 
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Right Honourable Charles Earl of Dorſet and 
Middleſex Lord Chamberlain-of His Ma- 
jeſties Houſhold, and one of His Majeſtics 
moſt Honourable Privy- Council, ec. 


May it pleaſe your Lordſhip, 
His Play, when it was ACcted, 1n the Chara- 
ter of the Princeſs of Faimvilles had a re- 

ſemblance of Margugrite in the Maſlacre of 

Paris, Siſter to Charles the Ninth, and Wife 

to Henry the Fourth King of Navar : That facal Mar- © 
Triage which coſt the Blood of fo! many Thouſand Men, 
and the Lives of the beſt Commanders. What was bor- 
rowed in the ACtion 1s left out in the Print, and quite 
obliterated in the minds of Men. Bur the Duke of 
Guiſe, who was Notorious for a bolder Fault, has 
wreſted two whole Scenes from the Original , which 
after the Vacation he- will be- forcd to pay. . I was, - 
. confeſs, through Indignation, forcd to limb my own 
Child, which Tume, the true Cure for all Maladies, and 
Injuſtice has ſer together again. The Play coſtsme 
much pains, the Story 1s true, and I hope the bj ect 
will diſplay Treachery in its own Colours, Bur this 
Farce, Comedy, Tragedy or meer Play . was a Re- 
venge 7or the Refuſal of the other : ; for when they ex- 
A 2? pected 


the moſt poliſhd Heroin Nemwrs, I gave ':m 
« Ruffan tecking from Wherſtones-Park. Ihe "Fourth 
and fifth Acts of the Chances, where Don 7obn is 
pulling down ; Matriage 4/amode, where they are bare to. 
the Waſte ; che Lubertine; and Byſon- Wells, are but Co- 
picg of his Villany. He Jays about him "like the Gla 
diator mm the Park ;* they may walk by, and take no 
notice, 1 beg your Lordſhip .to excuſe this account, 
for indeed 'tis:all to introduce the Mafſacre of Paris to. 
your Fayour, and approve. it to be oy d. in its firſt 


Fi On. 
Tour Lord bips ; 
Hunlble and Obedient Servant;; 


NAT. LEE. 


*s 


This 


This Song ſnow be inſerted in A& V. Scene Ill. 
Wee all ye Nymphs, your Floogs unbiad, 
or 


trephon's now r.o more 3 
Your Treſles ſpread before the Wind, 
And leave the hated Shore : 
See, ſee, upon the craggy Rocks, 
Each Goddels ſtripp'd appears z 


They beat their Breaſts, and rend their Locks,. 


And ſwell the Sea with Tears. 


IE. 

The God of Love that fatal hour, 
When this poor Youth was born; 
Had ſworh by Styx to ſhow his Power, 

He'd kill a Man e'er Morn' : 


For Strephon's Breaſt hearm'd his Dart, . 


And watch'd him as he came 3 


He or and ſhot him through the Hearr, , 


Thy Blood ſhall quench my Flame. 
TIT. 
On Stela's Lap he laid his Head, 
Andlooking in her Eyes, 

He cry'd, Remember when I'm dead, . 
That I deſerve the Prize : 
Then down his Tears like Rivers ran, . 

He figh'd, You Love, cis true ; 
You love perhaps a better Man, 
But Ah ! he loves not you. 


CHORUS. 


WH4 ſhould all things bow to Love, 
Men below, and Gods above ?. 
Why ſhould att things bow to Love ? 
Death and Fate more awful move, 
Death below, and Fate abowe, 

Death below, and Fate above. 
Mortals, Mortals, try your skhgll, 
Seeking Good, or ſhunning Ill, 

Fate will be the burden fill, 

Wll be the burden ſtill, 

Fate will be the burden ftill, 


» Fate will be the burden ſtill, 


T'H:E. 
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"1 was the Glory of ihe foremoſt Ape, D 
- Fa Trith and gs with F; x dil engace 5 | Þy \ 
When Man to Man cou'd walk with Arms entwin'd, © 3, M6 
. And vent their Griefs in ſpaces of the Wind ; T 
- Expreſs their minds, and ſpeak, their thoughts as cleay, 
As Eaſtern Mornings op ning to the year. 
But fence that Law and Treachery came in, 
' » And open Honeſty was made a Sin, \" * 
Mem wait for Men as Dogs for Foxes prey, 
And Women wazt the cloſeng of the day.. EE 
There's ſtarce- a'man that ventures to be good, (4) 
For Trath\by*Knaves was never 565" Dans \ 
Fox there's the Curſe, when Vice oer Vertye rules, | 
That all the World are Knaves or downright Fools, 
So they may makg advantage of th Allay , 
They'll take hi roſs and through the Gold away. 
Women turn Uſdrers with their own affright, 
And Want's the Hag that rides 'em all the night. 
The little Mob, the City mo | 
Will pinch the Back to make the Buttock, bare, : 
And drain the laſt poor Guinuafrom hen Dear. 
Thas Times are turr'd upon 4 private end, 
There's ſcarce a Man that's generous to his Friend. 
But there's a Monarch on a Throne ſublime, 
That makes Truth Law, and gives the Poets Rhime 
\ Be his the bus neſs of our litile Fates, 
Our mean Contentions, ard their high Debates, 
Sea and Land our nioſt Imperial Lord, 
ith all the Praiſes Bleſt that Hearts afford, { 
With Lawrels Crown'd, unconquer'd by the Sword : 
William the Sovereign of our whole Aﬀairs, 
' Qur Guide in Peace, and Conncil in the Wars. 
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THE 


Princeſs of Cleve. 


g_— 


ACT I SCENEI 


—— — > _ ——— ran Inn nn nr Een nt 


Nemours, Bellamore. Fiddles Playing. 


New. Old there you Monſieur Deol. prithe leave off play- 
H ing fine in Conſort,and ſtick to Time and Tune---So 
now the Song, call in the Eunach 3 come my pretty 

Stallion, Hem and begin. 


S O N G. 


LL other Bleſſings are but Toyes 
To his that in his ſleep enjoyes, 
Who in his Fancy can poſſeſs 
The obje& of his Happineſs ; | 
The Pleafure's purer for he ſpares - 
The Pains, Expenſes, and the Cares, 
I I 


Thus when Adonis got the figne, 
To Love the Boy ſtill made his moan  . 
Venus the ©ueen of Fancy came, 
And as he ſlept ſhe cooPd his flame 3 
The Fancy charm'd him as he lay, by 
And Fancy brought the Stone away. 
| | X 


News 


_— 


2 The Princeſs of Cleve: 


New. Sirrah, ſtick to clean Pleaſures, deep Sleep; moderate 


Wine,fincere Whores,and thou art happy ; Now by this damask 
Cheek I love thee 3 keep but this __ Form of thine in 
health, and VII put thee in the way of living like a man-----What 


I have truſted thee with---My Love to the Princeſs of Cleve, Trea- 


ſure ir as thy Life,nor Jet the Fidam of Chartres know.it; tor how- 
ever [ſeem to cheriſh him, becauſe hehas the knack of telling a 
Story malicioully, and 1s a great preterider to Nature, I caſt him 


off here---'Tis too much for him : Beſides he is her Uncle, and - 


has a ſort of afte&ed Honour, that wou'd make him grin to ſee 
me leap her----Hey Jaques---When Madam Towrnon comes, bring 
her in; andheark you Sir, whoever comes to ſpeak with me, 
while ſhe is with me---- ' 

Jaq: Whart it the Daupnin comes ? | | 

Nem. What if. his Father comes, Dog--Slave--Fool! What if 
Paris were a fire,the Preſident and Council of f1xteen at the door! 
Fm fick, Pay not within---Pm 4' hundred mile off---My boſom 
Dear---So young, and yet I truſt thee too---But away, to the 


Princeſs of Cleve, thou art acquainted with her Women, watch. 
her Motions, my ſweet-tacd Pimp, and bring me word: of her- 


riling. | 


Bell. She'is a/ prize, my Lord, and oh what a night of pleaſare. 


has Cleve had with her--the firſt roo ! 


Nem. Any thing but what makes ſuch a pleaſure, wou'd Igive- 
for ſuch another---But be gone, and no more of this provoking: 


diſcourſe, Teſt Raviſhing ſhowd folow thee at the heels, and 


ſpoil my ſober delign. . Exenrt ſeverally, 
Emer Tonrnon, LaMarch. ' 
aq. Madam, my Lord was juſt now asking for you: o 


Tour. Go tell liim I'm cofning--Is he drels'd 2 

Jag. Yes--But your Ladiſhip knows thar's all one to him-- 

{cur. Honeſt Jaques, 'tis pity ſuch Honeſty ſhould not be en-- 
courag'd--- | « 

ry This comes of Pimping, . which fhe calls Honeſty. Exit.Jagq. 

ſour. Thus thuu mayſt fee the method of the Queen---We are 
the lucky Steves, where fond men trafſt' their Hearts, and fo ſhe 
fitts 'em through us--- | 

La M. Whar of Nemenrs, whom you thus early viſit ? 


Tonr.. 


CN So Eb E<L= LA 


SM A 


The Princeſs of Cleve. - 

Tour. The Queen deſigns to rob him of a Miſtreſs, Margyerite 
the Princeſs of Jarvill, whom he keeps from the knowledge of 
the Court; and if the Queen be a Judge, is contracted to her--- 
The Dauphin loves her too, whereon the Queen, 

Who works the Court quite round by Womankind, 
And thinks this way to mould his ſapple Soul, 
Reſolves, if poſſible, to gain her for him. 

La M. But how is't poſſible to work the Princeſs from the: 
Duke Nemonrs, who loves him as the Queen affe&s Ambition. 

Tour. Why thus ſhe knows Nemours his Soul is bent 
Upon variety, therefore to gain her ends 
She has made me Sacrifice my Honour, nay 
I'm become his Bawd, and ply him ev'ry day 
With ſome new face, to wean his heart 
From Margrnerite's Form, nor muſt you longer be 
Without your part. 

La M. Employ me,for you know the Queen commands me. 

Tour. There was a Letter dropt in the Tennis-Court 
Ont of Nemours his Pocket, as I'm told, 

And read laſt night in the preſence---'Tis your Task 
Slily to infinuate with Margrerite. | 
This Note which came from ſome abandon'd Miſtreſs, 
Is. certainly the Dukes---- 

La M. Then Jealouſie's the ground on which you build. 

Toxr. Right, we muſt make 'em jealous of each other ; Jea- 
louſie Wane, diſdain in haughty minds, and ſo from the extreams 
of violent Love, proceeds to fierceſt hate. But ſee 
the gay, the brisk, the topping Gallant St. Ardre [ Exter St. A. 
here, Couzen to Poltrot, who arrived from England 
with a pretty Wife laſt week, and Lodges in the Palace of this 
his related Fool---St. Andre has a Wife too of my acquaintance--- 
Both for the Duke my Dear; but haſte I'm call'd--[ Exi# La March. 

Jag. Madam--- Tour. 1 go. [Exit Tonrnon. 

dt. 4. Monſieur Jaques, your moſt obliged faithtul humble Ser- 
vant. What,his Grace continues the old Trade fee, by the Flux 
of. Bawds and Whores that choak up his Avennes, 2nd I muſt 


confeſs, excepting my ſelf, there's no man fo built for Whoring 
B 2 | as 


— wt tE=—; Ln - 


4 The Princeſs of Cleve: 
as his Grace, black ſanguine Brawny---a Roman Noſe---long Foot 
and a ſtif---calf of a Leg. 


Jaq. Your Lordſhip has all theſe in PerfeCtion. 
St. A. Sir your moſt faithful obliged humble Servant. _ 


B. My Lord--- St. A. How many Bottles laſt night ? 
B. Five my Lord. St. A. Boy. B. My Lord. 
$:..4. How many Whores? B. Six my Lord. 

St. A. Boy--+ B. My Lord. 


St. A. What Quarrels, how-many did I kill ? 

B. Not one my Lord--- But the night before you Hamſtrung a 
Beadle, and run a Link-man in the Back--- 

St. 4. What, and no Blood nor Blows laſt night? 

B. O yes my Lord, now I remember me, you drew upon 
a Gentleman that knock'd you down with a Bottle. 

St. A. Not fo loud you Urchin, leſt I twiſt your-neck og 
Monſieur Jaques is his Grace ſtirring ? 

aq. My Lord, he's at Council--- 

St. A. Od I beg his Pardon, pray give my duty to him, and 
tell him, if he pleaſed to hear a languiſhing Air or two, I am at 
the Princeſs of Cleve's with a Serenade---Go Raskal, go to Mon- 
fieur Poltrot---teH him he'll be too late---Black airy ſhape---but 
then Madam Cleve is Vertuous, Chaſt, Cold---Gad Ill write to 
her, and then ſhe's mine diredtly, for 'tis but reaſon of courſe, 
that he that has been Yoak'd to ſo many Dutcheſles, ſhould at 
laſt back a Princeſs: Sir, your moſt obliged faithful and very 
humble Servant Sir. [ Exennt. 


SCENE 1L 


Nemours, Tournon. 


Tour. | Ndone, undone! will your ſinful Grace never giveover, ; 


- Will you never leave Ruining of Bodies and Damning 
of Souls---con'd you imagine that I came for.this? What have you 


done ? 
New. No harm, pretty Rogue, no harm, nay,prithee leave blub- 


bering, | 
Tour. "Txsblubbering now, plain' blubbering, but before you 
had your Nas another tone; why Madam do you waſt 


thoſe 


The Princeſs of Cleve. 5 
thoſe precious Tears, each falling drop ſhines like an Orient Pearl, 
and ſets a Gaity on a Face of Sorrow. - Fe | 

Nem. Thou art certainly the pleaſanteſt of Womankind, and I 
the happieſt of Men:z dear delightful Rogue, let's have another 
| Main like a winning Gameſter, I long to make it r'other hundred 
| Pound. 
| {our. Incanſiderate horrid Peer, will you Damn your Soul 

deeper and deeper, can you be thus inſenfible of your Crime? 

New. Why there's it, I was as a man may be, very dry, and 
thou kind Soul, gav'{t me a good draught of Drink; now 'tis 
ſtrangeto me, it a man muſt be Damnjd for quenching his thirſt. 

. Tour. Ha, Ha---Well, Ill ſwear you are ſuch another man--- 
who wou'd have thought you cou'd delude a Woman thus, and 
a Woman of Honour too, that reſolv'd ſo much againſt itz Ah 
my Lord ! your Grace has a cumning Tongue. 

New. No cunning Tonurnon, my way is downright, leaving Body, 
State and Spirit, all for a pretty Woman, and when gray Hairs, 
Gout and Impotence come, no more but this, drink away pain, 
and be gathered to my Fathers. ds 

Tour. Oh thou diſſembler, give me your hand, this ſoft, this 
faithleſs vidlating hand, Heaven knows what this hand has to 
anſwer for. | | 

New. And for this hand, with theſe long, white, round, pretty 
Bobbins, thas the kindeſt gripe, and I ſo love it, now Gad's 
Blefling on't, that's all I ſay---But come tell me, what no new 
Game, for thou knowelſt I dye directly without variety. 

Tour. Certainly never Woman lov'd like me, who am not ſa- 
tisfied with ſacrificing my own Honour, unleſs I rob my delights 
by undoing. others--- _. 

New. Come, come, out with it, I ſee thon art big with ſome 
new Intrigue, and it labours for a vent. 

Tour. What think you of St. Andre's Lady ? 

New. That Pmin Bed with her.becauſe thou darſt befriend me. 
| Tour. Nay, there's more---Monfieur Poltrot lodges in his Houle, 
with a young Engliſh Wite of the true breed, and the prettier of 
the two. 

Nem. Excellent Creature, but command me 
vagant, as thy kindneſs, State, Life and Honot 
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6 The Princeſs of Cleve: 

Tour. Yet allthis will beloſt when you are married to Marguerite, 

New. Never, by Heaven Pm thine, with all the heat and vi- 
gorous Inſpiration of an unfleſh'd Lover---and fo will bc while 
young Limbs and Lechery hold together, and that's a Bond me- 
thinks ſhou'd. laſt till Doomſday. : 

Tour. But do you believe if Margrerite ſhou'd know--- 

New. The queſtion's too grave---when and where ſhall I ſce 
the Gems thou haſt in ſtore ? | : 

Tour. By Noon or thereabouts 3 take a turn in Lanembarg Gar- 
den, and one, if got both, ſhall meet you. __ 

New. And thou'lt appear in Perſon ? 


Tour. With Colours fifing, a HandkerchieF held out; and yet 


methinks it goes againſt my Conſcience. 

New. Away, that ſerious look has made thee old : 
Conſcience and Conſideration in a, young Woman too? 
It makes a Bawd of thee before thy time. 

Nay, now thou pur'ſt me in Poetick Rapture, 
And I muſt quote Rox/ard to puniſh thee : 
Call all your Wives'to Council, and prepare 
To Tempt, Diſſemble, Flatter, Lye and Swear 3 
To make her mine, uſe all your utmoſt skill, 
Vertue! An 1ll-bred croſneſs in the will ; 
Honour a Notion, Piety a Cheat, 
Prove but fucceſsful Bawds and you are great. 
Come, thou wilt meet me.- 

Tour. *Tis refolv'd I will, till which time, thou dear Man— 

Nem. Thou pretty Woman. Tour. Thou very dear Man. 

New. Thou very Dory Woman one Kiſs. Tour. Hey Ho--- 

Nem. Now all the Gods go with thee--- 

Tour. A word my Lord, you are acquainted with theſe Fofs; 
ſet 'em in the modiſh way of abuſing their Wives, they are turn- 
ing already, and that will certainly bring 'em aboyr. | 

Nem.Bellamore (hall do't with leſs ſuſpicton:farewell--[ Exit Tour. 
Hey Faques--- Enter Jaques with the Vidam. 

7ag.'Ha! my grave Lord of Chartres,welcome as Health,as Wine, 
and taking Whores---and te]l me now the bus'neſs of the Court. 

Vid. Hold it Nemours for ever at defiance, 
Fog ot-ill humour, damps of Melancholy, 


Old 


Verſe and none of his Wit. Enter Jaques. ; 


The Princeſs of Cleve. 
O1d Maids of fifty choak'd with eternal Vapours, 
Stuffit with fulſome Honour---dozing Vertue, i 
And everlaſting dullneſs husk it round, ' 
Since he that was the Life, the Soul of Pleaſure, 
Count Roſidore, is dead. 
Nem. Then we may ſay 
Wit was and Satyr is a Carcaſs now. 
FE thought his laſt Debauch wou'd be his Death--- 
But 1s it certain ? 
Vid. Yes I ſaw him duſt. | 
F ſaw the mighty thing a nothing made, 
Huddled with Worms, and ſwept to that cold Den, : 
Where Kings lye crumbled juſt like other Men. | 
Nem. Nay then let's Rave and Elegize together, | 
Where Roſidore is now but common clay, 
Whom every wiſer Emmet bears away, c 
And lays him up againſt a Winters day. 
He was the Spirit of Wit---and had fſach an art in guilding his 
Faitures, thar it was hard not to love his Faults : He never ſpoke 
a Witty thing twice, tho to different Perſons; hisImperfeCtions 
were catching, and his Genius was ſo Luxuriant, that he was 
forc'd to tame it with a Heſitation in his Speech to keep it in 
view---But-oh how awkard, how inſipid; how poor and wretch- 
edly dull istheimitation of thoſe that have all the affectation of his 


Jag. My Lord, Monſieur Po/trot deſires to kils your Grace's hand. 

New. Let's have him to drive away our Melancholy--- 

Vi4. 1 wonder what pleaſure you can take in ſuch dull Dogs, 
Aſles, Fools. 

New. But this is a particular Fool Man, Fate's own Fool, and 
perhaps it will never hit the like again, he's ever the ſame thing, 
yet always pleaſing, 3 in ſhort, he's a finiſh'd Fool, and has a fine 
Wife ; ad&to this his late leaving the Court of Frazce, and goifig 
to England to learn breeding. . - Exter Poltrot. 

. Pol. My Lord Duke, your Grace's moſt obedient humble Servant, 
My Lord of Chartres and Monſieur Jaques, yours Monficurz St. Andre 
deſires your Grace's preſence at a Serenade of mine and his toge- 
ther---And I muſt tell your Grace by the way,be isa great Maſter, 
and the tondcſt thing of my Labours--- New. 


C- The Princeſs of Cleve. 
'. New. And the greateſt Qaf,jn the World: ._ 
Pol. How.my Lord-.-:/ 4... _. ... » 
Vid. The whole Court wonders you will keep him company. 
New. Such a paflive Raskal, -he had his Shins broke laſt night 
in the Preſence, and were it not fear d you wou'd ſecond him, he 
wou'd be kick'd ont of all Society. .,, .- ..,.,, | 
Pol. 1 Second him- my Lord, I'll ſee him: Damn'd &er Ill be 
Second to any Fool: in-Chriſtendom---For to tell your Grace the 
truth, I keep him company and lye at his Houſe, becauſe I intend 
to lye with his Wife ; a trick I learnt ſince 1 went into Exgland 
where o' my Conſcience Cuckoldom 1s the Deſtiny of above half 
the Nation. New. Indeed!.. + RE 


' Pol. O there's not ſach another Drinking, Scowring, Roaring, 


Whoreing Nation in the World---An&*tfor little Loxdoz, to my 
knowledge, if a Bill were taken of the weekly Cuckolds, it wou'd 
amount to more than .the Number of Chriſtnings and Burials put 
together. | TS : | X 

34 Vid What, and were you acquainted with the Wits? . 

Pol. .O Lord Sir, Iliv'd in the Cify a whole year together, my 
Lord Mayor and I, and the Common-Council were ſworn Bro- 
thers---I con'd ſing you twenty Catches and - Drolls that I made 
for their Feaſt-days,but at preſent 11] qnly hint you one or two--- 

' New. Pray do us the Favour Sir. . ws 

Po). Why look you Sir, this 1s one of my chief ones, and [1] 

aſſure your Grace, *twas much Sung at Court too. mr 
O to Bed to me-+- to Bed to-me---&c. 

New.” Excellent, incoraparable. , 

Pol. Why is it noBmy Lord ? This ts no Kickſhaw, there's ſb- 
ftance in the Air, and weight in the words; nay, Il give your 
Grace a taſte of another; the Tune is, let m&ſee---Ay, Ay--- 

Give me the Laſs that is true Country bred--- | 
But I'tl preſent your Grace with ſome words of my own, that 1 
made on my Wife before I married her, *as ſhe ſate ſinging one 
day in a low Parlour and playing on the Virginals. 
 Nem. For Heaverls ſake oblige us dear pleaſant Creature---* 
| Pol. Ill ſwear I'm fo tickliſh youll put me ont my Lord, forl 
am as "vanton as any little Bartholomew Bore-Pig--- 
V*;. Dear ſoft delicate Rogue ſing. 


Pol. 


m: 


Me 


$a! Satin. ; 
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The Princeſs of Cleve. _ 9 
Pl. Nay, I proteſt my Lord, I vow and ſear, but you'll 
make me run to a Whore---Lord Sir, what do you mean? 
New. Come then begin--- Poltrot Sings. 
Pay 7s ſoft, Phillis 7s plump, 
And Beauty made np this delicate Iump : 
Like a Roſe bud ſhe looks, like a Lilly ſhe ſmells, 
And her Voice is a Note above ſweet Philomel's. 


Now a little Smutty my Lord is the faſhion--- 


I I. 


Her Breaſts are two Hillocks where Hearts lye and pant, 
1n the Herbage ſo Joft, for a thing that they want 3 

But Mum Sir for that, tho a notable Jeſt, 

For if 1 ſhou'd name it you'd call me a Beaſt. 


Emter St. Andre without his Hat and Wig. 

St. 4. My Lord, the Serenade is juſt begun, and if you dont 
come juſt in the nick---I beg your Grace's Pardon for interrupting 
you---But if you have a mind to hear. the ſweeteſt Airs in the 
World--- New. With all my heart Sir--- | 

Pol. Nay, ſince your Grace has put my hand in, Ill ſing you 
my Lord, before you go, the ſofteſt thing- -compos'd in the 
Nonage of my Muſe; yet ſuch a one as our beſt Authors borrow 
from. Nay, Il] be judg'd by your Grace, if they do not ſteal 
their Dying from my Killing--- 

St. A. Nay prithee Poltrot thou art ſo impertinent. 

Pol. No more impertinent than your ſelf Sir, nor do I doubt 
Sir, but my Character ſhall be drawn by the Poets for a Man of 
Wit and Senſe Sir, as well as your felt Sir--- 

Vid. Ay Il be ſworn ſhall it--- | 

Pol. For I know how to Repartee with the beſt, to Rally my 
Wife, to kick her too if I pleaſe Sir, to make Similes as faſt as 
Hops Sir, tho I lay a dying (lap daſh Sir, quickly off and quickly 
on Sir, and as round as a Hoop Sir— 

St. A. I grant you Dear Bully all this, but let's have your Song 
another time, becauſe mine are begun. 

Pol. Nay, look you Dear Rogue, mine is but a Prologue to 
your Play, and by your kave his Grace has a mind to hear it,and 
he ſhall hear it Sir— C New. 


10 The Princeſs of Cleve. 
New. Ay and will hear it Sir, tho the. Great Turk were at 
St. Dennis's Gate 3 come along my Orphexs, and then Sir we'll 


tollow you to the Prince of Cleve's— 
Ballad—// her Phaebus had fetch'd, &c. [Exennt Singing. 


SOTCENS 111 
The Prince of Cleve's Palace. Muſick, 
S © NG. 


by a Room for Delight, the Landskip of Love, 
Like a ſhady old Lawn 
. With the Curtains half drawn, 
My Love and [I lay, in the cool of the day, 
Till our Jozes did remove. 


II. 
So fierce was our Fight, and ſo ſmart ery ſtroak.. 
4 That Love the little HEAL / a [ 
Was put to the Rout ; 
His Bow was unbent, &ry Arrow was ſpent, 
And bis ©niver all broke. 


Ezter Vidam, Nemours. 

New. 1 have loſt my Letter, and by your Deſcription 
ft muſt be that which the Queen read at Court. 
But are you ſure the Princels of Cleve has ſeen it ? 

Vid. Why are you ſo concern'd, does your wild Love ; 
Turn that way too—She is too Grave. 

New:. Too Grave, as if I cou'd,not laugh with this, and try 

. with that, and veer with every guſt of /Paſſion—Butr has ſheſeenit? 
Vid. She has the Letter, the Queen Dauphin ſent it her. 
Nem. Then you muſt own it on occaſion, and whatever elſe I 
fhall-put upon your Perſon— Vid. Why ? 

New. Leſt it ſhou'd reach the Ears of Marguerite, ; 
For, Oh my YVidam! *tis ſuch a ranting Devil, | 
If ſhe believes this Letter mine, when next 4 
We meet, beware my Locks and Eyes—No more, 


- ” 
I 


But this remember that, you own it. [ Exit. | 
fo Emter St. Andre and Poltrot. | 
St. A. His Bow was anbent, &c. [ Singing with Poltrot. | 


..,Come, my Lord, we'll have all over agen. Enter | 
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The Princeſs of Cleve: TI 
Exter the Prince of Cleve. 
F;d. See, we have rais'd the Prince of Cleve : 
My Lord, good Morrow— 

P.C. Good morrow my good Lord—Saveyou my dear Nemonrs! 

Pol. Give you Joy my Lord: What a little blew under theEyes, 
Ha, Ha— 

Ss. A. Give you Joy my Lord: Ha,my Lord,Ha.[ Holds up 2 Fine. 

Pol. Ha, my Lord, Ha— [ Holding up five Fingers. 

P. C. You are merry Gentlemen—lI am not in the vein, 
Therefore, Dear Chartres, take theſe Fingers hence. 

St. A. My Lord, youlook a little-heavy, ſhall we Dance, Sing, 
Fence, take the Air, Ride— 

Vid. Come away Sir, the Prince ts indiſpos'd. 

St. A. Gad I remember now I talk of riding,at the Tournament 
of Mete, as I was riding the great Horſe--- 

Vid. Leave off your Lying, and come along, 

St. 4. With three puſhes of Pike, and fix hits of Sword, I 
wounded the Duke of Ferrara, Duke of Mi/l/ain, Duke of Parma, 
Prince of Cleve--- 

P. C. My Lord, I was not there--- 

St. 4. My Lord---I beg your Lordſhips pardon, I meant the 
Vidam of Chartres. 

Vid. You Lye, I was then at Rome. 

St. 4. My Lord--- 

Pol. Ha, Ha---Lord, Lord, how this World is given to Lying ! 
Ha---Come, come, you're damnably out, come away. 

St. A, My Lord, I beg your pardon, I ſee you are indifpos'd, 
beſides the Queen oblig'd me this Morning to let *em chooſe 
Colours for my Complexion--- 


V;d.Heark you,will you go or ſhallI--[ Pull;ng himz off by the Noſe. 


St. 4. My Friend, my Lord you ſee, is a little Familiar, but I 


am ever your Highneſs's moſt humble faithful obedient Servant. 
[Exennt. 


Manet P. Cleve. 


Fall of himſelf, the happy Man 1s gone 3 
Why wasnot | too caſt in ſuch a Monld > 


To think like him, or-not to think at all. 
C 2 | Enter 


TT og grooms 
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12 The Princeſs of Cleve: 
Enter the Princeſs of Cleve. 
Had he a Bride like me, Farth wou'd not bear him : 
But Oh I wiſh that it might cover me! 
Since Chartres cannot love me: OhT found it! 
Laſt night I found it in her cold Embraces ; 
Her Lips too cold---Cold as the Dew of Death : 
And ſtill wheneer I preſt her in my arms, 
I found my Boſom all afloat with Tears. 
Princeſs C. He weeps,O Heaven! my Lord--the Prince of Cleve. 
P. C. My Lite, my Deareſt part ! | 
Princeſs C. Why Sighs my Lord ? 
What have I done Sir, thus to diſcompole you ? 
P.C. Nothing, | 
Princeſs C. Ah Sir, there is a Grief within, 
And you wou'd hide it from me. 
P. C. Nothing my Chartres, nothing here but Love. 
Princeſs C. Alas, my Lord, you hide that Secret from me, 
Which I muſt know or think you never lov'd me. 

P.C. Ah Princeſs! that you lov d but halt fo well ! 

Princeſs C. I have it then, you think me Criminal, 
And tax my Honour--- . | 

P. C. Oh forbid it Heaven--- 

But fince you preſs me Madam, let me ask you, 

Why when the Princeſs led you to the Altar, 

Why cak'd the Tears upon your Bloodleſs Face ? 

Why ſigh'd you when your hand was claſp'd with mine ? 
As if your Heart, your Heart refus'd to joyn. 

Princeſs C. Ah Sir--- 

P. C. Behold, you're daſ{h'd with the remembrance 3 
Why when my Hopes were fierce, and Joys grew ſtrong, 
Why were you carri'd like a Coarſe along ? 

When like a Victim by my tide you lay, 

Why did you Gaſp, why did you Swoon away ? 

O ſpeak-— * 

You have a Soul ſo open and fo clear, 

That if there be a Fault it muſt appear, Hs 

Princeſs C. Alas you are not skill'd in Beauties cares, 
For Oh! when once the god his Wrath declares 5 


And 
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The Princeſs of Cleve. 
And St7gian Oaths have wing'd the bloody Dart, 
To make its paſſage thro the Virgins Heart: 
She hides her Wound, and haſting to the Grove, 
Scarce whiſp'ring to the Winds her conſcjous Love. 
The touch of him ſhe loves ſhe'll not endure, 
But Weeps and Bleeds, and ſtrives againſt the Cure: 
So judge of me when any Grief appears, 
Believe my Sighs are kind, and truſt my Tears. 
P. C. Vaniſh my Doubts, and Jealoufies be gon--- 
On thy lov'd Boſom let me break my Joy, 
O only Sweets that Fill, but never Cloy : 
And was it, was it only Virgins fear ? 
But ſpeak for ever and Pll ever hear. 
Repeat, and let the Ecchoes deal it round, 
While liſt*ning Angels bend to catch the Sound 3 
Nay, Sigh and Weep, drain all thy precious Store, 
Be kind, as now, and I'll complain no more. [ Exit. 
Princeſs C. Was ever Man ſo worthy to be loy'd, 
So good, ſo gentle, ſoft a Diſpoſition, 
As if no Gaul had mixt with his Creaticn : 
So tender and ſo fearful to diſpleaſe, 
No barbarous Heart but thine wou'd ſtop his entrance; 
But thou Inhumane baniſht him from his own. 
And while the Lordly Maſter lyes without, [ Enter Iren, 
Thou Trait'reſs, Rioteſts with a Thief within. 
Iren. Ah Madam, what new Grief! 
Princeſs C. Alaſs Iren, 
Thou Treaſurer of my thoughts--- | 
What ſhall I do? how ſhall I chaſe Nemorrs 
That Robber, Raviſher of my Repoſe? 
Tren. For the great care you wiſh, may I enquire 
Whether you think the Duke inſen{ible, 
Indifferent to the reſt of Woman-kind? 
Princeſs C. T1 muſt confeſs I did not think him fo 
Tho now I do--- But wou'd give half my Blood 
To think him otherwiſe--- 
Irev. Without the Expenſe, 
There take your wiſh,---a Letter which he dropt 


r4. The Princeſs of Cleve: 
In the Tennis-court, given the Queen Dauphin 
By her Page, and ſent to you to read.for your Diverſion, 


Princeſs C. Alas! Iren--- 
Why trembles thus my Hand, why beats my Heart ? 


But let us Read--- 
Reads--- 


Your affeftion has been divided betwixt me and another, you 
are Falſe---a Traytor to the trueſt Love---never ſee me more— 
Princeſs C. Ah tis too plain,I thought as mach before; but Oh ! 
we are too apt to excule the taults ot thoſe we love, and fond of 
our own undoing. 
Support me Oh to bear this dreadful pang, 
Fhis ſtab to all my gather'd Reſolution. 
Tren. Read tt agen, and call Revenge to aid you. 
Princeſs C. Perhaps he makes his boaſt too of the Conqueſt, 
For Oh! my Heart he knows too well, my Paſlion— 
But as thou haſt inſpir'd me, I'll revenge | 
The Affront, and caſt him from my Poyſon'd Breaſt, 
To make him room that merits all my thoughts. 
. Enter the Prince of Cleve with Nemours. 
P. C. Madam there is a Letter falln by accident into your 
hands—my Friend cornes in behalf of tle Vidam of Chartres to 
retrieve it, when I am diſmiſsd from the King my Lord, I'll wait 


you here again. 
New. My Lord— 
P. C. Not a ſtep further. [Exit P.C. 
New. Madam, I come moſt humbly to enquire, whether the 
Dauphin Queen ſent you a Letter which the Vida loſt ? 
Princeſs C. Sir, you had better | 
Find the Queen Dauphin out, tell her the truth, 
For ſhe's inform'd the Letter is your own. 
New. Ah Madam ! I have nothing to confeſs. 
In this Aﬀair—or 1t I had, believe me, 
Believe theſe Sighs that will not be kept in, 
I ſhou'd not tell it to the Dauphin Queen. 
But to the purpoſe; Know my Lord of Chartres 
Receiv'd the Note you faw, from Madam Tournor, 


i4l'F 


A former Miſtreſs—But the Secret's this— | 
The 


vv ho foo coco . 


——o_. 3 SSI: 
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The Siſter oC onr Henry long has lov'd him. 
Princc/« CT thought the King intended her for Savoy. 
New. True Madam, but the Vidam 1s belov'd $ 

In ſhort, he dropt tk- Letter, and defir'd, 

For fear of her he loves, that I wor'd own its 

I promis'd too to trace the Buſinels for him, 

And if *twere poſlible, regain the Letter, 
Princeſs C. TheVidam then has ſhewn but ſmall Diſcretion, 

Being engag'd ſo high— 

Why did he not burn the Letter ? 
New. But Madam, ſhall I dare preſume to fay, 

*Tis hard to be in Love and to be wile ? 

Oh did you know like him—like him! Like me, 

What *tis to languith 1n thoſe reſtleſs Fires. 
Princeſs C. Iren, Iren, reſtore the Duke his Letter. [ Exter Ire 
Nem. Madam, You've bound me ever to your Service, 

But T1I retire and ſtudy to repay, | 

If ought but death can quit the Obligation. [ Exit. 
Princeſs C. Q 'tis too much, I'm loſt, Fm loſt agen— 

The Duke has clear'd himſelf, to the confuſion 

Of all my ſettI'd Rage, and vow'd Revenge; 

And now he ſhews more lovely than before : 

He comes agen to wake my ſleeping Paſſion, 

To rouze me into Torture ; O the Racks 

Of hopeleſs Love ! it ſhoots, it glows, it burns, 

And thou alas! ſhalt ſhortly cloſe my Eyes. 
Tren. Alas! you're pale already. 
Princeſs C. Oh Iren— 

Methinks I ſee Fate ſet two Bowls before me, 

Poyſon and Health, a Husband and Newonrs 3 

But ſee with what a whirl my Paſſions move, 

I loath the Cordial of my Husband's Love 3 

But when Nemours my Fancy does recal, 

The Bane's fo ſweet that I cou'd drink it all. 


Finis Aus Prims. 
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ATE SCENE TL 


Tournon, La March. - 


Tour. FT works, my Dear, it works beyond belief, 
The Letter which he loſt has ſprung a Mine 
That ſhatters all the Court, each. Jealous Dutcheſs 
Concludes her Man concern'd, and ſtrait employs 
A Confident to find the Myſtery out. 
But that which takes the Queen, and makes me dye 
With Pleaſare, 1s, that Marguerite thinks 
Spite of the Imprecations of Nemours, 
The Letter ſent to him— 
La M. I ſee 'em move this way. | 
Tour. Haſt to St-Andre's Palace, watch their Wives,till Iappear— 
I have promisd Nemours an Afternoon Aflignation with 'em in 
Lzxemburg Garden, but I will antedate the bus'neſs as he 1s wait- 
ing, and ſet Margzerite upon him juſt as he meets *em, which will 
heighten the deſign 3 be gone while I attend the bus'neſs here— 
[ Exit La March. 
_ Enter Marguerite, Nemours, 
Marg. Away, you have combin'd to ruine me, | The Vidam. 
You have conſpir'd the Death of her you hate; 
But tellme, Oh! confeſs and Ill forgive thee 3 
Say it was thine, nay, look not on the Vidam, 
There 1s Diſcourſe in Eyes, Conſent, Denial, 
All underſtood by looks, fay it was thine, 
Confeſs, and lay this Tempeſt with a word. 
Not yet? why then Ill have it in deſpite 
Of thee and him, T11 fell my Soul to Hell, 
If Woman can be worth the Devil's purchaſe, 
After ſhe has been blown upon by Man ; 
That I way tell thee, as I fink for ever, 
Thou haſt been Falſe. 
New. You have heard me more than once 
Affirm, the Vidam (if you'll give him leave) 
Wall own 1t to your Face. Mare. 
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The Princeſs of Cleve: 
The Siſter of our Hezry long has lov'd him. 
Princeſs C. I thought the King intended her for Savoy. 
Nem. True Madam, but the Vidam is belov'd ; 
In ſhort, he dropt the Letter, and defir'd, 
For fear of her he loves, that I wou'd own it ; 
I promis'd too to trace the Buſineſs for him, 
And it 'twere poſlible, regain the Letter. 
Princeſs C. TheV7idam then has ſhewn but ſmall Diſcretion, 
Being engag'd ſo high— 
Why did he not burn the Letter ? 
New. But Madam, ſhall I dare preſume to fay, 
*Tis hard to be in Love and to be wile ? 
Oh did you know like him—like him! Like me, 
What *tis to languiſh in thoſe reſtleſs Fires. 
Princeſs C. Iren, Iren, reſtore the Duke his Letter. [ Exter Iren. 
New. Madam, You've bound me ever to your Service, 


- But T1 retire and ſtudy to repay, 


It ought but death can quit the Obligation. [ Exit. 
Prizceſs C. O 'tis too much, I'm loſt, I'm loſt agen— 
The Duke has clear'd himſelf, to the confuſion 
Of all my i7ettI'd Rage, and vow'd Revenge 
And now he ſhews more lovely than before : * 
He comes agen to wake niy ſleeping Paſſion, 
To rouze me into Torture ; O the Racks 
Of hopeleſs Love ! it ſhoots, it glows, it burns, 
And thou alas! ſhalt ſhortly cloſe my Eyes. 
Tren. Alas! you're pale already. 
Princeſs C. Oh Iren— | 
Methinks I ſee Fate ſet two Bowls before me, 
Poyſon and Health, a Husband and Newonrs 3 
But fee with what a whirl my Paſſions move, 
I loath the Cordial of my Husband's Love 3 
But when NeFzours my Fancy does recal, 
The Bane's ſo ſweet that I cou'd drink it all. 


Finis Aus Prim. 
.D 
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ACER SUTENE L 


Tournon, La March. 


Tour. T works, my Dear, it works beyond belief, 

TheLetter which he loſt has ſprung a Mine 

That fhatters all the Court, each Jealous Dutcheſs 
Concludes her Man concern'd, and ſtrait employs 
A Confident to find the Myſtery out. 
But that which takes the Queen, and makes me dye 
With Pleaſure, is, that Margugrite thinks 
Spite of the Imprecations of Nemours, 
The Letter ſent to him— 

{a M. I fee 'em move this way. 
Tour, Haſt to St-Ardre's Palace, watch their Wives,till [appear— 
T have promisd Nemours an Afternoon Aſlignation with 'em in 
Lnxemburg Garden, but I will antedate the bus'neſs as he is wait- 
ing, and ſet Margaerite upon him juſt as he meets 'em, which will 
heighten the deſign 3 be gone while I attend the busneſs here— 
[Exit La March, 


Enter Nemours, Marguerite. 


New. You have heard me more than once 
Affirm, the Vidam (if you'll give him leave) 
Will own it to your Face. 

Marg. Hear, hear him Heav'n 3 
_ By all Extreams thou art Falſe, therefore be gone, 
For if I look upon thee in. this Rage, 

[ ſhall do miſchief ; ſpeak not, but away—— 


[Nemours beckens the Vidam, they fteal off. 


Ezxter Tournon- 


Tour. Madam, the Duke has taken you at your word, and is gone 
with the Vidam; I made bold to over-hear part of yopr Diſcourſe, be- 
cauſe I have more of his Infidelity to tell you———Betwixt one and two 
in Luwewbure Garden he has appointed ſome Ladies —— / 


Marg. 
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Marg. Furies and Hel! ! 
Tour, Have Patience for an hour, Tl bring you to the place, where; 
if you pleaſe, you may fleſh your Fingers 1n the Blood of thoſe young 
Women, whom he meets to enjoy. _ 
Marg. No, no, I have a better Caſt, if I can conquer this rifing Spleen— 
How long will it be e'er your call me ? 
Tour. An hour or thereabouts 
Marg. And by that time I'l] put on a Diſguiſe 3 fail not 
Tour. But what do you intend ? 
Marg. I know not yet my (elf ; Revenge 
Tour. You had a Lover once, Francs the Dauphin—— 
Marg. Be that then the laſt Card I know not what; 
The Dauphin ſhall T'll do't, and openly affront him ——— 
And as the little Worſhippers adore me, 
Spy the Duke out, and leaning on the Prince, 
Enquire who's that : It ſhall beſo, I will—— _ 
Revenge, Revenge, and ſhew thy ſelf true Woman. 
Down then, proud Heart, down Woman, down, I'll try, 
Ill do't, Ie ſworn, to curb my Will or dye. [Exeant. 


SCENE 11. 
St. Andre, Poltrot, Bellamore. 


Bell, ELL, Gentlemen, good Morrow, and remember my Counſe. 
Pol. What, to bear our ſelves like Men of Witand Senſe, 
Snub our Wives, Rally 'em, and be as Witty as the Devil? Ces 
$2. 4, With all my heart, 'tis not my time of Afſignation yet with my 
Dutcheſles, and this is very Faſhionable. 
Bell. T've put you in the way—And fo good Morrow. LExtt. 
Pol. They come, they come, CEzxter Elianor 47d Celia. 
Walk by 'em, take no notice, and Repeat Verſes. 
Phillss did in fo ſtrange a Poſture lye 
Panting and Breathlefs, languiſhing her Eye, 
She ſeem'd to live, and yet the ſeem'd to Ops : 
St. 4. I grow ſick of the Wife—Prithe Poltrot let's go. 
Pol. Whither thou wilt, ſo we get rid of em——Z'life I am as weary 
of mine, as a Modiſh Lady of her old Cloaths 


Gel. What does the Maggot bite, you muſt be © jogging from this place 

of little Eaſe?' yet I am reſolv'd to know ſome 

not be as good Company as a Wench. : 
Pol. Prithe Spouſe—— do not provoke me, for I'm in the Witty Vein, 


and ſhall Repartee thee to the Devil. 
D 2 _ El. Pray, 


on, why a Wife may 
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EI. Pray, St. Andre, leave trifing your Curls, your affeted Nods, 
Grimaces, taking of Snuff, and anſwer me—— Why are we not as plea- 
frag 02 formerly ? =D,” : | | 

t. 4. Why, Nell-—Gad 'tis ſpecial ——T his Amarum is very pun- 
gent=—Why,Vel,I can give no morereaſon for my change of humour, 
than for the turning of a Weather-cock 3 only this, I love Whoring, 
becauſe I love Whoring. : 

Pol. Nay, fince you provoke us, know I can give a reaſon; we run 
after Whores, becauſe you bar us from 'em—As fome take pleaſure 
to goa Deer-ſteeling that have fine Parks of their own——Gad, and 
there I was with her——T his itch of the Blood, Spoule, is nothing bur 
2 Spice of the firſt great Jilt your Grand-mother Ewe z we long for the 
Fruit, becauſe it is forbidden. D 

St. 4. Nay, that's not all, for Miſles are really more pleaſant-than a 
Wife can be, Probatum eff, A Wile dares not aſſume the Liberty of 
_ pleafing like a Miſs, for fear of being thought one. A Wife may pretend 
co dutiful affection, and buſtle below, bur muſt be Rill at nighe. Tis 
Mik alone may be allow'd Flame-and Rapture, and all that 

Cel. Yet how do you know, but a Wite may have Flame agd Rapture, 
and 2l that . 

Pol. *Tis impoſſible, 'tis the Nature of a Wife to be as cold as a 
Stone———There's Slap Daſh for you——— 

Gel. Yet out of a Stone a Man of Senſe wou'd ſtrike Fire: There's 
_ Daſh for you 

1, Will you be Conſtant to ys, if we make it appear by your own 
Confeſſion, that we can pleaſe as well as the ſubt{t She that ever 
charm'd you? | 
' $t. A, Till which Miracle come to paſs, ſince *twas your own Propo- 
ſition, I St, Andre and thou Elzanor come not between a pair of Sheets — 

EL How ſhou'd they, know then ? 

Pol, Nor I Antony with thee Gelza. 

El. Bug we hope you are not in earneſt, you cannot be ſo Inhumane. 

Cel. 'Tis a Curſe beyond all Curſes, ro have a Man that can and will 
not 'tis worſe than teaching a Fool, or leading the Blind, 

#1. To Marry and live thus, is to be like Fiſh in Froſty Weather, 
have Water, bur pine for want of Air. | 

Cel. Yer, who knows but Heav'n may ſend ſome Kind Good Man, 
that in meer pity may break the Ice, and give us a Breathing ? 

El, Can you be (o hard-hezrted? 


Pol, Come Bully, let's away, for fear we ſhou'd melt 3 look ye Spouſes 


of ours, if our Wenches prove ill-humour'd, we'll come back to you. 
St. 4. Agreed, rather than grow Ruſty let our Wives File us 


Be I chank Heava 'tis not come to that yet-—There's no ſuch wane, 


[ 
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PI have you to know Nell, there's no Woman can refiſtme if ſhe wou'd, 
no Dutcheſs ſcapes me, if I make it my bus'neſs tocompals her. 

Pol. Any Man of Wit and Senſe like us, Charms all Women, as 
one Key unlocks all Doors at Court—— Nay, PII ay a bold word for 
my ſelf, Turn me to the ſharpeſt Shrow that ever Bir or Scratch, if I 
do not make her feed out of my hand like a tame Pidgeon, may I be 
condemn'd to lye with my. Wife. ; : 

El. Fleſh and Blood can endure no longer, you are the vaineſt lying 
Fellows that ever liv'd, you compals a Dutcheſs ——There's not a Foot- 
man but wou'd ſhame you. - 

St. 4. Z Death and Fury, if on ſhou'd try 

Gel. You pitiful, ſaeaking, raſcally Cuckold, countenanc'd Scoundrels, 
that dare Beſpatter Ladies of Honour thus For Heaven ſake what 
areyou, how do you live, and where do you ſpend your time? 1n Ten- 
nis-Courts, Taverns, Eating-houſes, Bawdy-houſes, where you quarrel 
in Drink for your Trulls, who while you Manfully Fight their Cauſe, 
ay run away with your Hats and Belts 

li. Then you come home, and- ſwear you'll be reveng'd on this Lord, 
or that Duke, that aſſaulted you fingle, with all his Foor men. _ * 

Gel. And, ſays my Gentleman, if I had not been the moſt Skillful 
Perſon alive, my Body had been by this time like an Old-faſhion'd Suir, 
Pink'd all over, and full of Ilet-holes. | 

El. But didhe not diſarm my Lord art laſt ? 

Cel. By all means, and made him beg his Life. | | 
r; = Whea indeed he compounded with the Conſtable for his own 

iberty. ' 

Gel. You Perſons of Quality—— What Perſon of Honour wou'd keep 
company with ſuch Debauches? Z'life Madam, an Orange-wench is above 
their Ambition. | 

El, An Orange-wench ! If they can but run in her debt, and the poor 
Creature come dunning- 'em to their Lodgings, they'll Swear they lay 
with her, when they dare not be-known that they are withi 

Gel. Sometimes lye Lolling upon a long Scarf in the Play-houſez ralk- 
ing loud and affeedly, and Swear at night they had the prettieſt thing 
juſt come out of the Country. = 

El. And wiſh themſelves Damn'd if the did not \mell of the Graf. 

Cel. When in truth *'cwas ſome diſguis'd Bawd, that met 'em- there ac- 
cording to Aſſignation. | 

Pol. Heark you Potiphar's Wife of mine,. by Pharaoh's lean Kine thou 
ſhalr ſtarve for this. 

St. 4. And for thee Nel!——Mark me, thou ſhalt Dream. and be tor- 
mented with Imagination, like one that having drunk hard. is thirſty.jin 
che Night, dreamsof Vellels brim-full, and drinks and drinks, yet never 


is atisfied. i 


” 266 ' The Princeſs of Cleve: 
- Pol. For my part, I'll ferve my Damn'd Wife as Taxtalu-was puniſh'd 
the Fruit ſhall bob at her Lips,- which ſte ſhall never enjoy. 
Fo | 3 (Exeunt St. A. Pol. 

Eli. Very well, the World's come to a fine paſs; if this be Marrying, 
wou'dI were.a Maid agen. Men take Wives now as they ſnatch up a 
Gazette, look it over and then fling it by. 

. Gel. They forget ns in a'day or two, or if they read us over agen, *tis 
uy to rub up Remembrance, and commonly they fall aſleep ſo. 
[;, What's to be done Child ? for rather than live thus —— 

Gel. Rather than live thus ler's do any thing. 

Eli. Any thing Rogue, why Cuckolds are things. 

Ge]. Perhaps they think we have no ſuch thing as Fleſh and Blood 
about: us, . but- we'll make *em know, a young Woman in the flour of 
. her Age, isnat like painted Fruit in a Glaſs, only to be look'd on 
Perhaps you are a more Contemplative Perſon, and will go farther abour. 


El. What, Dear Rogue, doſt think'l will leave thee? by this Ki. 


not I, 
Gel. Thiis then we'll {lip an long Scarfs, and black Gowns, put on Masks, 
and rage about. | "7h ak. 
. Rare Rogue, ler me Kiſs thee agen—— Certainly Intrigueing is 


che pleaſanteſt part of Life; to meet a Gallant abroad in a Summers 
Evening, and Laugh away an hour or two in a Garden Bower, where 
no body ſees nor no body knows, methinks *cis fo pretty- and harmleſs, 
Lord, how it works in niy Fancy — | 
\ Cel. We muſt tell Madam Tourzon by all means —— © . * 

Ek. I believe her Secret, and know her very good Natur'd ; | but for 
all that, methinks ſhe has the Cant of a refin'd Florence Bawd 


Ezter Tournon. * 


.-Gel- The better for our purpoſe, the comes as with'd. 

Tour. Dear: Precious Roſebuds your Servant, now for allthe World 

you 10k as you were New-blowns and how do ye my pretty Primroſes? 

tis a whole day finceT ſaw ye. | 

Gel. Oh Madam! we have a Suit to your Ladiſbip. 

Toxe. I grant it whate'er it be; '(peak my Hyacinth. 

Elt. Oar Husbands are worſe than ever. 

Gel. They uſe us as if we had neither Beauty nor Portion. | 

Tow. What's this I hear ? O Ingrate and Ignoble ! Revenge your ſelves 


Sweetings—— Tis time to, pule and put Finger in Eye, when you ate + 


paſt Propagation, But my Lady-birds you are in your Prime, let me 
touch your delicate Hands—— Well; and' do nor theſe hamid-Palms 
eli; Mag ——— Nay, andyour Breaſts, Lord! Lord! how (yoll'n 
and hard they are, how they heave and pant now, by Gynthza, as if they 
w_ were 
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were ready to burſt? look to't, have a careof a Cancer, draw*'em down, 
- draw 'em down, for let me tell you Jewels, it may be dangerous for you 
to.go thus long without Cultivation— | 

El What wou'd yot have us do Madam ? 

Tour. Do Violet? why do as all the World does beſide, loſeno Time, 
catch him by the Forelock, get a Man to Your mind Fil acquainc 
you with one that's as true as the day, that will Fight like a Lion, and 
Love like a Sparrow ——He has Eyes as black as Slows, you can hardly 
look on 'em, and a Skin, ſo white—and ſoft as Sattin with the Grain : 
And for thee Tulip- 

Cel. For me Madam ! 

Tour. For thee Hony-Suckle, ſuch a Man, well, I ſhall never forget 
him, ſuch a trait bole of a Body, ſuch a Trunk, ſuch a ſhape, ſuch a 
quick ſtrength, he will over any thing he can lay his hand on, and Vaults 
to Admiration. 

El. But Madam, will you provide us Lodgings on occaſion 

Tovr. The Richeſt in che Town, the coſtlieſt Hangings, great Glaſſes, 
Ghina Diſhes, Silver Tables, Silver Stands, and Silver Urinals—And 
then theſe Gallants are the clofeft Lovers, fo good at keeping a Secrer— 

ell, give me your Man that ſays nothing, but minds the bus'nefs in 
hand—For a Secret Lover's like a Gun charg'd with White Powder,does 
Execution but makes no noiſe. 

Gel. Well, and let me tell you that's the Point, Madam 

Toar, Ay, and 'tis a Precious Poinr, a Feeling Point, and a Pleaſing 
Point ; you thall know him, yow muſt know him, I thall dye if you don'c 
know him He has the fling of a Gentleman. 

-- Eb. Pray Madam, how's that? | 

Tour. Why thus Apricock——Into your Arms, then ſtops your Mouth 
with a donble-rongu'd Engliſh Kiſs, that you can't be angry with him for 
your Blood. 

Gz1. T know 'tismy: filchy Country way——But I'll aflure you if he 
ſhould ſerve me ſo, my Blood would riſe at him. 

Toxy. But then' you'd repent and fall before him, for he has the moſt 
particular obliging way, and (he whom he particularly loves, is ſo oblig'd 
with his Particular —— Well, for my parc, my Twins of Beauty, I (ec 
an infinite Value on their Chareſles, Diſtrefles and Addreflesz nay, I 
cou'd refuſe a Quilt Imperial, to be oblig'd by them, tho on the bare 
Boards, or the cold Stones. 

El. Bur, Madam, are they in being— 


Four. They are my Bloffoms——Then they KiG beyond Imagination, 
juſt for all the World as when you cur a pure Juicy G4:z4a Orange, the 
Goodneſs runs over——Lord! now it comes in my Cogitation, I'm-juſt 

aow going to take a View of 'ern' in Luxemburg Garden, where, - uu 
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pleaſe to walk, they ſhall Sun themſelves id your Smiles—=Come my 
Carnations, pay, I proteſt I will not 25 before _ w_— Come my 
Gel. But, Madam, we're at home. + 
Tour. O Lord, Beauties! I know not the way. 


El:. Indeed Madam you muſt or we ſhall uſe Violence ——< 
Tozr. Well Ladies, tince 'tis your command, I dare Xe but cher. 
O©Xeunt. 


SCENE III. 


Nemours, Bellamore. 


Mem,” Hou Dear Soft Rogue, my Spouſe, my Hepheftion, my Ga- 
| aymed, nay, if I dye to night my Dukedom's thine——Bar 
art thou ſure the Princeſs of Glewe withdraws here after Dinner —— 

Bell. One of her Women whom I have Debauch'd, tells me 'tis her 
Cuſtom; - you may flip into the Cloſet and over-hear all, and yet me- 
thinks 'tis hard, becauſe the Prince of Cleve loves you as his Life. 

Nem. I fav'd his Life, Sweet-hearr, when he was affaulced by a mi- 
ſtake in the dark, and ſhall hegrudge me a little Fooling with his Wite, 
for ſo ſerious an Obligation? + 

| Enter the Vide ——— 
A Pox upon him, here comes the Y:aaz with his owre Morals 

Vid. *Tis certain I like her— She's very pretty, and Tourzoz lhallſhelp 


me to her 
New. In Love, by my Lechery—Ay, and ſhe ſhall helpthee to her 


But who, but who 1't my Man of Principles 
Via. To tell your Grace, I am ſure were to be a Man of none for my 
ſelf——You that are the Whores Ingroſſer—Let me ſee——There's 
Tourzon your Ubiquitary Whore, your Bawd, your Bawd Barber or 
Bawd Surgeon, for you're ever under her hands, and ſhe Plaiſters you 
every day with new Wenches- —Then there's your Domeſtick 1 er- 
magant—ElLanor and Gelia, with ſomething new in Chaſe——Why you 
outdo Ceſarhimſelf in your way, and dictate to more Whores at once 
than he did to Knaves—— Believe me Sir, ina little time you'll benick'd 
the Town-Bull. it | 
Nem, Why there's the difference betwixt my Senſe and yours; wou'd 
I were, and your Darklin Miſtreſs. the firſt ſhou'd come in my way, 
Fove and Europa, 1'd.leap her in thy Face——Why, how now Videm, 
what Devil has turn'd thee Grave, the Devil of Love, or the Devil of 


Envy? 
Va. Friendſhip, mere Friendſhip and care of your Soul; I thought ic 


but juſt, to tell you the whole Town takes notice of your way. bn 
em. 
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Nm. Why then the whole Town does me wrong, _ becauſe I take no 
notice of theirs; thus rother night I was in company with two or three 
well-bred Fops, that found fault with my Obſcenity, and proteſted 
'ewas ſuch a way Why 'tis the way of ye all, only you ſneak with 
it under your Cloaks like Taylors and Barbers; and I, as a Gentleman 
ſhon'd do, walk with it in my hand. For prithee obſerve, does not 
your Prieſt the ſame thing ? did not I fee, Father Patrick} declaiming 
againſt Fleſh in Lext, ſtrip up ro the Elbow; and telling the Congre- 
pon he had eat nothing but Fiſh theſe twenty years, yer proceſt to the 
Ladies, that Fat Arm of his, which was a chopping one, was the leaſt 
Member about him? 


Bell. Faith, and it may be fo too. | 
Nem. Does not your Politician, your little great Man of bus'neſs, that 


ſets the World rogether by the Ears, after all his Plotting, Drudging 
and Sweating at Lying, retire to ſome little Punk and untap at Night? 

Vid. I ſubmit to the weight of your Reaſons, and confels the whole 
World does you Injuſtice, wherefore I judge ic fit that they bring your 
Grace their Wives and Daughters to make you amends. 

Nem. Why now thou talk'ſt like an honeſt Fellow, for never let 
bus'ne(s Flatrer thee Frak into Nonſenſe : Women are the ſole Plea- 
ſure of the World; nay,I had rather part with my whole Eſtate, Health 
and Senſe,than loſe an Inch of my Love I was tother day at a pretty 
Entertainment; where two or three Grave Politick Rogues were won- 
d'ring, why Women ſhou'd be brought into Plays 3 I as gravely reply'd, 
the World was not made without 'em 3 he full Pop upon me——Bur. 
Sir, it had been better if it had 

}id. And theg no doubt a gloomy Smile aroſe 

Nem. Theſe are your Rogues, Frank, that wou'd be thought Cri- 
ticks, that are never pleas'd but with ſomething new, as they call ir, 
juſt, proper,and never as men ſpeak ; you're out of the way,men that hate 
us Rogues with a way—— | 
þ as Bat after all this they'll run you down, and fay your Grace is no 

cholar—— | 

Nem. Why, Faith, nor wou'd be, if Learning muſt wrench a Man's 
Head quite round 3 I underſtand my Mother-tongue well enough, and 
ſome others juſt as I do Women, not to be married co *em, bur to ſerve 
my turnz what's good in "em never {capes me, bur as for Points and 
Tags, for which thoſe ſolemn Fops are to be valued, I light *em, . nor 
wou'd remember 'em if I cou'd; for he that once liſtens to Jingling, ren 
to one if ever he gets it out of his head while he lives—Bur -prithee - 
be gone, and leave me to my Muſing 3 find Tozrzoz out, my Vida, and 
bid her remember the Handkercher—Away, thou art concern'd in; the 
bus'neſs,. therefore away. ; [Exeunt Vid. Bell. 

? 4 
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Enter the Princeſs of Cleve, Irene: 


Nem. She comes, ye Gods, with what a pompous State 5 
The Stars and all Heav'ns Glories on her wair, 
That's out of the way to0— 
Princeſs G. No, no, I charge thee pity me no longer, 
But on the Earth let us conſult our Woes : 
For Earth I ſhall be ſhortly 5 fit and hear me, 
While on thy Faithful Boſom thus I lean | 
My akeing Head, and breath my cruel Sorrows. 
Tres. Speak Madam, ſpeak, they'll ſtrangle if contain'd— 
* Princeſs G.As late I lay uporia flow ry Bank, 
My Head 2 little heav'd beyond the Verge, 
To look my Troubles in the Rockleſs Stream, 
I flept, and dreamt I ſaw 
The bofom of the Flood unfold | 
I ſaw the Naked Nymphs ten Fathom down, 
With all the Cryſtal Thrones in their Green Courts below, 
Where in their buſte Arms Aemoars appear'd : 
His Head reclin'd, and {wolFn as he were drown'd, 
Whileeach kind CGoddefs dew'd his Senſeleſs Face 
With Necars drops to bring back Life in vain : 
When on 2 fadden the whole Synod roſe 
AndJlaid him to my Lips Oh my Irexe ! 
Forgive me Honour, Duty—Love forgive me, 
I found a Pleaſure I ne'er felt before, 
Diſflolving Pains, and Swimming ſhuddering Joys, 
To which my Bridal Nighe with Gkwe was dull—— 


_ Enter the Prince of Cleve. 


trez. Behold him, Madam. 
P. G. Ha ! my Ghartres —How — 
Why on the Earth ? 
' Princeſs G. Becauſe, my Lord, it ſuirs 
The.hamble poſture of my fad Condition- 
_P. G Theſe Starts agen 5 but why thy ſad Condition ? 
O rife and tell me why this Melancholy ! 
Why fall thoſe Tears? Why heaves this Boſom thus? | 
Nay, I muſt then, conſtrain thee with my Arms. [Reſe. 
K'c 2 does then thy load of Grief -\ ; om: 2 
#rels thee fo,.thou canſt not ſpeak for Sighing—, _- ,! 
Ah Ghartres, Ghartres ! then thou didſt but ſooth me, 
mo | 


» bY... 


_ There 


But now for my Cloſer. CExet. 
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There is ſome canſe, too frightful to be told, 
And thou haſt learnt the art too to difſemble. 

Princeſs G. O Heavens ! diſlemble when I ftrip my Soul, 
Shew it all bear, and trembling to your view 
Can you ſuſpe& me Sir, for a Diſſembler? 
'P. GC. By all my Hopes, Doubts, Jealouſies and Fears, 
I know not what to think, I think thou ſhow'ſt 
Thy inmoſt thought, and now I think thou doſt not. 
I think there is a Boſom ſecret ſtil], 
And have a dawn of it through all thy Folds 
That hide it from my view : O truſt me Gleve! 
Truſt me whate'er it be; I love thee more 
Than thou lov'ſt help for that which thus -inthrauls thee. 
Truſt thy Dear Husband,O let looſe the _ 
That makes thee droop, though it ſhou'd be my death ! 
By thy dear (elf TÞ'1l welcome it to eaſe thee. 
Princeſs G.Thou beſt of all thy Kind, why ſhou'd you rack me, 

Who dare not, cannot ſpeak—No more but this, | 

Take me from Pars from the Court. : 
P, G. Ha, Ghartres, how ! 

What from the Court of Pars, why ? 
* Princeſs G. Becauſe—my Mothers Death-bed Counſel (o adviſed me, 
Becauſe the Court has Charms, becaule 1 love 
A Grotto beſt,becauſe 'tis beſt for you 
And me, and all the World. 

P. G. Becauſe, O Heaven! 

Becauſe there is ſome curſed Charm at Court, 

Which you love better than me and all the World. 

The Reaſon's plain, for which you wou'd remove, 

To loſe the Mem'ry of ſome lawleſs Love. 

Princeſs G. Why then am I detain'd, if that's your fear ? 

P.C. Ir is, itought, and ſhall, and Oh ! you muſt 
Confeſs this horrid Falſhood tomy Face. 

Princeſs G. Never, my Lord, never confeſs a Lye, 

By Heav'nsI love your Life above my own. 

P. GC. Not that, not that, ſpeak home and fly not wide, 

Swear by thy ſelf, thou deariy purchas'd Pleaſure, 

Swear by thoſe Chaſter Sweets thy Mother left thee 

Swear that thy Soul, which cannot hide a Treaſon, 

Prefers me ev'n to all the World 3 Hold Precious, 

Swear that thou lov'it him more-—And only lov'ſt him, 

And in ſuch Senſe as not to love another. 

Princeſs G. Ah, Sir ! why will you link me to-your Feet, 
Where I muſt lye and groan my Life away? 
2 
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P. C. Speak Chartres, Speak, nor let the name of Husband 
Sound Terror to thy Soul; for by my hopes 
Of Paradice, howe'er thou uſeſt me, 
I am thy Creature, ftill ro make and mould me 
Thy cringing crawling Slave, and will adore 


The hand that kills me 
Princeſs GC. O you are to0'good ! 
. And I muſt never hope for Pardon—Yet 
E cou'd excule it; but my Lord I will not. 
Know then——]1 cannot ſpeak. 
P. CG. Ncr I by Heav'n. 
Princeſs G. 1 Love. 
P,CG. Goon. : 
Princeſs G. I love you as my Soul. 
P, C. Ha-—But the reſt. 
Princeſs G. Alas, alas, I dare not 
P, GC. Why then farewel for ever —— 
Princeſs G. Stay and take it—— 
Take the extreameſt Pang of tortur'd Vertue, 
Take all, I love, I love thee Glene as Life 
Bur Oh ! I love, I love another more—— 
P. G. Oh Chartres! Oh—— 
Prenceſs C. wy did you rack me then ? 
You were reſolv'd, and now you have it all. 
P, G. All Ghartres! All! Why, can there then be more ? 
But riſe, and know I by this Kiſs forgive thee. 
Thou haſt made me wretched: by the cleareſt proof 
Of perfe&t Honour that e'er flow'd from Woman. 
But crown the miſery which you have begun, 
And let me know who *tis you wou'd avoid, 
Who is the happy wan that had the power 
To burn that Heart which I coa'd never warm. 
Princeſs G. Forgive me Sir, in this Prudence commands. 
Eternal filence—— 
P.G. Ha! if filent now, 
Why didſt thou ſpeak ar all? If here thou ftop'ſt 
I ſhall conclude that which I thought thy vertcue,, 
A ſtart of paſſion which. thou cou'dſt not hide, 
And now Vexation gnaws thy guilty: Soul 
With a tod late Repentance for confeſſing 
His name—— 
Princeſs G. You ſhall not know ic——Yes my Lord,. * 
Now a too late Repentance tears my Soul, 
And tells me I have done amid co truſt you; 


= 


Yet 
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Yet by my hopes of eaſe at laſt by Death, 
I (wear my Love has never yet appear*d 
To any Man but you— 
P, G. Weep not my-CGhartres, for howe'er my Tongue 
Upbraid thy Fame, my Heart Rill worſhips thee, 
And by the Blood that chills me round —1I ſwear 
From this ſad Moment, I'll n&er urge thee more 3 
All that I beg of thee, is not to hate me. 
Princeſs G. The ſtudy of my Life f1.all be to love you. 
P, G. Never, Oh never ! I were mad to hope it, 
Yet thou ſhalt give me leave to fold thy hand, 
To prels it with my Lips, to figh upon it, 
And waſh it with my Tears 


Princeſs G. I cannot bear this kindneſs without dying. | 
er, 


P, C. Nay, we will walk and talk ſometimes toger 
Like Age well call to mind the Pleaſures paſt. 
Pleaſures like theirs, which never ſhall return, 

For Oh! my Ghartres, ſince thy Heart's eſtrang'd, 
The pleaſure of thy Beauty is no more, 

YetI each night will ſee thee ſoftly laid, 

Kneel by thy ſide, and when thy Vows are paid, 
Take one laſt ki(s, Cer I ro Death retire, 

With that the Heav'ns had giv'n us equal fire ; 
Thea ſigh, it cannot be, and ſo expire. 


Exter Nemours; 


She Loves, ſhe Loves, and I'm the happy Man, 
She has avow'd it, paſt all preſident, 

Before her Husbands Face 
Ha! but from Love like hers ſuch daring virtue, . 
That like a bleeding Quarry lately chas'd, 

Plunges among the Waves,. or turns at Bay, 

What is there to expet—But— let it come 

The worſt can happ'n, yet 'tis glorious ſtill. 

To bring to ſuch Extreams ſo chaſt a mind, 

And charm to love the wiſeſt of her Kind. 


Emter Vidam. 


gr” 


Exeunt. : 


Ah YVidam! T cou'd tell thee ſuch a Story of ſuch a Friend of mine;. 
the oddeſt, prettieſt, our of the-way of bus'nels, bur thou art ſo flippant 


there's no truſting thee. | 
Vid. Tournon ſays the Flag's held out —— 


\ 
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Nem. Tournon be Damn'd—— Know then, but be ſecret, there'is a 
Eriend of mine belov'd But by a Soul to Vertuous, 

Vid, That was too much 

Neem. That quite'from the method of all Womankind, ſhe told it to 
her Husband. . | 

Vid. That's ſtrange indeed: 'And how did her Husband like it? 

Nem. Why, after a tedious paſſionate Diſcourſe, approved her car- 
riage, and {wore he lov'd her more than ever; o they cry'd and kilg'd, 


and went away moſt lovingly together. 

Vid. Why then ſhe Cuckolds him ro rights, nor can he take the Lay 
of her; and [ll be judge by any Bawd in Chriſtendom-—-And fo my 
Lord farewell, I have bus'neſs of my own, and Tournon waits you—— 

Nem. But.heark you, Frazk, I have occafion for you, and muſt prels 
thee, Ihope, to no unwellcome Ofhce—on!y a Second 

Vid. With all my heart, my Lord, the time and place. 

New. Juſt now in Luxemburg Garden, betwixt one and two, a Chal- 
lenge from a couple, the ſmarteſt, briskeſt, prettieſt Tilting Ladies —— 

Vid. Your Servant Sir, and as you thrive, let me hear from your Grace, 
and fo Fate ſpeed your Plow. [Extt. 


Exter Tournon with Marguerite. 


Nem. And fo Fate ſpeed your Plow, and you go to that, and I (hall 
tell you Sir, *rwas not hand{omly done, to leave me thus to the Mercy of 
two unreaſonable Women at once. 

Tour. You have him now in view, and ſo I leave you. [Ex:t. Tour, 

Marg. Stand Sir. 

New. To a Lady, while I have breath. 

Mzirg. Wou'd you not fall to a Lady too,if ſhe ſhou'd ask the Favour? 

Nem. Ay, Gad, any pretty Woman may bring me upon my Knees at 
her pleaſure. "7 y | + : 

Marg. O Devil ; 

Nem. Prithee my dear ſoft warm Rogue, let thee andI be kind—— 

Marg. And Kiſs, you were going to lay. 
 Nem. Z'Life, how pat ſhe hits-me, why thou and I were made for 
-one another—Ler's try how our Lips fit. 

Marg. Is that your fitting ? .. 

New. *Fore Heaven ſhe's wond'rous quick 3 Nay, my Dear, and you 
go to that, I can fit you every way——> | Eq . 

Marg, Youare a notorious talker. 

Arm. And a betcer doec; prithee try. 

Marg. Asif that were to do now. | 

New. Nay then I'm ſure of thee, for never was a Woman mine once, 
but.was mine always. x 


Marg, 


Cuckold— lf he pleas'd to give his conſent ——.;; 


poſitive in your opinion, for by his whitely caft, 
muſt be the Man fork'd inthe Book of Fate—— 


at this Lottery,” © 
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Mars. Know. then you are a heavy fluggiſh Fellow 53 but I ſee there 
is no _ Faith in Man chan Woman, Cork and Feathers. ' , | 
Nem, Make a Shittlecork. that's Woman, let me, if you pleafe, be 
Battledoor, and by Gad for a day and a night I11 keep up withany Fel- 
low in Chriftendomn. Wa . 
oy: Come away thenand I'll keep count I warrant you—Monſter— 
Villa —-—-; MI. . ; | 
New. Now is the Devil and I as great as ever——]I come my Dear— 
But then what becomes of my other Dears—— For whom I- was Prim'd 
and Charg'd 
Marge. Why dont you come my Dear ? 
Nem There with that (weet word ſhe cock'd me-- 
Marg. Lord! how you tremble 
New. There the-Pan flaſh'd 
Marg. T'\l fet my Teeth in you. : 
Nem. Now 1 go of —O Man! O Woman! OFleſh! © Devil! 


Finis AFus Secundi. 


—_—_ Cn— 


A'C T III. SCENE I. 


The Vidam, Tournon. 


band—— What wou'd I give to know her—— Without 


Tour, \ Woman in Love with another, and confeſs it to her Hus- 
L£ XA allqueſtion Nemours is the Perſon belov'd, 


Vid. That's plain by his eagerneſs in the Diſcovery, he' forc'd meto 
hear him whether I wou'd.ax.ga.3.. yet. wbat I fo admire in-his Temper, 
is, that for all the former Heat, I no ſooner mentioned you, but he flew 


trom it, and run upon another Scent, as if the firſt had never been.” 


Tour. Where did you find him? _. 


' Vid, At the Princeſs of Cleve's, and my Heart tells me that's the Lady 


that acquainted her Flu bow ſhe was determyn'd 7 make him 2 


; , 
: | 
. 


Tour. My Judgment, which is moſt Sagacious in. eſe Marcers, moſt 
ug: Frince' of Glroe 


Vid. And yet 'tisq 


d, that Nemow!s of alt\Meh,. thou hatd fich Iek 
f L mes Il Yo, | , 4 \ Oo a Yi 1] * it f ry : 
4 * _ Fil. «4 +4 = - z , TER "bg 8 wy y : | Tour, 


L 
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> Toxr.”'O to chooſe, myLord! becauſe ſhe's nice and preciſes Tone 
 demure Ladies that are fo'Squob-in company," are Devils ina AB. ng 

- they are'a ſort of melancholy Birds, that ne'er peep abroad by day, but 
they to whit, to whou ir at night; nay, to my particularknowledge 
all grave Women love wild Men, and if they can bur appear civil ac 
fir(t, chey-certainly ſnap *em'3 for mark their Language, the Man is 2 
handſom Man, if he had but Gracez the Man has Wit, Parts and ex- 
<cellent Gifts, if he wott'd but make a right uſe of *emz why all theſe 
It's are but civil Pimps to-a moſt Bawdy concluſion ——But ſ(ee,l deſcry 
him wictha Mask yonder 

Vid. You'll remember St. Azare's Lady for this Diſcovery. 

Tour, If ſhe be not yours to night, never acquaint me with a Myſtery 
agen | 
Vid. Not a word to the Duke My Gravity-gets me a hank over 
him—Therefore if you tell him of any Love Matters of mine, you muſt 
never hope for more Secrets 

Tour. Trouble not your head, but away. CExit. Vid, 
So this gets me a Diamond from the Queen,an Embaſſadors Merit at leaſt; 
' -Confeſs to her Husband, alas poor Princeſs—See, they come; but that 
which ſtartles me, is how a Woman of Marguerite's Sex can contain all 
This while as the ſeems to do 3 but perhaps ſhe deſigns to pump him— 
Or has ſome further end, which I muſt learn. 


Exter Nemours ard Marguerite. 


arg. But did you never promile thus before ? ; 

Nem. Never ——Bur why theſe Doubts Thou haſt all the Wit 
in the World—Thou know'ſt I love thee without Proteſtations, why 
then this delay ? | 
Marg. I have not conversd with you an hour, and you are for running 
-over me: No Sir, 'but if you can have patience till the Ball——Oh I 


all borſt—— | | Wk —” 
-- New, Patience, I muſt ;' but if it were not. for the clog of thy Modeſty, 
we might haye been in the third Heav'n by this, and have danc'd at the 
Ball belide——Ha! you faint——Take oft your Mask—— 
 » Marg. Unhand me, or —Bur pray, eer we part, let me ask you 
ſerious queſtions what if you _ſhou d haye pick'd upz DevilIncarnate * 
* .Nem. Why, by your loving to go in the dark thus, I make me begia 
ro ſuſpe&t you-——But be a Devil and thou wilt, if we muſt be Damn'd 
together, who:can help it—— 
Marg, 1 thall not hold 


. New, Yer,.now I think og'r, thou canſt be no Devil, thou art ſo fraid 
of Sins ; for you refis'd" "ine inſt now, © wheti T profet'd to {el} my 
{e1f,. and ſeal the Bargain with the beſt of my Blood, 


Marg. 


FASDST> aide. 


Morg. But if I ſbou'd permit you, cou'd you find in your heart to in- 


gender with a damn'd Spirit ? | : OeREy 
Nem. Yes marry cou'd I, for all you ask the queſtion ſo ſeriouſly : For 


know, thou bewitching Creature, have long'd any-ttme this ſeven years 


/ to be the Father ofa Succubus---- 


Marg. Fiend, and no Man---- . 

Nem. Befides, Madam, don't you think a feat Devil of yours and 
my begetting, wou'd be a prettier ſight in a Houſe, than a Monkey-or 
2 Gquirrel? Gad I'd hang Bells about his neck, and make my Valet 
ſpruce up his Bruſh Tail ev'ry Morning as duly ashe comb'd my head. 

Mare. But is it poſſible (for I know you have a- Miſtreſs, a Conve- 
nience as you call her,) that you coud leave her for:me, who may be 
Ugly, Diſeas'd, or a Devil indeed for ought you know >} _ 

Nem. Why, fince you tax me with truth, I muſkanſ{wer like a Man 
of Honour ; I cou'd leave her for thee or any elſe of your Tribe, fo 


they were all like you---- | : Ih, 
arg. But in the name of Reaſon, what is there in us Runners at All, 


- 


thata Wife, or a Miſtreſs of that nature, may not poſleG with more 


advantage ? . 

New, Why, the freedom Wit and Roguery, and all fort of ating, as 
well as Converſation. In a Domeſtick ſhe, there's no Gaity, no t, 
no Diſcourſe, but of the Cares' of this World and. its Inconveniencies z 
what we do we do, but ſo dully z, by.Gad, my*Thing ask'd me once, 
when my Breeches were down, what the Stuff coſt a Yard----Ha! what 
now, upon the Gog agen ? nay, then have with you at all Advehcures, 
at leaſt ro put you in mind of the Ball---- Exeunt. 


Exter Tournon. 


Tar. Hal yoader be lot him--feve, whit aan the ineand by kann 
her ſelf o cloſe--—Bur ſee La March has ſeiz'd her, Room the Mes 
will open of it ſelf. | 


Re-enter Marguerite with La March. 


La 2M. But haye you found him falſe > 
The Racks of Womens Wits, when her Soul 
Is bawk'd of Vengeance, wait on his defires. _ 
La M. .Why did you leave him fo upon the ſudden? 
Marg. Becauſe I tound my Paſſion move too firongly, 
My fooliſh Heart wou'd not obey my Will = 


Lk m_ my Eyes grow full, my Sighs had choak'd me. 
"F | Ls M. 


I was dying in his Arms---- 


| The Princeſs of Cleve: * | 
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Li M. But now 
You have got Breath, what is your purpoſe Madam 2 
Nem. 1 o meet him as T promis'd, to enjoy him - 
Witch the laſt Pang of a revengeful Pleaſure 5 
And let him know---- | 
Then make him Damn himſelf with thouſand Oaths, 
That he'll neer ſee forſakin Margnevrte more, 
Thecurſt fond, feoliſh, doring Marguerete z 
For thus with an exgorted Gallantr, * 
Fl! force him to revile me to my face 3 
Then throw the Mask away, and vent my Rage 3 
Tell him he is a Fiend, Devil, Devil, Devil, | 
Or what is worſe, a Man---- . £ 
And leave him cothe Horror of his Sou]. [Extt: 
Towr, I've heard her Rave, and muſt applaud thy Conduct 
To the next task; then when ſhe has fatisfhed | 
This odd Figary of Revenge and Meaſure, 
Take her in the height of her diſdain 
And ply her with the Dauphin 3 then tell Nemours 
Of her reſolve to caſt him furcher off, 
Millions co one we carry the dehgn. 
But haſt and ſcont, while T attend the Duke 
Fhart harps upon the 1606s of his new Miſtrefs. 


Exter Nemours. 


Nem. Death and the Devil-.--We went talking along fo pleaſantly, 
when of a ſudden whiſp'ring, ſhe wou'd not fail me at the Ball, ſhe 
{prung -ow = - *; dark wer and on rd. ſhe ven Devil, 

11 by her ſhou'd be a merry place, or perhaps 5 at been there 
Fer bat fell this Morning and took Earth rr her way 3 my Comfort is, 
I ſhall make a new diſcovery if ſhe keeps her word, and the has too much 
wit to break it before ſhe tryes me: 

Tour. And where are you to make this new diſcovery | 

Nem. At the Ball in Maſquerade----Thus wow'd T have Time row! till 
all in theſe lovely Extreams, the Corruption of Reaſon being the Gene-- 
ration of Wits and the Spirit of Wit lying ia the Extravagance of Plea- 
fure : Nay,. the two neareſt ways to eater the Cloſet of the Gods, ard 
lye eyen-with the Fates themſelves, are Fury and Sleep----Therefore the 
Fury of Wine and ure of Women poſleG me waking and ſleeping ; ler 
me Dream of nothing but dimapl'd Cheeks, and laughing Lips, and flow- 


ing Bowls, Fenus be my Star, 209. Whoring my xe,. and Death I. 
defie thee. Thus ſung Refiapre in the Ura----But where and when,. wich 
my'- Fops Wives, be quick, thou.know'ft. my appoincment with-chis 
wkpoewn, and the Minute's precious... 


Tonr; 
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| =_ Why, I have contriv'd you the (weeteſt Wight in the Vorld,if. 
ou dare. | 
, Nem. Dare, andina Woman's Cauſe ! why,I have no drop of Blood 
about me, but muſt out in their ſervice, and what matter is't which way 2 
Tour. Know Poltrot's Lady has inform'd me, how Sy, Azare walks in 
his ſleep, and that her Husband laſt night attempted to Cuckold him, 
that ſhe watch'd and overheard the whole matter, but Poltrot cou'd not 
find the door before St. Azare return'ds ſhe doubts not but he will ery 
agen to night=--Now if you can nick the time when Poltrot riſes, and 
ſteal to her, ten to one but ſhe'll be glad to be reveng'd---- | 
Nem. Or ſhe wou'd not have told thee the bus neſs----There wants but 
ſpeaking with her, taking her by. the hand, and 'tisa bargain--- 


Exter Celia, Elianora Mask'd. Poltrot, St. Andre following. 


Tour. Step, ſtep aſide, they are upon the hunt for you, and their Hus- 
bands have 'em in the wind; ſtand by a while to obſerve, and Fl tura 
you looſe upon 'em---- 

S:. 4. Ha, Tournoz | by my Honour a Prize, let's board 'em. 

Pol, Be not too deſperate my little Frigat, for I am, that I am, a 
Furious Man of Honour. 

G:]. Now Heav'n defend us, what will you give us a Broad-ſide? 

El. Lord! how I dread the Guns of the lower Tire. 

St. 4. Such notable Marks-qen too, we never mils hitting between 
Wind and Water. 

Gt]. I'll warrant they carry Chain-ſhotz Pray Heav'a they do not 
ſplic us Siſter ! PF | | | 
Pol. Yield then, yield quickly, or no Mercy, we have been fo that- 

ter'd to day already by two ſhe Pirates, that we are grown deſperate. 

E], But what alas have we done, that you ſhou'd turn your Revenge 
upon us poor harmleſs Innocents; that never wrong'd you, never ſaw you 

ore ? 

Gel. If you ſhou'd deal unkindly with us, 'ewou'd break our "Hearts, 
for we are the gentleſt chings. . Wy Fant | 

St. 4. And we will uſe you ſo gently, ſo kindly, like little Birds, you 

1 » G 


ſhall never repent the loſs of your | k 
EL. T'll warrant Siſter they'l{-put us in a Cage, or tye us by the Legs. 
at 


. Pol. No, upon the word-of a Man of Honour, your Legs ſhall 


lt 


40 | | 
Gel, What will you Pinnion our Wings then, and let us hop np and 
down the-Houſe ? | | 

$:, 4. Not in the Houſe where we live, pretty Soul; for there's twa 
ravenous Sow-Cats will Eat you. TE $257” 1 ane] 
El. Your Wives. you mean, n 55 ood 3734. 5 " 


2 
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Pol. Something like, two Melancholy things that ſic purring in the 
Chimney-corner, and to exerciſe their ſpite, kill Crickets. : 

Gel. Oh ! for God-ſake keep-us from your Wives? LEED 

St. 4. Pl warrant thee little Roſamond,fafe from my jealous Elanor--- 

Pol. And it apy Wife in Exrope dares but touch a hair of thee, I ſay 
not much, but that Wifewere better be a Widow, 

EI But are your Wives handſome and well qualited ? for whatever 
you fay to us, when you have had your will you'll home at night, and for 


my part I cry All or none, | | 

Pol. And All thon ſhalt have dear Rogue, never fear my Wive's 
Beauty or good Nature, they are things to her like Saints and Angels, 
which ſhe believes never were nor never will be----She's a Baſon of 
Water againſt Lechery, and looks ſo ſharp whenever I ſee her, like 


Vinegar ſhe makes; me ſwear. 


$:. 4. And mine's ſo fulſome, that a Goat with the help of Cantha- 


rides wou*d not touch her. 
Gel: But then for their Qualities---- 
St. A. Such Scolds, like Thunder they turn all the Drink in the Cellar. 
Pol. Such Niggards, they eat Kitchin-ſtuff and Candles ends»--Once 
indeed ravitng mad my Wife ſeem'd Prodigal, for a Rat having eat his 
way through an old Cheeſe, ſhe baited a Trap for him with a piece of 
' pareing----But having caught him, by the Lord ſhe eat him up withouc 
mercy tail and all. 
El. Are they not ev'a with us Siſter ? + 
S$:, 4. *Tis.hop'd tho, the Hangman will take 'eni off of our hands; 
for they are ſhroadly-ſuſpeted for Witches, mine noints her ſelf ev'ry 
Night, fers a Broom-ſtaff in the Chimny, and op'ns the. Window, for 
- what purpoſe-but to fly 7 * | 
Pol. Gad; and my Wife-has Tets in the wrong place, ſhe's. warted all 
over like a pumnpl'd Orange. 


-- Gel, Yet fare, Gentlemen; you told ' theſe Hags another ſtory once, . 


and made as deep Proteſtations to. them as you do tous? 

St. 4. Never by this hand; the Salt Souls fell in Luſt with us, and 
hau'd'ns to Matrimony like Bears to the Stake. 
- - Pol; Where they fra long black. thing upon us, that cr7'd Have and 


Hold: 


- EL. Put the queſtion- they had! been Handſome, brought you great : 


Por tions; - were Pleafanr-and Airy and willing to humour you. 


| Enter Nemours with the Vidam.. 


© Nem:- Nay-then I can- hold no Jonger-: Z'death; there's 'it Madam, 
Willing !. That Willingneſs ſpoils all my Dear, my Hony, my Jewel, 
it Palls the Appetite like Sack at Meals----Give me'the ſmare diſdainful 


ay 
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ſhe; that like brisk Champazgr or ſpritely Burgundy, makes. te {mack 
my Lips after ſhe's down, and long for other Gla 
St. A. Nay if your Grace come in there's no dallying, I'll make ſure 


of one; 


Pal. Nay, and for my part I am reſolv'd to ſecure. another z come 
Madam no ftriving, for I am like a Lion, when I lay hold, if the Body. 
come not willingly, I pull! a whole Limbaway---- x 

Nem. Yes Madam, he ſpeaks truth, take it on-my word who am a. 
rational Creature, he is a great furious wild Beaſt.. - . 

Gel. Pray Heav'n he benot a horned Beaft, is che Monſter married ? 

Vid. Yes Ladies, they are both married. 

EL. Married ! For Heav/n fake, Gentlemen, ſave us from the Cattle. 

Pol; Why, what is the Breeze in your Tails? Z'death Ladies we'll not 
eat you. 

, wh you'-ſo? But we'll not truſt you, T'am ſure you both look. 
ungrily. 
id. It may be their Wives uſe 'em unkindly. 

Bl. And the poor good-natur'd things take it to heart. 

Gel. I (wear 'tis pity, they have both promiſing looks. 

Nem. Proceed, ſweet Souls, we'll defend you to death,(ſpare 'em not. 

El. Or it may be we miſtakeall this while, and their pitiful looks are 
cauſed by loving too much. 

Vid. Right Madam, a little-too Ulxoriousz Ha; Ha! |, ddl 

S$t. 4. Now have not I one word to ſay, but ſtand to endare. all Jerks - 
like a School-boy with my Shirt. up. 

Pal. T'1l have one flingat 'em tho'I dye for't; why Ladies you'll over-- 
ſhoot your ſelves at this rate----Muſt we only be the Burts to bear all. 
your Railery ? methinks you might ſpend one Arrow at random, and 
take ——_— Daw that: Chatters {o near you---Gad, and I think I paid-. 
em there---- 

Gel. Butts and Daw !. Let menever Laugh agen, if they be not Witty 
to0---- Why, you pleaſant Rogues, Zlife I cou'd Kils 'em if they-did nor - 


ſtink of Matrimony. "5 X 
S$:. 4, Mum, Mum, Mum. Did not I tell you twas a madneſs to 


ſpeak to 'em? _—_ 
El. They envy my Friend too here, this pleaſant Companion. 
Gzl. This dear agreeable Perſon. 
Nem. Ay, Damme Madam, the Rogues envy us---- - 
El. What a gentle Alpe&? | 
Gel. How proper and Airy ?- - 
El. See, here's Blood in this Face. 
Vid. Pure Blood, Madam, at your Service. HRS 
Gz1. Will you' walk dear Sir? give me your hand---- 


El. And me your$---- 
| New. 
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Atm. Come you dear raviſbing Rogues---Your Sery . Butty.-: 

FVid, Gentle Mr. Butts--- _—_— — 

Fx Rn jg a _ 2 

| itty Mr. Butts, Ha, Ha, Ha ! Exeunt Nem.Vi : 

St. 4, Well, I'll to a Dutcheſs. n YAOUEL 

Pal. Lord ! thou art always fo high-flown----Haſt thou never a caſt 
Counteſs for me---- 
_ $2. 4, Comealong to the Ball and thou ſhale ſee,the Duke of Nemours 
45 the Gallant to night---and Treats at his Palace, becauſe 'tis the King's 
Birth-day---Let me ſee, what new Fancy for the Maſquerade > Oh! [ 
have it---Becauſe the Town is much taken with Fortune-telling, I'll a& 
the Dumb Man, the Highlander that made ſuch a noiſe, and thou ſhalt 
— my Interpreter---Come along, and as we go I'll inſtru thee in the 


Signs, 
_ Pol. DearRogyue, let's practiſe a little before we ſtir---As what ſign 
for Lechery, becauſe we may Nick our Wives. 

St. 4, Why thas, that's a glanting ſqueez'd Eye --or thus---for a 
moiſt Hand, or thus, for a Whore in a corner, ow thus for downright 
Cuckolding. 

Pol. Well, I (wear this will be rare ſport, and ſo my damn'd Spouſe, 
IT amreſolv'd to tickle her with a ſqueez'd Eye and a moiſt Hand; and a 
Whore in a corner till ſhe confeſs her ſelf guilty of downright 
Cuckoldom. z then in revenge-for her laſt ipapacench, Sue for a Divorce : 

' And holding to her Face the flying Label, 

Call her in open Court the Whore of Badel. [Exeunt, 


SCENE IL 
The Prince and Princeſs of Cleve. 


- B: CVE the King commands me to attend 
| , His UE into Sparx, and further adds; 
«Becauſe no Princeſs Rivals you in Fame, 
You will oblige the Court in going wich me. 
Princeſs G. My Lord, I am prepar'd, and leave the Court 
With ſuch a Joy as wou'd admit no. bounds--- #® 
P.C. As wou'd admit no bounds ! and why? becauſe 
It takes you from the Charms which you wou'd ſhun: 
This is a Vertue of. ſuch height indeed, 
As none but you can boaſt nor I depiore. 
But Madam, Rumor ſays the King intends 
To joyn another with me. 
Princeſs G. Who my.Lord ? : 
P, G. *'T was thought at firſt the Ghewalter de Gntfe, ; 
| "9 Priniefi C. 


The Princeſs of Cleve. 
Princeſs G.He is your Friend,nor cou'd the King chooſe better, 
P. GC. I fay at firſt 'twas thought the Duke of Gaeſe--- 

But I was ſince inſtructed by the Queen, 

That Honour's fixt upon the Duke Nexrours, 
Princeſs G. Nemours off Lord? 
P, GC. Moſt certain. 
Princeſs G. For what reaſon? 
P. G. Becauſe I moy'd the Dauphin Queen to gain him. 
Princeſs G.' Twas raſhly done, againſt your Intereſt moy*d. 
P, G. Perhaps 'tis not too late yet to fupplant him. 
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Princeſs G. Do't then, be quick, Newmorrs will ſhare your Honours, 


Eclipſe your Glory--- : 
P, G. Ha---I muſt confels X 

The Soldiers love him, and he bears the Palm 

Already from the Marſhals of the Field. 
Princeſs G. And in the Court he's call'd the Riſing Star: 

You ſe each night at every Entertainment 

Where he moves, what Troops of Beauries follow; 

How the Queens praiſe him, and all Eyes admire him--- 
P, GC. Ha! Chartres--- - - 
Princeſs G. Ah! my Lord--what have I done ? 
P, C. Nothing, my Ghartres, but admire Nemours ! 

O Heaven and Earth ! and if I had bur Patience 

To hear you our, how had you loſt your ſelf 

On that Erernal Obje&t of your Love? 

No Madam, no, 'tis falſe, 'tis no Vewours: 

"Twas my invention to find out the truth, 

Your crouble has convinc'd me 'tis Aemours : 

Which curſt Diſcovery in another Woman, 

I ſhou'd have made by her teo eager Joy.. | 

Why ſpeak you Not ? you're ſhock'ad with your own Vertue, . 

The reſolution of your Juſtice aws ou, . 

Which cannot, dares not give it felf the Lye. 
Princeſs G. My Lord, my Love, my Lifez Alas my Glewe! 

O pity me! I know not whae to anſwer, . 

I'm mortally. aſham'd, I'm on the Rack 3-+ 

But ſpare this bumble Pafſion---Take me with. you, 

Where I may never ſee a Man again. 

 P.C. ORiſe my Ghartres! Riſe if poſſible 3 

Fll force thee ro be mine in ſpite of Fate : 

My conſtant Martyrdom and deathlefs Kindneſs, 

My more than Mortal Patience in theſe Sufferings, #® 

Shall poize his nobleſt Qualicies, OHeav'n! 

No fear, my Ghartres, tho theſe Sorrows fall, 


That . 


— — 
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That I ſuſpect thy Glory; thou haſt ſtrength 
To curb this Pafſton in, that elſe may end vs. 
All chac I ask thee, is to bend thy Hearr. 

Princeſs G. 1'll break it. . 

P. C. Turn it from Nemours, Nemours---- 
But Of:! thar name preſents thy danger greater, 
Look to thy Honour then, and look to mine; 
I ask it as thy Lover and thy Husband ; 
. I begit as a Man whole Life depends 
Upon thy Breath, that offers thee a Heart 
All bleeding with the Wounds of Mortal Love, 
All hack'd and gaſh'd, and ſtab'd and mangled o'er s 
And yet a Heart fo true, in ſpite of pain, 
As ner yet lov'd, nor ever ſhall again. CExit P.C. 


Enter Irene. 


Jren. Ha! Madam, ſpeak, how: is it with your Heart ? 
Princeſs G.As with a timorous Slave,condemn'd to Torments, 
Thar till cries out, he cannot, will not bear it, 
And yet bears on- 
tren. Ah, Madam ! I wou'd ſpeak, 
Tf you cou'd bear the dreadful News I bring, 
Princeſs G. Alas! thoucanſtnot add to grief like mine. 
Irex. May I demand then, if you have not told 
The Secret to your Husband ? | 
Princeſs G. Ha | Iren---- 
Why doſt thou ask ? 
Iren. Becauſe. but now---Tozrnon, a Lady of the Queens, 
Told me 'tis blaz'd at Court---emoars conteſled 
He is belov'd by one of ſuch nice Virtue, 
That fearing---leſt the Paſſion might betray her, 
She own'd, confels'd, and told it to her Husband. 
. Princeſs G. Deathand ou does Nemours avow it ? 
Irev. He own'd it to the Fidam, who agen 
Told it to Madam Tournor---ſheto others; 
"*Tis true, Nemours told not the Ladies name, 
Nor wou'd confeſs himſelf to be the Party, 
But yer the Court in general does believe it. 
Princeſs G.. T am undone---my Fame 1s loſt for ever, 
And death, Irene, muſt be my remedy; _ 
"Tis true, indeed, 4 laid my Boſom op'n, - 
- I ſhew'd my Hearc to thac ungrateful Gleve, 
Who ſince 1a dangerous.ſearch of him I love, 


To 
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Thi Princiſe of Cleve 
To the eternal ruine of my Honour, 


Has truſted a third Perſon—But away 
I hear his tread, and am refoly'd to tax him. 


Enter Princels C. 


Ah! Sir, what have you done ? if you muſt kill me, 
Are there not Daggers Poisn—But the Jealous 
Are Cruel till, and thoughtful in Revenge; 
And ſingle Death's too little 3 muſt your will 
Of knowing Names, my duty durſt not tell you, 
Oblige you to betray me to another z : 
So to divulge the Secret of my Soul, 
That the whole Court muſt know it? 
P, G. Ha! know what ? 
Know my Diſtonour, have you told it then? | 
Princeſs G. No, 'tis your ſelf, 'cis you reveal 'd it Sir, 
To gain a Confident for more Diſcovery, 
A Lady of the _ juſt now declar'd it, 
To your eternal Shame you have divulg'd it, 
She had it from the Vidam, Sir, of Ghartres, 
And he from the Duke Nemours — 
P. G. Nemours —= | 
How, Madam, faid you—What Nemours —MNemours ! 
Does Nemours know you love him? Hell and Furies | 
And that I know it too, and not revenge it! 
Princeſs G. That's yet to ſeek, he will not own himſelf 
To be concern'd, he offers not at names, 
But yet 'tis found, 'tis known, believ'd by all, , 
He cannot hold it, "twill be ſhortly poſted, 
That Clewe your Wife's that curſt diſhonour'd She 
You told him of: 
P, G. Is't poſſible I rold him? 
Peace, Peace, and if it lyes in Humane Power 
To reaſon calmly, tell me Murd'reſs, tell me, 
Compole that Face of flulb'd Hypocrilie, 
And anſwer to a truth—Was it my Intereſt 
To ſpeak of this? was I not rather ty'd 
To with it buried in the Graye in Hell ! 
Whence it might never riſe to blot my Honour 
But you have ſeen him, þy my hopes of Heaven, 
You have met and interchang d your ſecret Souls ; 
On that Complotted; finceI bore fo tamely 
Your farſt Confeſſion, I ſhou'd bear = larter. 


- 
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Princeſs G, Believe it if you pleaſe Mz 

P. C. I muſt believe it—— : WwW 
This laſt Proceeding has unmask*& your: Soul, | Ar 
He ſees you ev'ry hour, and knows you love him :; þ wW 
Nay, for your greater freedom, you: havejoyn'd ; Ar 
To make this loath'd deteſted Gleve your Stale. I WwW 
Ha——T believ'd you might &fercome this paſſion, 1 Le 
So well you knew to Charm me with-the ſhow M 
Of ſeeming Vertue,. 'rill I loſt my Reaſon. At 


* Princeſ. G. *Tislikely Sir, it was but ſeeming Vertue,. 
And you did ill to judge © kindly of me— 
I was miſtaken too in that Confeſſion, 
Becauſe I chought that you wou'd do me Juſtice: 
P, GC. You were miſtaken when-you thought Iwou'd,. 
Sure you forgot that I was deſperate, | 
Sentenc'd and-doom'd-by Fate, or rather damn'd 
Tolove you to my Grave—And cou I bear 
A Rival, what and when I.'was your Husband, 
And when you own'd your paſhon to my face; 
Confe(sd you lov*d me much—But lov'd him more : 
Ha—Is-not this enough to make me mad? | 
Princeſs G. You have the power to ſet all right agen; | 
Why do you not end me-? | N 
P, G. No, I'll end my felf; | 
My Toughts are grown-too violent for-my Reaſon. . 
* By this laſt uſage, Oh! Thou haft andone me ; | Y 
3” Lo not what—This ought not to be thine—-. | | 
I have offended and wou'd Sue for pardon ; 
But yet I bluſh, the-Treaſon is too grols ; 
After that moſt unnatural Confeffion, . | 
I wonder row that I have liv'd-fo long: . 
Confeſs and then divulge, make me your Bawd ——. 
It Scents too far, the God of Love flies wide, 
He gets:the Wind, and hope tie Noſe at' this; | | 
No more—Ferewel—Palſe Ghartres, Falſe Nemours, y 
Falſe World, Falſe All, fince Ghartres is not true! © 
Bat you your With with lov'd Aemours ſhall have, 4 ] 
And4hortly ſee your Husband-in the' Grave. _ [Bxite 
Princeſs G. Sola. "A : 
Falſe World, Falſe Gleve, Falſe Gfrtres, Falſe Nemours, , | l 
Farewel to all, a long and laſt-Farewel - : | 
From all Converſe, to Deferts ler me fly, | 
And in ſome gloomy Cave forgotten lye. | 


aver eAniGC-- 


My 


My Bower at Novh the ſhade of ſome old-Trees C 


Finis AFns Tertii. 


— 


ACT I 'SCENES 


Muſick, Songs, Maskers, &c. 


Nemours with Muſick, Lady Poltrot. 


when he walks in his ſleep——Therefore if Love ſhou'd 
inſpire me to nick the opportunity, I hope you will not 
bar the door which your Husband opnS——-. : 
L. Pol. ingrateful Monſter —— : : & 
Nem. Ingrateful, that's certain, and it lyes in your power to make 
him a Monſter. | ., 4-1 
L. P, I dare not. | 
Aem, What ? Me 
L. ?. Truſt you. | 
Nem. Nay then I am ſure thou wilt, let nfe but in to (hew the power 


= þ has confe(s'd to me he intends tO Cackold St. Anare - 


' you have over me. 


L. ?P. As how my Lord? ' 

New. Why, when I have thee in my Arms, by Heav'a I'll quit my 
Joys at thy defire—— » | MT 

L. P. Thar will indeed be a perfe& tryal of your lovez come then 
through the Garden back-ſtairs, and when you ſee the Candle put out, 
thru(t opH the door. 

New. By Heav'n ['ll eat thy hand—Thou dear ſweet Seducer, how 
it fires my Fancy to ſteal into a Garden, to ruſtle through the Trees, 
to ſtumble up a narrow pair of _ ſtairs, to whiſper thropgh the 

| 2 ' hole 
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Princeſs G. Believe it if you pleaſ— . 
P. C. I muſt believe it——— * 
This laſt Proceeding has unmakyour Soul, 
He ſees you ev'ry hour, and knows you love him :;, 
Nay, for your greater freedom, you: havejoyn'd 
To make this loath'd deteſted o_ your Stale. 
Ha——T believ'd you-might &ercome this paſſion, 
So well you knew to Charm me with-the thow- - _ 
Of ſeeming Vertue,. 'rill I loft my Reaſon. 
_ - Prince. G. ?Tis likely Sir, it was betReming Vertne,, 
And you did'ill to judge © kindlyof me— 
I was miſtaken too in-that Confeſſion, 
Becauſe I chought that you wou'd do > hoes 
P, G. You were miſtaken-when-you ght Iwoud;.. 
Sure you for rgor that ]- was deſperate, 
Sentenc'd and-doom! 6 oy oof ro d 
Tolove-you to my 
by - wr what and y=-_ I was on or Hecoand, 
when you-own'd your rape tom 
Confeſsd you loy'd me much—Bur ache lovin d him more - 
Ha—lIs- not this enough to make me mad 


Princeſs G. Yan have the power to ſet al right agen;. 


Why do you not end me-?- : 

P.G, "x I'll end my-felF.. 
My Toughts are grown-200 Violent for-my Reaſon, 
| By this laſt uſage, SO! Thou haſt fndone me 
: now -& what—Thas Mo tevhing. 
I have offended and wou'd Sue for.pardon ;. 
But. yet I bluſh, the-Trecſan ititns wrolt: 
Afﬀeer that moſt unnatural 
' I wonder rfow that I have tiv'd:fo long: 

Confeſs and then eG make me your Bawd——- 
It Scents too far, the o- of Loveflies wide, 
He gets:the Wind, and ſt6ps'the Noſe-ar this; © 
No more—Fzrew a &Chartres, Falſe Nemours, . 
ue World, Falſe All, fince Gharzres is-not true ! 

ou your "With with lovd Nemours ſhall have, 

Aon {1hortly ſee your Husband in the' Grave. 


Balls World, Falls leur, Bulle wer, Pall 7 
e World, Falſe Ee Nemours, 
Farewel to all, along and —— Ado h 
From all Converſe, to-Deſerts ler me- bb” 
And in ſome ——_ Lp | 


ph 


[Ate 


My 
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My Bower at Nobh the ſhade of ſome old-brdes oe of 
With whiſtling Winds rendulge my pomp of eaſe, e 
And lulling Murmurs rowl'd fromneighb'ring Seas. 2 ' 

Whete I may ſometimes haſten to the Shore, 

And to the Rocks and Waves my Lofsdeplore : 

Where when I feel my hour of Fate draws on, 

Leſt the falſe World ſhou'd claim a'parting groans 

My Mothers Ghoſt may rife to fix my mind, 

And leave no thought of cendernndh be behind. 


Finis AFus Tertii, 


— 


ACI IV. SCENE L 


Moſt " " Markers, &c. 
Nemours with Muſick, Lady Poltrot. 
41 þ has confels'd to me he intends to Cackold Se, Anabe 


when he walks in his ſleep——Therefore if jen? 
inſpire me tonick the opportunity, L hope you- wall hor 
bar the oor which your Husband op nS—— | 

L. Pol. ingrateful Monſter —— 

Nem. Ingrateful, that's certain, _ it Jyes in your pon tomake 
him a Monſter. 

L. P. I dare not. . | . | 

Aem. What ? pe 

L. ?P. Truſt you. 

Nem. Nay oak I am fare chou wilt, let ne but i into ow the power 
' you have over me. 

L. ?P. As how my Lord? * 

New. Why, when I have thee in my Arms, by Heav'a Fll quit' my | 
Joys at thy defire—— » 

L. P. That will indeed be a perfe& tryal of your love; come then 
through the Garden back-ſtairs, and when you ſee the Candle put out, 
thruſt opH the door. 

New. By Heav'n [ll eat thy hand—Thou dear ſweet Seducer;" how 
it fires my Fancy to ſteal into a | Garin to ruſtle chrough the Trees; 
to ſtumble up a narrow pair of 7c back ſtairs, to whiſper throvgh” os 
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bok of the door, © iris; and fall jato thy Atms with'a flood 


oy 
P. Farewel, he company | tomes, I muſt leave you a w bile, to 
engage with my Husband, you if fall aſleepbefore the hour —— 
exi, If I do, the very tranſport of longination- (hall carry me in. my 
ſleep to thy Bed, and I'll wakeiinthe: A. [Exit Pol. 
So there's one in the Fernbrake; and" if: (he: ſtir till Morning T have loſt 
my aim; but now, why what have we here *'a Hugozet Whore by this 
light——Have I? For the forward brisk; ſhe that promis'd me the Ball 
Aſflignation, that ſaid, there was nothing like ſlipping out of the crowd 
into a corner, breathing ſhorr an -Ejaculation, and returving as if we 
came from Gherch—" Lit me ſee, Fil put on my- Mask, fling ry 
Cloak over my ſhoulder, and view 'em- as they pals, not thou nor thou— 


Exter Tournon in the Habit of a Hugonot. 


, Tour. Ah thow-unclean Perſon, have 1 hunted thee there like a Hart 

- from the Mountains to the Vallies, and«thon zyou!d'ſt not be found ; 

verily thou-haſt been amongſt the Daughters of the Philiſtines—Nay, if 

you _ Innocent, ſtand before me; and reply: to the words of my 

* mout 

Aem. I ſhall traly— 

Toar:- Say then——Haſt thou not defil'd thy felf with any Dalilab, 
fines! laſtyou felr:mpowmy Neck and loved much ? 

' H(Vem: Nay verily ———- 

Tour; Have you not overheated your Body with adulterate Wines ; ? 
have you not been at a Play, nor touch'd Fruit 'after the leud Orange 

Women? 

Am. Tam unpolluted. 

Tour. And yet methinks there is. not the ſame colour in your cheeks, 
nor does.the Spirit dance in your Eye as formerly, why do you not ap- 
proach me 2:  [Hnmackene. 

Nem, Tournon tifn'd Heretick ! why thou dear Raskal, this is ſuch- a 
new Frojick, that though I 9m engag'd as deep as Damnation to another, 
thon'ſthalr not *ſca | Marg. claps him on the ſhoulder. 

Fred I love a Man x7" keeps the Commandment of his word. . 

oor Ao 4 I a Womin char” breaks.hers with/her Husband, yet loves 
hr) Neighbour as her ſelf—1 wou'd fain be in private with you. 

{ And] with you, becauſelI am reſ(oly*d never to ſee you more. 
bs teyer to ſee me more? the reaſon, 
Cel. Becauſe 1 hate you. © 
+ Alm. And yer] NENEVS you love me too, becauſe you are preciſe to- 


: Cel, Tru rue, yerLhute: you ;uftly, heartily and malicioully-— 


. Neem. 
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Nem. By-Gad, and 1! love the as heartily, juſtly and malicionſly as 


thou canſt love me for thy blood;' come away Riddle, Il untold 
thee. If: "I .. : [ Exeunt, 


—Y 


Poltrot, St. Andre'diſexi'd with Elianora, L, Poltrot coming up 


to em---= 

Elia. But is it true indeed, that your Friend can tell all the actions of 
our Life paſt, preſent, and to come, yet cannot ſpeak one word? 

Pol. O he's infallible ! why what did you never hear of your ſecond- 
ſight men, your Durab High-landers that tel] Fortunes > why you wou'd 
think the Devil in Hell were in him, he ſpeaks exactly. 

Elia. I thought you had ſaid he was Dumb ? 

Pol. Right, but I am his Interpreter, and when the fit comes on him, 
” blows through me like a Trunk, and ſtraic I become his ſpeaking 

rumPer. | \ 
 L. P. Pray, Sir, may not L have my Fortune told me too? 7 

Pol. Ay—and there were a thouſand of you, he will runyou 'em aver 
like the Chris( croſs-row, and never mils a tittlez he ſhall tel] ye his 
name thatcry'd God bleſs you when you ſneez'd laſt, tell yow when you 
ny laſt, when and where you ſcratch'd laſt, and where you fate o' 

aturday | . 
Elia. Pray let him tell us then, for we are Siſters, our Tempers and 
Conditions, whither married or unmarried, with all the Impertinences 


chereunto belonging-— 
Pol. I'll ſpeak to him—Son of the Sun, and Emperor of the Stars—— 


St. 4. Ha, Ha— 
Pal. Look ye, look ye, he's pleas'd to tell you, but,you muſt go near 
him, for he muſt look in your hand, touch your Face, Brealfs, and 


where-ever elſe he pleaſes. | | 
St. 4, —— Makes Horns wich both his hands, puts his Finger in his 


Mouth and Laughs. - 
Pol. In *nomine domine Bomine. I proteſt I am confounded ; - well. 
Ladies; I cou'd not have thought it had been in you, | but 'ris certainly ' 
rrue, and I muſt out with it 3 firſt he ſays, you are both married, you 
are both Libidinous beyond example, and your Husbands are the greateſt 


{ 


Cornutors in Chriſtendom 


£ - Indeed. , 
Pol.. Ay indeed, indeed and indeed——He fays yow-are a couple of 
Meſaliza's, and the Stews cannot fatisfie you ; he ſays your thoughts are 
ſwell'd with a Carnofity ; nay, you have the Green Sicknels of the 
Sou), which runs upon nothing but welghing Stallions, churning AER 


and bellowing Bulls 
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L. P. O! Iconfefs, I confels——Bur.for Heav'n ſake, dear Sir 
Let it not take Air, for then we are both undone. 

Elia. O! Undone, undone Sir,- if our Husbands ſhou'd know ir, for 
_ area couple bf the Jealouſeſt, troubleſome, impertinent Cuckolds 
alive. a | : 

Pol. Alack! Alack—O ezabe!! but I will have my Eunuchs fling her 
from the Window, and the Dogs ſhall eat her. | bs x 
L, P, But, pray Sir, ask him how many times—— | 

Pol. What, how many times you have Cuckolded 'em ? : 

Elia. Spare our Modeſty, you make the Blood fo fluſh in our Faces. 

* Pol. But by Jove 11] let ic out, I'll hold her by the Muzzle, and ſtick 
ther like a Pig | 

L, P. Will you ſpeak-to him Sir ? 

Pol. See, che underſtands you - without it, he ſays your - Iniquities are 
innumerable, your Fornications like the hairs of your head, and your 
Adulteries like the Sands. on the Sea-ſhorez that youre all Fiſh down- 
ward; that Lot's Wife is freſh to you, and that when you were little 
Gon of Seven, you were ſo wanton, your,Mothers ty'd your hands be- 

you ; . 

Elia. All this we confe(s to be true, but we confeſs too, if Fate had 
found our any ſort of Tools, - but thoſe leaden Rogues our Husbands. 

L.P. Whoſe Wits are as dull as their Appetites—- 

E]. Mine'ſuch a Urenfil, as is cot fit to wedge a Block. 

L. P. Nor mine the Beetle to drive him 

St. A. Nay then 'tis time to uncaſe and be revengd. 

L. P, Heark you Strumpet | 
El. LHy Ha, Ha, are you not fitted finely, 


L.P.\ —You muſt turn Fortune-tellers, muſt you ? 

Eli, And think, we cou'd not know you? 

L. P» Well Gentlemen, thall homely Beck go down with you at laſt ? 
Pol. But didſt thou know me then indeed? . 

L.P. As if that ſweet Voice of yours cou'd be diſguis'd in any ſhape. 
Pol. Nay, I confeſs I havea whirl in my Voice, a warble that is parti- 
cular —— _ 0 

ur And whart ſay you Sir, ſhall muſty Wife come'into Grace agen ? 

St. 4. She ſhall; and, -here's my hand on'r, all Friends Ae4, and when 
1 leave thee agen, may I be Cuckold in earneſt. 

Pol. Cercain as I live, all this proceeded from his Lady, 'my dreaming 
Cuckold Wife cou'd never think on'c; well,I am reſolv*d this very night, 
when he Rambles in his {leep,to watch him, {lip co his Wife and (ay no- 

thing. Hey! Come, come, where are cliele Dancers, a little Diverſion 

and then for Bed. | 


TP fake. op 


Dance. 


Tour. to Elia. T have lock'd the Y:idam in your Cloſet, who will be' 


fixe to. watch your Husbands rifing, therefore be not ſurpriz'd 
CExit Tournon. 


St. 4, Come, well let's away to bed: 
El. And what thehi ? 
St. A. Nay, Gad'that I. can't tell, for what: with Dancing, Singing, 
Fencing, and my laſt Dutcheſs, I am very Drowzy. , | 
Pol. And fo am I, perhaps our Wives have givin us Opt, leſt we 
ſhou'd diſturb 'em in the night.. * | ; 
Eli. Don't theſe Men deſerve to be fitted ? 
Gel. They do,. and Fortune grant they fnay—Hear-us, O1 hear us: 
good Heav'n, for we pray. heartily. 
 CBxeunt as Nemours 4nd Margyerite enter. . 
Nem. Was ever Man fo bleſt with ſach' poſſeffion,. 
Thou Ebbing, Flows, ng Racking Joy 3+ 
A Skin fo whiteand' ſoft, the yie ding Mould - Re 
Lets not che Fingers ſtay upon the dint, 
But from the beauteous Dimples flips *em down 
To pleaſures that muſt.be without a name. 
Yet Hands, and Arms, and Breaſts we may remember, . 
And that which I fo love, no ſmelling Art, 
But ſweet by nature, as juſt peeping Violets,. 


Or  Opining Buds. 
8. Than you do love me ?- 
Nem. O! I cou'd dye methinks this very hour: . 

But for the luſcious hopes of thouſand more, 

And all like theſe, or when I muſt goour, 

Let it be thus, with beauty Janghing by me, 

Songs, Lutes and Canopeis, white I Sacrifice. 

To thee the laſt dear ebbing drop of Love. 


But ſhow me now that face. , 
Marg. No, you diſſemble, you fay the ſame thing to every,one you: 


meet 3 I thought once indeed to have fixt my Heart upon you, bur I'm; 
off agen, and am reſolv'd you ſhall never ſee me. 
Fn You-dally, come, by all the kindneſs paſt. . 
g.- Swear then. 


New. What ? 
Marg. Never to touch your dear Domeſtick ſhe,. 


That lives in Shades to all the World but me. 


Do you gueſs I know you now? . 
ex. I do, and ſwear, but are theſe equal Terms, that you ſhall never 


Marg. 


touch a Man but me ? 


48 - The: Princeſs of Cleve: 
Marg. 1 willBut how can you convince me? Oaths with you Liber: 


tines of Honour are to 7 'l1 

Nem. But this muſt fatisfie-thee, there is more pleaſure in thee after - 
Enjoyment, than in her and all Womankind before itz thou haſt Inſpi- 
MAN TINS and Tranſport, all theſe bewitching Joys that make 
men mad— ; 

Marg. 4nmaiking] And thou Villany, Treachery, Perjury, all thoſs 
Monſtrous, Diabolical Arts, that ſeduce Young Virgins from their In- 
nocent homes, to ſer 'em on the High-way to Hell and Damnation. 

New. Ha! Ha! 'my Marguerite, is't poſſible? 

Marg. Call me nor yotrs, nor think of me agen, 

I am convinc'd you're Traytors all alike, | 
And from. this hour renounce you 
Not bur 1!! be reveng'd, 
Yes, I will try the Joys of Life like you, 
Burt not with Men of Quality, you Devils of Honour 3 
No, I will fatisfte © © © 
My Pride, Diſdain, Rage and Revenge more ſafely, 
By all the Power$ of Heay'n and Earth I will ; 
I'll change my loving lying Tinfel Lord, 
For an obedient wholſome drudging Foo]. 
Nem. Why this will make the matter eafie to both, 
Take you your Ramble Madam, and I'll take mine. 
But is't poſſible for one of your nice taſt 
To Bed a Fool ? 

Marg. To chooſe, to chooſe my Lord | Er" Ag 
A Fool,now by my WilLand gn of Heart, | 
There's Freedom, Fancy and Creation in't, 

He truckles to the Frown, and cries forgive me ; 

Beſides the moulding of him withour bluſhing ; 

And what wou'd Woman more, now - view the other 

Your Man of Senſe, that vaunts deſpotick Pow'r, 

That reels preciſely home at break of day, , 

Thunders the Houſe, brains half the Family, - 

Cries, where's my Whore, what will ſhe Stew till Doomſday * 

When ſhe appears, and kindly 'goes to help him, 

Roars out a Shop, a walking-ſhop of Scents, 

Flavours of Phylick, and theclaminy Bath, 

The ſtench of Orange-flow'rs, the Devil Pulvilioz 

Theſe, theſe, he crixs, are the Bleſt Husband's Joys! 
Nem. I (wear moſtnatural and unaffeted—Ha ! Ha— 
Moarg. But if he chance to uſe her civilly, 

Take heed, there's covert make. in his Smiles, 

Millions to one the Villain has been Whoreing, 


”» 


And 
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And comes to try Experiments on her, 
Befides a thouſand under Plots and Crofles, 
Preſcribing filence ſtill where-<eer he comes, | 
No chat, he cries; of Colours Points or Faſhions. 
Nem. Preach-on Divine, Ha, Ha 
Marg. Let me not hear you ask my fickly Lady, 
Whither ſhe found Obſtructions at the Waters. 
Nem. Fye, that's Obſcene 
Marg. Thus Damns the AtﬀeRation of our Pratrie, 
And Swears he'll Gag the Clack, or what is worle. 
' AVem. Nay, hold— | 
Marg. Send for the new found Lock — — 
' {Vem. What Mad 
Marg. Do Villain. Traytor 
Contrive this Miſchi.:., if thou canſt, for me, | 
Send thou the Padlock, but T1] find the Key. [ Exit. 
ANem. Whir goes the Partridge on the purring Wing— 
Yet when I ſee my time I muſt recall her, | . 
For ſhe has admirable things in her, ſuch as if I gain not, the Princet: 
of Glee may fix me to her, withonr-nauſeating the Vice of Conſtancy— 


Ha !- Bellamore. 
Exter Bellamore. 
What em. my Dear, Ha—Haſt thou found her > Speak. 
ave. | S_ | 
Nem. Where, how, when and by what means? 
Bell. After 1 had enquir'd after the Prince's Health, 
I askd a Woman of his Lady, who told me 
She was retir'd into the great Bower in the Garden. . 
New. The very place where firſbI ſaw and lov'd her, | 
When after I had fav'd the Prince's Life, | 
He brought me late one ev'ning to the view, 
There Love and Friendſhip firſt began; . 
My Love remains and Friendſhip, as 
Much as Man can have for his: Cuckold. | - 
Nay, I know not that Man upon Earth I love fo well, or cou'd take 
much from, as this hopeful Prince of Cleve Did(t taou ſee her in 
the Garden a 1 
Bel. My Lord, Idid, where the appear'd like her that gave A#*0; 
Horns, with all her Nimphs about her, bulie in cyeing Knots which the 
took from Baskets of Ribbons that they brought her 3 and methought the 
ti'd and unti'd 'em fo pretrily, as if ſhe had been at Croſs Qaeſtions, or 
knew not what ſhe did, her Face, her Neck, and Arms quite bare 
Nem. No moe, if [I live Il ſee her to night, -for the Hzroick Vein 


al 


comes upon me—Death and the perk, what ſhall bzcome of che =y 3 
x ” 1 air 
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ſtair Lady then—Heark thee Belmore, take this Key, doſt thou hear 
Rogue ? go to St. Anare's Honſe, through the Garden up the back-flairs, 
puſh open the door and be bleft. Hell ! can't'I be in two places ar ance ? 
Heark hee, give her this, and this, and this, and whea thou biceſt her 
with a parting blow, ſigh out ewours. 


Bell. VII do'c 
Enter the Prince of Cleve. | 
Nem. Go to Tournon for the reſt, ſhe'll inſtruct thee in the Manage- 
ment: Away.  CExiut Bll. 
Ha ! he comes up bur ſlowly, yet he ſees me, 
Perhaps he's Jealous, why then I'm jeatous roo 3 | 
Hypocrifie and Sofcneſs, with all the Arts of Woman, 
Tip my Tongue. | & | 
P. C. I come, my Lord, to ask you if. you lovs me. 
Nem, Love thee, my Cle, by Heav'n, cer yer] (aw thee, 
Thus were my Prayers ſtill offer d to the Fates, 
If I muſt choole a Friend;*grant me ye Powers . 
- The ManlI love may ſeize my Hearr at once 3 
Guide him the perfect temper. of. your ſelyes, 
With ev*ry manly Grace and ſhining Vertue 3 
Add yet the bloom of Beauty. to. his Youth, 
Thar I may make a Miſtreſs of him too, | 
P. C. QOHeav'n ! & | 
Nem. That 2 firſt view our Souls may kindle, 
And like rwo Tapers kindly mix their Beams} 
- I knelt and pray'd, and wept for facha Bleſſing, 
And-they return'd me more-than [cou'd ask, h 
All that was Good or Great or Juſt ig thee. £ 
P. CG. You ſay you love me, Iniuſt make the proof, 
For you have brought it to a doubt— 
New. In what? _ 7 : 
P. E. In this, you have not givn me all your Heart, 
You Muſe of late, ev'n on my Bridal day, 
I aw you fit wicha too thoughtful brow, 
You figh'd and _— your Head upon your Hand : 
Nay in the midſt of Laughter —— G 
You ſtarted, bluſh'd and*'cry*d *twas wond'rous well, 
And yet you knew not what—Speak like a Friend, 
Whar is the cauſe my Lord? _ 
N:m. Shall I deal plainly with you? Pm not well. 
P. G. I do believe tt, how hap”ned the Diſtemper > 
Nm. It is too dezp' to ſearch, . 
Nor can I tell you.- > 
P.C. Then you're no Friend, 


Shou'd 
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Shou'd Clewe thus anfiyer to Aemaurs,l cannot + ; 


£7 Say.rather that you will not truſt a Man 


You do not love. 

New. By Heav'n I do. 

P.C. By Heav'ayou do? Yet 'tis too deep to ſearch 
For ſuch a ſhallow Friend. 

Nem. Of all Mankind 
You ought not—— 

P. G. Nay, the reſt. 

{Vem. It is not fit, | 
Be ſatisfied, T'll bear it to my Grave 
Whate'er it be. 

P.C. You are in Love mv Lord, 
And if you do not Swear—But where's the need ? 

You ſtart, you change, you are another Man, 
You bluſh, youre all conſtraint, you curn away. 

Nem. Why take it then; 'tis true, I am in Love, 
In Torture, Racks, inall the Hells of Love, 

Of hopeleſs, reſtleſs and eternal Love. 

P. CG. Her name my Lord. 

New. Her name my Lord to you ? | : 

P.C. To me Confuſion, Plagues and Death upon me, 
Why not to me? And wherefore did you fay, 

Of all Mankind [ ought not—There you ſtopt, . .  - 
But wou d have faid—To pry into this bulneſs—— 
Yet ſpeak to eaſe the Troubles of my Soul, - _ .. 
By all our Friendſhip, by the Life thou gav*ſt me, 

I do conjure thee, thunder in my Ears, 

"Tis Gbartres that thou lov'ſt, Ghartres my Wife. 

New. Your Wife, my Lord? 


PL 


P. C. My Wife, my Lord, and I muſt have you own it. 


New. I will not tell pou Sir, who 'tis I love, 
Yet think me not ſobaſe, were it your Wife, 
That all the ſubtleſt Wit of Earth or Hell 
Shou'd make me vent a Secret of that nature 
To any Man on Earth, much leſs to you. _ 

P. C. Yet you cou'd baſely tell it co the Fidam, 
And he to all the Court -But I waſte time, . 

By all the boiling Venom of my Paſſion, 
1! make you own it &'er w# part——Diſpatch, 
Say thou halt Whor'd my,Wite, Damnation on mz, 
Pronounce me Cuckold. : 
Nem. But then I give my (elf the Lye, 
Who told you juſt before, 1 wou'd = ſpeak, 
2 


1 


Tho 
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Tho I had done it Which 1 ſwear I have not—— 
Beſide, I fear you are going Mad. 

P.G Draw-tchen-and make it up, 

For if thou doſt not own what I demand, 

What you both knorv and have complotred on me, 
Tho neither will confe(s, I ſwear agen, 

That one of us mnſt fall, ; 

Nem, Tin take-my Life. + 

P.C. I will, by Heav'n, i&thou refuſe me Juſtice 5 
Drgv then, for if thou doſt not I will kill thee, 
And te]l tmy Wife thou baſely didſt confeſs 
Thy Guilt 2t laſt, in hopes to fave thy Life. 

/exz That is a blaſt indeed, that Honour fhrinks at, 

Therefore I draw, but Oh! be witneſs Heav'n, 
With ſuch a trembling Hand and bleeding Heart, 
As if I were to fight againſt my Father, ; 
TicreforeI beg thee by the name of Friend, | 
Which once with half this Snit-wou'd have diſloly'd thee s 
F beg thee, gentle Cleve, to hold thy hand. 

P. C. I'm Deaf as Death, that calls for one or both. 


[Cieves diſarm'd, Nemours gives him his Sword agen. 


New. Then give it me, I arm thy hand agen, 


- Againſt my Heart, againſtthis Heart that loves thee ; 


Thruſt theo, for by the Blood that bears my Life, 
Thou ſhalt not know the name of her I love; 
Not but I ſwear upen the point of Death, 
Your Wife's as clear from me, as-Heav'n firſt made her. 
P.C. No more my Lord, you've giv'n me twice my Life. 
Nem. Are you not hurt ? 
P. C. Alafs, *tis not fo well, IRS | 
I have no Wound but that which Honour makes, 
And yer there's ſomething cold upon my Hearr,* 
E hope 'tis Death, and T ſhall ſhortly pay you, 
With Ghartres love, for you deferve her betrer. 
New. No Siry you ſhall not, you ſhall live my Lord, 
And long enjoy your beauteous vertuous Bride ; 
You ſhall, Dear Prince, 'why are you then ſo cold ? 
. P. C. T cannot ſpeak — — 
But thus, and thus, there's ſomething riſes here. | 
Nem. 1'|l wait you home, nay, ſhake'theſe drops away, 
And hang*upon my arth—— | 
P. GC. ] will do any thing, | 
So you will promiſe never to upbraid me. 
New. I ſwear I will nor. 


P,C. 
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. P, C. But will you love me too : 

As formerly | 
Nem, I (wear far more than ever. 

 P,C. Thou know'ſt my Nature ſoft, yet Oh ſuch Love! : 

Such Love as mine, and injur'd as I thought, 

Wou'd ſpleen the Gaul-leſs Turtle, wou'd it not ? 2 
Ne. It wou'd by Heavin—You make a Woman of me. [ Weeping. 
P, G. Why, any thing thou ſayſt to humour me, | 

Yet it is kind, and I muſt love theſe Tears, . 

I hope my Heart will break, and then wereeva ; 

Yet if this cruel Love thy Cleve ſhou'd kill, 

Remember after Neath thou lov'ſt me ſtill, [Exeunt. 


: -- SCENE IL 


Exter Tournon with the Vidam. 


Tow-GO let. that corner be your Poſt, and as ſoon as ever you ſee 
St. Azare come ſtalking ig his Dream, flip to his Lady, and 
when you have agreed upon the Writings, I'll be ready to bring you ott 


with a Witne(s— 


Vid, Thou Dear obliging | 
Tour. No more © thatz away, mark but how eaſily thoſe that are 


gifted with Diſcretion bring-chings about z in the name of Goodneſs ler 
Men and Women have their Risks, bur ſtill be careful of the Main— 
Here's a hot-headed Lord goes mad for a- prating Girl, Treats her, Pre- 
ſents her, Flames for her, Dies for her, till the Fool complies for pure 
Love, and when the bus'neſs fails, is forc'd to live at laſt by the love of 
his Footmen z but ſhe that makes a firm Bargain, is commonly thoughc 
a great Soul, for my Lord having conſider'd on'r, thinks her a Perſon of 4 
depth, and fo reſolves to have it out of her——Bur why do talk 6 
my ſelf, when there's ſomething to do, certainly I ſhou'd have made a 
rare Speaker in a Parliament of Women, or a notable Head to a Fe- 
male Jury; when. his Lordſhip gravely puts the queſtion, whither it be 
Sat# or Non Satts or Nunguam Satts, and we bring it in Jenoramus 
Ha! but who comes here ? I muſt attend for Belamore. 
| Enter Poltrot, Celia over-heartng. 

Pel. My Wife and I went to Bed together, and 11] warrant full ſhe 
was of Expectation, ſo white and clean, and much inclin'd to laugh, and 
lay at her full length, as who wou'd ſay come eat me. 

Gel, Said ſhe ſo ſweet Sir ? | 

Pol. Not a bit by the Lord, not I, not I - | | 

Gel. Alas ! nice Gentleman. | 

Pal. A Farmer wou'd fay this was barbarouſly done, becauſe he loves 
Bee But I have Plover in reſerve Ha! S:, Anare, heark, I 


= 


: hear 
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hear him buſtle, O Lord ! how my heart goes pit a pat! nay, I dreamt 
laſt night I was Gelt nter St. Andre 1# his ſleep. 
"Tis, he, 'tis he, by the twilight I ſee him— 2? The Vidam goes in; 
Ay, now the politick head goes, it ſhall be branch'd by and by—Whart 
was that ſtop for, there's neicher Gate nor Stile in your wayz now by 
that ſudden ſtretch, he ſeems as if he wou'd take a jump, or practice on 
the High-ropez O your humble Servant Sir, I'll but do a little bus'neſs 
for you, and be with you agen. Nay, look you Sir, I have as many 
Bobs as Demorritts when he cry*d Poor lack—There's more Pride in a 
Puritans Band, ſhort Hair, and Cap pinch'd, than under a Kings Crown. 
Poor Jack, Citizens, Citizens, look to your Wives; the Courtiers 
comme, look to 'em, they'll do 'em, look to 'em, they'll do 'em, Poor 
ac = 
St. 4. Ha! Ha! You'll tickle me to death——Nay; prithee Pex— 
Your Miſtreſs will hear us—Thou art the wantoneſt Rogue 
Enter Tournon with Bellamore, 
Tour. Madam. | 


Cel. Here's. | : 
. Tour. Here's a Thief I rook in your Chamber 
. Bell. Ah Madam! retire for a moment, and I'll make you the whole 
Confeſhoa. 
_ Gil. Confeſs and you know what follows, however I am reſolv'd to 
hear what you can (ay for your ſelf. [_Exeant. 
S:. 4. Nay Piſh, nay Fie ſweet heart—— 
But III kiſs you if-I can; 
I did not take you for to be 


Such 2 kind of a Man, [Re-enter Poltrot.. 


. © ButTll gocallmy Mother as loud as I can cry, 
"Why Mother, Mother, Mother, out upon you, Fye. 

' , Pol. © Lord! Q Lord ! I hd like to have trod upon a Serpent that 
wou'd'have bit me to deach. I went to take up the Cloths as gently as 
I cou'd for my Life, when a great huge hoarte Voice flew in my face, 
with Damme you Son of a Whore, I'll cut your Throatz you may guets 
I withdrew, for o' my Conſcience the Fright had almoit made me un- 
clean ; but Il ro my own Spouſe, and if the Lord be pleas'd ro bring 


me off ſafe this bout, I'll never, never go a Cuckold-making agen while - 


my eyes are Open. CExtt. 

St. 4. Heark, my Wife's coming up Stairs Help up with my 
Breeches ;- ſo, 10, {mooth the Beg—— What damn'd Luck's this 
So, fall a rubbing the Room agen 


upon the hunt for you all this day, ſhe's- beJow in the Garden, go, go, 
we'll kiſs when you come back—— Now Sirrah, now you Rogue, ſhe's 
gone, comme, come, loſe not your opportunity, I'll keep on-my Breeches ' 
tor ſear—Ay ? No, no, not upon che Bed, Piſb,- againſt the A 

| this 


a Sc Wow Wt Do-a w—_ fo  & A a . Paw —_ 


Heark you Wife, Gels has been 


ws £4 £A% am. 
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this Chair—Won't it—How can you rell—Try—Tll buy thee a new 
Gown, anda Fan, and a lac'd Petricoat, and pay thee double Wages 3 


Q! thou dear pretty ſoft ſweet wriggling 'Rogue, what wou'dſt thou. 


dodge me, Gad bur I'll have thee, Gad bur” TIl catch thee; Ay, and 


have at theeagen and agen- CExit. Re-enter Poltror. * 


Pol. Was ever Man of Honour thus unfortunately met with 2 I went 
into my Chamber and trod as ſoftly as a half-ſtary'd Mouſe, for fear of 
waking'my Cat, when coming cloſe to my Bed-ſide, mechought it rock'd 
to and fro like a:great Cradle, and the Coats Be a5 if ſome Beaſt 
lay blowing there—But the Beaſt was by the Bed-f(ide ic ſeems—Yes, I 
am, and whocan help ir, as very a Cornuto as- e'er was grafred —— 
T heard my beloved Wife troo—The Plagues of Egypt on her—— Speak 
ſo lovingly and angrily together Nay, Prithee my Dear —Nay, fiow 
you are tireſome—1 ſhall ve aſhant'd to look you in the face agen ! Why, 
how will ſhe look upon me then 2 O Lord—-O Lord—Whar (hall T do ? 
{hall I Rand thus like a Cuckoldly Son of a Whore, with my Horns in 
my Pocket and not wb. | 
eter St. Andre h 
But here comes as very a Cuckold -as my felf, I am refoly'd to wake 
him, and we'll fall upon *em together -—— Allo, St. Andre, St. Azare. 

St. 4. Ti—ti *tis nm=im—im—poflible 1-I-I ſhou'd be the Man, 
Fo-Fo-For I cannot ſpeak a plain word. | 

Pol. You're a Cuckold, a Cuckeld, a Cnckold. 

St. 4. Why lo-lo-look you, I faid it co-co con'd not be me, for Sir, .I 
all che World knows I am no Cu Cu-Cu-ckold. 

Pol. Wake, wake, I fay, or Þ'll thake the bones owt of your Body, 
your Horns are a growing, your Bed is a going, your Heifer's a Plowing. 

St. 4. Why, let her Plo-Plo-Plow on, if the Se-Se-Seed be well 
Sown, we ſhall bave & age Cro-Crop—— | 

Pol. Worſe and worſe, why then I will roar out dire&ly and raife the 
Neighbours—Help! Ho, Help! Murder! Murder ! Fire! Fire ! Fire! 
Cuckoldom ! Cuckoldom ! Thieves ! Murder! Rapes! Cuckoldom ! 


Enter the Vidam and Bellamore. The Vidam comes up to Poltrot, 
ſhoots off a Piſtol, St. Andre and Poltrot fall down together —Tour- 
non enters with the Ladies i ournon leads off þ 
Bellamore. 


Cel. Thieves! Thieves ! Ho ! 7aques ! Pearo—Thoma— 
Elia. Thieves! Thieves—— Wake! wake ! my Lord.: 
St. 4. Waking] Why, what a Devil's the matter > where am I? 
Elza.-O ! youll never leave this ii! habir of walking in your fleep— 
*Tis 2 mercy we had nor all been Murder d— You weat down in your 
Shirt Sir, open'd the door, and let in Rogues that had like co have os 
a 


dtd "___ a 


e Vidam and © 
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all our Throats—But for the future I am reſolv'd to tye you to. F 
the Bed-cord, rather than endure this — _ fv ea 

St. A. Where's Poltrot ? 

Cel. Murder'd Sir, heze! here! here! one of the Villains diſcharg'd 
a Piſtol juſt in his' Belly —— 

St. A. Shot in the Guts! Lord bleſs us! here Thom. a light! light! 
light! ſhot in che Guts ſay you 

Pol. Oh ! Oh—Lower, lower, lower—Feel, feel, ſearch me, lower, 


lower —— | | 
St. 4. Cold here-Wuts—Let's bear him to his Bed, and ſend for 2 


Surgeon —— : 
Pal. Softly ! foftly ! ſoftly—Come not near rfie Crocodil ; Oh ! Oh— 
St. 4. Unhappy Chance, no where bur juſt in the Guts ? | 

Pal, Yes, yes, yes, in the Head too, in the Head Man, in the Head : 

Nay, and ler me tell you, you had beſt ſearch your own, but bear me off 

or I ſhall Swoon, I feel ſomething trickle, trickle in my Breeches ; 


Oh! Oh! Oh! C [_Exeunt. 
"SCENE: I11, | 


Exter Nemours, Pedro l:f' ning. 


New. A Laſs! Poor Prince, I proteſt the Violence of his Paſſion has 
caſt him in a Fever, he dies of it And how then? hall 

I Marry the Princeſs of Glee, or ſtick to Marguerite as we-are ? for 
*is moſt certain, ſhe has rare things in her, which I found by my laſt. 
Experiment, and I love her more than ever, almoſt to Jealoutie ; be- 
fides Tourn0n tells me, the Dauphin begins to buz about her agen, and 
who knows but in this heat of hers, as the ſais, ſhe will hang her ſelf 
out to ſale, bur he may nick the-time and buy her —-I like not that— 
No, I'll throw boldly, clear the Table if I can, if not, 'tis but at laſt 
forſwearing Play, ſhake off my new acquaintance, and be eafie with 
my reſerve——Heark, Iam juſt upon the Bower Mulick— 

Pearo, | have hitherto obey'd my Mafter's order, but I'm reſolv'd to 
dog him till he's lodg'd—— 

{Ne.Now do [| know the Preciſe will call me damn'd Rogue for wrong- 
ing my Friend, eſpecially ſuch a ſofe ſweet natur'd Friend as this gentle 
Prince Verily I ſay they lye in their Throats, were the gravelt of 
'em in my condition, and thought it ſnou'd never be known, they wou'd 
rouze up the Spirit, caſt the dapper Cloak, leaye off their humming and 
haing, and fall coo like a Man of Honour, [ Ext. 

_ Pearo.T'll face him ill he enters the Bawer,and then callmy Lord. Ex. 


Scene 


| Stone the Bower, Lights, Song, _ 
- The Princeſs of Cleve, Irene. 
8,0 N &. 


| By = Selina, Innocent and Free 
all the dangerous Arts of Lowe, . 
Exturd the fwectnf of ber 
oy'd t etneſs Preoagy, 
Till th'envious Gods deſigns —_ her, 
Dsſpatght the Swain, not them, to wo '* : 
. It was not long ©er the deſign did take, _ 
F. | Scary _ born to I 
Decerr'd the too too * Maia; 
"Her Scri gre Garlands ſoon be aid forſake, 
And ratbly told the Secrets of her Heart, . 
Which the fond Man would ever more _ 
= of me nel 9699 of my Heart, ſaid ſhe, 
Love in Van, : "a 
To q prin por not be Lov'd again, | | 
And why (hou'd Love and Prud#uce diſagree? 
Pity » Powers that fit at eaſe above : 
If. Ger you knew what "ts to be in Love. 


Princeſs G. Alas! Irene, 1 do believe Iemonrs 

The Man thou repreſents him yer, Oh! Heav'n, 
And Oh my Heart ! in ſpiteef my reſolves, 
Spite of thoſe matchleſs Virtues of my H 

© I love the Man my reaſon bids me hate: 
Yet grant me ſome few hours ye Saints to live, 
That I mgy try what Innocence ſo arm'd 
As mine, with vows.can do in ſuch a cauſe ſ. 
The War's begun, the War of Love and Be 
And I am fixt to conquer or'to dye. 

Iren. Your Fate is hard, and fince you honour'd me 
With the important Secret of your Life, | 
Pve labour'd for the Remedy of Love. 

Princeſs G. 1 muſt to Death own thee oy better Angel, 
Thou know'ſt the ſtruglings of my wounded Sgiul, 

_ Haſt ſeen me ſtrive Ty this ney Paton, 


- 


$7 


Till 
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Till I have lain like Slaves upon the Rack, 
My Veins half burſt, my weary: \Ee-ballafxr, | 
Wha My Brows all cover'd with: big drops of 
ich ſtx2ogling Grief wrung:from my torcur Z Brain. 

tr. Alaſs I weep to ſee you rhus agen. 

Princeſs C.Thou haſt wc me the the 5124S hen firſt I ſaw* 
The fatal charming Face of lov'd emours, 
Haſt heard the Death-bed Counfel of [my Mother. 
Yet.what can this avail, Te 0 of yp. 500! 
The Nightly Warnings fr ror her dreadful Shroud > 
I love Nemours, I languiſh for Nemours, 
And when I think to baniſh him my Breaſt, 
My Heart rebels, I feeka;goth 


P = mn ds Aa Ae HA 


4s 


That choaks me up,.treit wy age ad to Foots. + 
A ſhog of Blood and Spirits, Mad-mens. Fears, 
Convulſions, gnawing Gri and angry. Tears. 

Enter Nemours. 


Ha ! but behold—My Lord-—>. 
 Nem. O! Pardon Me. xt... 


hat ah Fr 


 Sparemea Nu $ 
Prince]. G. 


The Honour of your. T4 our own and Mine 
wear by-all things Sacred, - 
Never to ſee ou more. 


Princeſs G. Speak then——And keep y your word. 
P.G. Horrour. and Death ! . 
.Nem. Did you but kaow what ? "tis to love hke me, | 
Without a ow of Blifs to all day,« - 
Toba a che nileb wy; oats nd. 
olsdint ti 2 
With Eyes for ever running o'er with = "4" | | | 
Ty eps oy Ces, and ws a of Flow? rs, , 
invoke the Stars, to cur ; 
- To talk like Mad-men to, Si oek og Bude iſ 
Cou'd you know this, -yerblame triy toerur'd Love, 
Tf thus it throws my Body. at your Feet 2+  . | 
Oh ! fly ndt hences -. 
* Vouchſafe bur juſt to view Zak in & 


 Tasknot LOG, bur Pit » 
- TO. Os]; Fg my i= | 
nad) New, 


41iT 
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The Princeſs of Cleve. 
Nem. The Heavenly Powers '” © ens Th 


Accept the pooreſt Sacrifice webring, 
A Slave to them'sas welcome as 4 Bugs 


Behold a Slave that Glories iff your Chains, _ 
Ah! with ſome ſhew of Mercy view my Pains 
Your piercing Eyes have made their ſplendid way, 
Where Lightning cou'd not pals | 
Even through my Sonl their pointed Luſtre goes, 
And Sacred Smartupon my Snivit throws 
Yet I your Wounds with as much Zeal'deſire, - 
As Sinners that wou'd paſs to Bliſs through Fire, 
Yes, Madam; I muſt loye youtogny Death, - © | 
I'll figh your name with my laſt gaſp'of Breath- - * 
Princeſs G. No more, I have heard you Sir, as you deſir'd, 
nter the Prince of Cleve. 
Reply not, but withdraw, if poſhble z h 
Fix to your word, and let us truſt our Fates, | 
Be gon I charge you, ſpeak not, but retire: {Exit.Nem. 
P.C. Excellent Woman, and Oh! matchleſs Friend, 
Love, Friendſhip, Honour, Poiſon; Daggers, CEals. 
Princeſs G.'O Heaven! Irene, heli pthe Prince my Lord. 
My Deareſt Glewe, wake from this Dream of Death, 
And hear me ſpeak——— - | 
P, C. Curſe on my Diſpoſition, © Ab 
That thus permirs me bear the Wonnds of Hanour! 
And Oh! thou fooliſh, pentle, love-lick Heere 
Why didſt thou let my hand from ftabbing both > 
Princeſs G. Behold, tis yet my Lord within your Power 
To give me Death SIDED. 
P,C. I do entreat thee leave me, FAA ISS 32'S 
I'm bound for Death my ſelf,- and I wou'd make '' © 
My paſſage eaſie, if you wou'd me: ' 
All that I ask thee for the Heart I gave thee z 


And for the Life I love in thy | 

Is, that thou'dſt leave me to my (elf a while, * 

And this poor honeſt Friend —  '- 
Princeſs G, T wou'd obey you, | 


I know, I know my Lord, . 


But cannot ſtir 


You think that I defign'd to meet Nemours 
This night, but by the Powers abdve I Swear. 

P. GC: O! do not Swear, for Chartres credit me, 
There isa Power that can and will revenge 3 _- 
Therefore dear Soul, for I muſt loye thee ſtill, 

If thou wilt ſpeak, confeſs, repent os fault, 
2 


6 * _ NeBibſtef Clos 
Anton, perhaps, may'ſt find a door of Mercy : | 


. For me, Markos of Heav'n,” -1-ſwear -. _. 
I freely now forgive thee——Oh | my Heart— 
Pedro, thy arm, let me to bed=— Y 

Princeſs G. And do you then refuſe 
My help> 

P.G. In Honour Chirtres, afcer ſuch a Fal L 
I ought not to permit that thou-ſhowdi rouch.me 
© Prinzeſ#C. Bat Sir, I will, your arm ? Fll hold nd 
Thus in the cloſeſt ſtricteſt deareſt Claſps 3 
Nor ſhall you dye rr gf my Caproare 


his co 
Nor-had 1 ſgoke Hole one © TTY 


Bs on Li Mg a geyer ro ſee nes 


ering, by. our Mu ptial Joys,. 
By my —_ Mother's Ghoſt by you own Spirit 3. 
hich Oh!- I fear is taking leave f or ever, | 
IT Gwear th MS = 
. P.G. Ido 


Thou haſt ſuch Power: flares in thoſe dear Lips, | 


* As migh ade Lam not 
Off Pedro, by my moſt lng 


untimely Fate 
1 ſwear—I'm reconcil'd 3: and hack thee Cleve, | 
Hehe Biery, 1 Ha! I cannot ſpeak 


| Aay 16k to Bed, (E Tobey love: = hens __ C 


4 Res 57 we muſt 
Wer Loli} Bondogt pany #25 MOre— 


Famdy this KiG1 hee, 
| ommand Fe rr oF; leave me 
Gar C. F Ie Gag 


1d lege th Farewel Prayer behind m me. 
be not moſt true, | | 

. 5x ag as Joon inks me Falls; all Curſes onme ! 

The __ of Conſcience and the Stings of- Pleaſure, 

Diſtempers, Di aPgoiInN s plague me 3; 

May pe my Life be one continu'd Torment, 

. that more Rackiog than a Woman's Labour 3 1-3 

In meeting Death may my-leaſt- Trouble be | 

As pat as how my parting is with then. LExeant. ſeverally,, 


Fin Au Quart... 


_þ- | ACT 
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&CT: V. SCENE I. 


Pires Bollenwts.- 


Pol.” Take her .into.Grike: aqpe-—e vey fre you 
have her bring me to: that paſs nmv 
Lord Hairkrain us'd to keep-me in awe; pals teh biting my Lips; ewiſt 
my Hat, playing with my Thumbs while they wereatiit, and nepernbe 
Nl, Moor feeloaties vendor a reds 
ell. Meer Jealau ie; you your ſelf you ſaw 
Pol. No Sir, I thavk you, 1 I had ad more care of-my Throats coke is 
this the firſt Faulr 3 for once upon a; tinde,:a: Som oniabe afbhs WE Were » 
Married, at Lonaoz—a Pox 0: that-Cuckolding Trojan! erg the: Was -» 
ralking to me one day out of -her-Windaw'more pleaſantly 
nary—And acted with her hl and mu Pol wand'rous precti 
ate like a lctle Gage, while 2t-her enil—Bac 
vo ther in. good Pans, IS = ſile ” q Sola 
* ſoftly up the bac 4 in ay hs yr awas 
E Thunder: nc, 10.08 4, 4 pry are __ KY in aSwea 
Kiſling and Smacking, P g _—_ Blowing' fo, -hard,: you wou'd have have 
ſworn they had been at Hot-cockles— 
Bell; A little Familiar perhaps, things: of Cuſtom—— by 8 
Pul.Ay Sir,Kiſs my: Wite-and welcome;bur forthae.Zealin RL 
and Butting-—Vol me tangere I, cry——1 ami ſure.ic ran lo-1inmy Inia- 
gination, have been Hort-wpe ever > opted 'terefore-ſpare: your: | 
pains, for I am reſolnte;. | 4 7 VE) 


. 24-1.) 0:6) 356, 9h Othde-415/5þ 180% 001 Ns tg 
Bell.. See where ſhe com y: Lony—--Buy you! che refil'4/96 


lay—— However, let me a rp you, 


rate. 
Pol. Deſperate——Damn her, Polluter of- my Sheers—Dama her. 


Seek, Gel:a, not to ſhun me, for where'er you fly, . 
Ell olow-—hang upon cthy knees and dye. 


Bi, (3% come, take hennto Grace agen, 'ewas but NY 


Pak. 


re. 2 care ob waking a ' 
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+ Poltrot, Behold=—Ah! canſt thou ſee me knee!, 


d yet no Bowels of 9 feel ?._ 
Why doſt thou bjuſteyby me like aStorm, | 
And ruffle into sthatGodlike Form ? 
Why doſt thou-turn away thoſe-Eyes of thine, ' 
- In-which Love'sGlory and his Conqueſts (Line > + 
Pol, What is this a> il d mona. ? ſte is worſe 
Thaa all Ingredients ram'd ah 
Were ſhe.a Witch, a —_ a oleic Whore, 
I-con'd forgive her, { ſhe were no more : 
But ſhe's far money up will-in time Boreſtall 


The 27S ze Damaningbf us all. 

Fine L Yer Howr bi a; you = call 
ou!, whole Frailrizs'you rootharply na 

Like 4:lon you ſhou'd ehooke with kev wo tall, * 


And in meer Generoficy be Danm'd. 

Pol.” No, by thy (elf and all alone be curft, 
 And'by;the Winds xhy Venom duſt behurl'd ; ; 
Forthbon'rt ia: requal:tg the 
Andvhaſt the wi :c0:Damn anocher- World: - 
Wife Ler that artone——— 


gm pw, ca yoh 
My Dear Damn'd/W ife, ppm gm ow art 
Fletb of: my Fleſh, and Bone roo of 'm R 
* Ns blooms Mr. on Sir, leve of 
ve our * 
wok pe an-f yr _ ad cell deeds ths 


poder you bevecouel' or'n0,! : for Tam — Vd. co ſtoop no Jonger 


' t0-your Head, to your Lord and: Maſter, you 
G | ;; bor-you-con'd ſtoop your 'Swines Fleſh laſt 
sightyou cou, co your Rank Bravado, that _wou'd -have firuck his 

:Gurs'z"he hadyou with a Beck, ado, nay,' b' my:Con- 
far thou wou'dſt not give him time- to ſpeak, "but huach'd pn 
the {ide like a-full Acorn'd Boar, cry'd Oh ! and mounted 
Gel. Are you reſoly d then, never to take me into Grace agen for 


No "Teh che Sahiof a Carted Bawd: if 1.d0z a Slip do you call 
Je? What, ; When beard = ny oe with the py Co 
dom ! I will aſcend udge of my own e, proceed to Con- 
__— WY 2130 baniſh has 6 ore the Confmes of our Beneyolence— 


Cel. What here, before the Vidaws here ? 
Pol Ye. Impudence, before the /idaw'ahd the Duke: Armvours nay, 


willnot 


to thy eternal Confuſion, I will poſt thee in the Market-place 5 bur » 


firſt. Flt find out St. Apare, and rell him the whole matcer, that he 
may 
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may know t6p, - what '# Ram his bleſſed Ewe has' made him, and . 


Cel. -Ardthen PH hxveyour Fhroat cue! © on YT 

Pol. Ha! Tygreſs, tut. my Throat ! why thon Shee Bear t thou Dam of” 
Lyons Whelps, thon-Cormorant- of Cormorants, why what wile thay 
devorr me Horns and all}. - | 4 LATTE I 2300 

Cel. He that miſg'd your Gats in thEdark, ſrallrake- better ain at 
your Guller by day-hght ;* nay, to thy Terror of Heart be it kgown, 
thou Monſter of ii! nature, if Twou'd have conſented-laſt night ro have 
run his Fortune, which is no ſmall one, he wow'd have murder'd thee 
in thy Bed, for I heard him ſpeak theſe very' words, Let him lye, * Iz 
Mortuw —& tn limbo Patrum— Where I muſt have pray'd for that un- 
thankful Soul, or thou won'dſt have been Damn'd to all Erernity, dying 
ſuddenly and without Repentance>— Or | 

Fol. O Lord, O Lord! 'In+ Mortwis, & mm limbo Patram; what, *0' 
be. tols'd on horny Pitchforks for my Sins, why, what a Bloody- 
minded Son of Belzal is this > * | | 

Cel. In fine, fince you. will have the truth, he has long had a defign 
upon both our Bodies, to Ravith mine, and a4 pied Sees | 

Pol. Why tHien he's 2 Cannibal; Lord! Lord! Lord! Lord! why 
what pleaſure can ir be to any'Man to rip me open?'ro Ravith thee in- 
deed, there's ſome Senſe in that—Buat there's none in ripping me open 
why this is ſuch a brutiſhCrueltey——— FRY 

Cel. -Rogue, and ſol told him-——Therefore © when he found that no- 
thing cou'd make me conſent to you Murder, he Swore, and caught 
me. by the hair, if I ſtir'd, or made the leaſt noiſe, he wou'd Murder 
us all, ſet the Houſe of Firey- and ſq leave us to' our ſelves 
. Pol. And io thou wert forc'd to conſent 3 why then by this Kiſs, I 
Swear from my Soul, which might have been Damn'd as thou ſayſt, bur 
for thee, 1 forgive thee——And what'was he that Cuckolded St. Arare, 
fach anocher Mephoftophelus as this too? ' . 1-3") 

Cel. O! my Dear, there are-not ſuch a pair of Fiends upon Earth 
agen—— Why, they look upon't as a Favour to our Sex' it they Ravith 
a a > ey , for you muſt know they were formerly Heads of the _ 
Banditti ; | = 

Pol. Well; and I muſt praiſe thy Diſcyetian in Sacrificing thy Body, 
for o' my Conſcience, - if they had ſeen this Sinock-face of mi 1 had 


gone to pot too before my Execmion- 7 - 
Gel. They ſent their Pages this Morning to know whether 'it was our 

pleaſure to have your Throats cut: But we anſwered 'em all was wel], 

and delir'd 'em as ever they hop'd to fee us agen, toſtir no farther inthe 


matter. . -- + 34 WELD 6 ae RIGELY > hg 

Pol. Mam, Mum, dear fweer Sou}, "ſecure my Life and-thon ſhale 
command me for che future with as 4ull- a ſving as thou" canft _—_ 
only 
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only like thoſe-that uſe that/exerciſe, ler. it:be too and fro, ſometimes 
at home and ſometimes abroad, and we'll be as merry as the day is long, 
_ hs thou but.true to me, and. like the Indian Wives, I'll not 
--OUt-11VE thee———— :... ir ohh - | 
.- Pol. And Fl Swear now,. that was kindly ſaid, as I hope for mercy; 
Þut it makes me weep, what burn for me—Aand ſhall I not return, 1 
will, 1 will, T will return whewthou doſt-burn 
Nay, when-thy Body in. the Fire appears, 
My Gholt ſhall riſe and quench ie wich his Tears. 


$::4. All Fleſh is Grafs, that's certain, we're all Mortal, the Court's .. 


in Mourning for the Prince of Glewe, the Vidam of Chartres is extreamly 
griev'd Heark you Poltrot, fureas Iam alive he dy'd of Jealoufie. 
Well Nl, for this laſt care of thine,"I Swear 'to be conſtant to thy 
Sheets; and as thou: fayſt,” I think it will not be amiſs to tye me to 
thee now and then for fear of the worſt——Ha! Poltrot: 
Pol. Ha! Bully, I heard your kind Expreſſions to your Mele, and [ll 
Swear I'll vie thee with who ſhall Jove moſt, for I'll Swear theſe daily 
Examples make my hair. ſtand an end——Cut my Throar, and rip me 
open, he ſhall Cuckold meall over firſt, like che Man im the Almanack, 
may, he ſhall Raviſh herwhile I hold the door to my own deflow ring, 


$.GEMNE- IL 
. Tournon, Nemours. 


Nem.Td Eſolv'd never 'to ſee me more, and give up her Honour to 
the Dauphin; that puling ſniveyhng Prince, that looks as if 
he ſuck'd ill, or were always-.in a Milk Diet fr the Sins of his Floren- 
tine Mother. | 67 | 
Tour, Ble(s'me! you are jealous. ES! 
New. I confeſs it——The laſt time I had her in Diſguiſe, ſhe made 
{fuch Diſcoveries as I ſhall never forget : Loſe her I mtſt not, no, I'll 


loſe a Limb firſt, therefore” go tell her, tell her the Prince of Cleve's 


Death l@ wrought my Converſion,-I grow weary of my wild Courles, 

_ of my Sins, - am reſoly'd to leave off Whoreing and warry his 
Tour. So the Town talks indeed. ; 
New. The Town is as it always was and will be, a Talk, a Hum, a 

Buz, and a great Lye——Do as I bid thee, and teil her, juſt as you ſefc 


me, I was going to make my Court to the-Princeſs upon her Husband's 
Tomb, which 1s true too,. I mean a Vilit by the way of Conſolation , 
| -_—_——_ | _ 


The Princeſs of Cleve: ” 


not but T knew it the only opportunity to catch x Woman in the undreſs 
of her Soul; nay, I wou'd chooſe ſuch a time for my life, .and 'tis like 
the reſt of thoſe ſtarts, and one of the Secrets of their Nature—— Why 
they melt, nay, in Plagues, Fire, Famine, War, or any great Calamity — 
Mark it—Let 2 man Rand bur right before 'em, and like hunted Hares 
they run into his lap. | . 
Tozr. But who's the Inſtrument to bring you to her ? = 
Nem, Her Uncle the V:dam, ſhe lies ac bis Houſe immur'd in + dark 
room, with her Husband's Image in her view, and fo reſolves, he ſays, 
for Death. However T1! ſound her in the ebb of her Soul, if my Boat 
run grouns 'ris but calling for Marguerite, and ſhe'll weep a Tide thac 
ſhall ſet me afloat agen As thus, I'll lay the Dauphin. in her diſh, 
- noſe her in the Tiptoe of her Pride, Railing, Lying, Laming, Hanging, 
Dn Dying, and ſhe.comes about agen. Exat. 
Tour. Go thy ways Petroniws, nay, it he were dying too, with his 
Veins cut, he wou'd call for Wine, Fiddles'and Whores, and [augh him- 
ſelf into the ocher World, 
Exter La March. 


Where's Marewertte ? a 
La M. She follows like a-Wind,' with ſwollen Cheeks, raffled Hair, - 
and glareing Eyes, the Princeſs of Cleve has found her Fury, nor will the 


yet believe it. | 
S-G BN. E6IL 


The Princeſs of Cleve, Irene in A, Song, as the Princeſs kneels at 
the Qtate. . 
Princeſs G.F NEad thou dear Lord—Yet from thy Throne of Blils, 
If any thing on Earth be worth thy view, 
Look down and hear me, hear my Sighs and Vows, 
Till Death has made me cold,and Wax like thee : 
Water ſhall be my Drink and Herbs my Food, 
The Marble.of my Chappel be my Bed; © * 
| The Altars Steps my Pillows, while all night 

Stretch'd out, I groaning lye, upon the Floor, 

Beat my ſwoll'n Breaſts, and thy dear loſs deplore. 
Iren, Ah! Madam, what a Life have you propos'd? 
Princeſs G. Too little all for an Offence like mine 3 

Yet Death will ſhortly purge my droſs away, 
For Oh! Ireze, where's the Joy I find it hete, 
Yes, I thall dye without thoſe violent means 
That might bave hazarded my Soul—O Heaven: 
O thou that ſeeſt mv Heart, and know ſt my Terrors, 

Wilt thou forgive thoſe Crimes I cou'd not help, 

And wou'd not hide? | | 

Irez, Doubt not but your Account K Shall 
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Shall Rand as fair in his Eternal Book, 


As any Saints above— 
Princeſs C. Take, take me then 
From this bad World, quench Ge Bepeibons thoughts 
For Oh ! T have a pang, a lotgi: «om 
To ſee the Luckleſs Face of lov' Segvary, 
To gaze'a while, and take one laſt Farewel, 
Like one that is too looſe a Limb—'Tis  BOnNe— 
Tt was corrupt, a Gangreen to my Honour? 
Yer I methinks wou'd view the bleeding part, . 
-Shudder a _— pace at parting. 
But by the Soul of my triumphant Saint, 
I ſwear this longing 4s 7 Gichont a guilt, 
Nor ſhall it ever be by my appointment. 
Exter Nemours. 
Fen. But if he ſhou'd attempt this cruel viſit, 
How wou'd your Heart receive him ? 
Princeſs G. With ſuch Gn | 
ry Euck. Fer in height my ptcrwae, 
p thou t If prxens Wou' wou'dft wonder at 
tres. Hz1b 
Princeſs C. > c poſſible my Lord? 
Hao! then my Uncle thus _ 'd my Honour ? 
Am. Start not, nor wonder Madam, bur forgive 
The Yidewe who has thus entrap'd your Virtue, 
To enda ling 'ring W rerch—Thir die dies for Love 
Printeſi G.” For Loye, my Lord, is this a time for pa 
In Tears and Blacks, the IVErY {of Death? ca 
But whar's your hope, if I ſhou'd Ttay to hear you? 
Ah! What can you ex Ce hs os) ertue,. 


From Chaſtity as cold as 
You that are made, my Lord, for ther Pleafures—— 


New. Is this then the reward my Paſſion 2? 
As if there cou'd be any H pping | 
Jor this _p_ pairing. rerch,. { 

But in your Love a : 


Princeſs G. You're'p eag'd my Lord: 
That I ſhou'd entertain you, and I gull 
Before this dear Remembrancer of 
We'll calk of murder'd Love—And you hal WL 
From this abandon'd. parc. of him that was,, 
How much you have been loy d, 4 
WNemi. Ha! Madam — 
Prizceſs &. Yes, 


Siebing I ſpeak it Sir, you have inſpir'd me 


With 


The Princeſs of Cleve. . 
With ſomething which I never fele before, .  _ 
That pleas'd and pain'd the quicknings of firſt Loves 
Nor fear'd him then, when with his Infant Beams, - 
He dawn'd upon my chill and ſenfeleſs Blood. 
But Oh ! when he had reach'd his fierce Meridian, 
How different was his form ! that Angel Face, 
With his ſhort Rayes, ſhot to a glaring God: 
I grew inflam'd, burnt inward, and the Breath . 
Of che grown Tytant, parch'd my Heart to Aſhes, | 
Nor need I bluſh to make you this Confeſhon, 
Becauſe, my Lord, *tis done without a Crime. 

New. Becauſe for this moſt bleſt diſcovery, 
I am reſolv'd to kneel an Age before you. . Lis 

Princeſs G. Riſe, I conjure you, rife, I've told-you nothing 
But what you knew, my Lord, too well before * 
Not but I always vow'd to keep thoſe Rules 
My Duty ſhou'd preſcribe. 

Mem. Strike me not dead 
With Duty's name, by Heav'n I Swear you're free 
As Air, as Waters, Winds or open Wilds, 
There is no Form of Obligation now 
Nay, let me ſay, for Duty : O forgive me, 
'Tis utmoſt Duty now te keep that Love 
7. —_ 
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The voice of Honour and the cry of Love, 
That I ſhou'd fly from Pars as a Peſt, 
That I ſhou'd wear theſe Rags of Life away 
In Sunleſs Caves, in Dungeons of Deſpair, 
Where I-ſhoy*d never think of Man agen. 
But more particularly that of you, 
For Reaſons yet unknown. * 

Nem. own they are, 
And wou'd to Heayv'n they might be ever (o, 0 
Since 'tis impoſſible they ſhou'd bejuſt wo 
_ Madam, let me fay the Ghoſt of Glewve—_— 

rinceſs G, Ah! Sir, how dare you mention that dear name, 

That drains my Eyes, and cries to Heav'n for Blood. 
Name it no more without the Conſequence, 


For 'tis but too too true, you were uſe 

Of Glewe's untimely Death, I Swear think | 

No leſs than if you had ſtaob'd him through the Heart. 
em. O ! Cruel Princefs, -but why ſhou'd T anſwer, 


When thus you raiſe the ſhadow of a reaſon 
.To ruin me for eyer? Is it a faulc 'K a 


& 


To 


4% os The Princeſs of Cleve. 
'To Love? Then blame not me 3 No, Madam, no, 
Bur blame your ſelf, who told ir to your Husband 3 
Bac Oh ! you wou'd not argue thus againſt me 
If ever you had lovd—— © © 
You have deceiv'd your ſelf and flatter'd- me ; 
Why am I thrown elſe from the Glorious Height, 
Snarch'd in a moment from my bli(sfui State, 
And hurl'd like Lightning by the hand of Fate ? 
Frineeſs G. Be ſatish'd,'my Lord, 'you are not flatter'd, 
I have ſuch Love for you, that -Duties bar, 
Wou'd prove too weak to hinder our Engagement. 
nr may & __ | os D 
em. More Fancy, more Chimera! 
Burt let it come,I'}l! flared the ſtalking Nothing, 
And when the bladder'd Air wou'd turn the Ballance;: 
I'll caſt in Love ſubſtantial, pondrous Love,” 
Eternal. Love, and hurl him to the Beam. 
But ſpeak; and if a Hell of Separation = "oy 
Muſt part, my Soul and Body; do not Rack me, 
But let the Poyſon ſteal into my Veins, ' 
And Daman me mildly, Madam, as'you can. : 
Princeſs G. Hear then,my boſom thought—'Tis the laſt time 
I &er ſhall ſee you, and 'ris a poor reward 
For ſuch a Love, yet, Sir, 'tis all I have, 
And you muſt ask no more. | 
| Aem. Be Witneſs, Heav'n, ' 
Of my Obedience, I will ask het nothing. : 

' Princeſs G. Know then, my Lord, you're free, andI am ſo 
Free for the eternal Bond of Marriage | 
My Heart too is inclin'd by Love like yours, ::: + 
Nor can] fear the cenſuring World ſhau'd blame us. . 
But now, my Lord, What Power on Earth can give - 
Securicy that Bond ſhall prove Eternal ? L 

Nemvs Ha! Madam, £29805 
Princeſs G. Silence, filence I command you ; 
No, no, Nemours. I know the World too well, : : 
You have a Senſe too nice for long Enjoyment, -. 
Cleve was the Man that only cou'd love.Jong : . 
Nor can I think his paſſion wou'd have laſted, _ 
Bur that he found I cou'd have none for him. 
"Tis Obſtacle, Aſcent, and Lets and Bars, {S043 
"That whet the Appetite of Love and Glory ; | |: + + 4 


_ Theſe are the fael for that fiery Paſſion; | ,-' > | rn 1 


But when the flaſhy ſtubble weremove, +: 472 1) nn 40 
The God goes out and there's an end of Love,” + -- 


The Princeſs of Cleve. 
New. Ah Madam! I'm not able to contain, 
But muſt perforce break your commands to anſwer, 
Once to-be yours, 1s to be for eyer yours, 
Yours only, without thought of other Woman, 
Princeſs G.Why this ſounds well and nataral till you're cloid, 
But Oh! when one ſatiety has pall'd you, 
You ſicken at each view, and ev'ry glance 
Betrays your guilty Soul, and a you loath her. 
I know it, Sir, you have the well-bred caſt 
Of Gallantry and Parts to gain ſucceſs; | 
And do but think when various Forms have charm'd you, 
How I ſhou'd bear the croſs returns of Love? 
Nem. Ah Madam! now I find you're prejudic'd 
To blaſt my hopes. 
Princes G. *T1s Reaſon, all calm Reaſon ; 
Nature affirms no violent thing can laſt, 
I know't, I ſee'r, ev'ry new Face that came 
Wou'd charm you from me—Ha! and cou'd I Love 
To ſee that Fatal day, and ſee ”_ ſcorn me, 
To hear the Ghoſt of Glewe each hour upbraid me z 
No, 'tis impoſſible, with all my Paſſion, 
Not to ſubmit to theſe Almighty Reaſons 3 
For this I brave your nobleſt Qualities, 
T'll keep your Form at diſtance, curb my Soul 
79 ge of Smiles and Tears, and Prayers and Oaths, 
And all the Blandiſhments of Perjur'd Love : 
I will, I muſt, I ſhall, nay, now I can, 
Defrie to Death the lovely Traytor Man. 
New. No. Madam, think not. you ſhall carry'c thus, 
"Tis not allowable, *cis paſt example, 
"Tis moſt unnatural, unjuſt and monſtrous ; 
And werethe reſt of Women thus reſolv'd, 
You wou'd deſtroy the purpoſe of Creation. 
What, when I have the happineſs to pleaſe, 
When Heav'n and Exrth combine to make us happy, 
Will you defear the aim of Deſtiny, k | 
By moſt unparallel'd extreams of Vertue, 
Which therefore take away its very Being ? 
Princeſs G. Away, I muſt not anſwer, but conjure you 
Never to ſeek occafion more to ſee me z 
Farewel 'Tis paſt, 
New. I cannot let you goz 4 
T'll follow on my Knees, and hold your Robe, 
Till you have promis'd me that I ſhall ſee you, 
To ſhew you how each day by ſlow degrees 
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I dye away : This you ſhall grant by Heay*n, 

Or you ſhall ſee my Blood let out before you 
rinceſs G. Alas! Nemoars, .OHeav'n! why muſtiic be, 

That I ſhou'd charge you with' the/death of Cleve? 

Alas! why-met wenot-eer Tengagd = 

To my dead Lord? And why did Fate divide us ? 


 NNem. Fate does not, No 
"Tis you that croſs both Fortune, Heav*n and Fate ; 
*Tis you obſtruct my Blis, *tis you-impoſe . - 

Such Laws as neither Senſe nor Vertue wattant- 

Princeſs G. *Tis tag; my Lord, I offer much to duty, 
Which but ſubſiſts in thought, therefore have patience, 
Expect what time, with:\uch'a love as mine, 

May work in your behalf; -my Husband's death 
90 bleeding, freſh I ſee himan'the'Pangs; 
Nay, look, methinks I ſee his Image riſe. 
And point an everlaſting Separation 
Yet Oh! it ſhall not bewithouta Tear. , _ Mem. O! tay. 
Princeſs G. Let go, believe'noother Man 
"Cou'd thus have wroughtme, but'your ſelf, to Love—— 

Mem. Stay then. 

Princeſs G I dare not—ThinkT love'you ſtill— 

Nem. I do—But ſtay and ſpeak it o'er agen—— 

Princeſs G, Believe that I ſhall love youto my death. 

New. I will. But live and love me. 

Princeſs G. Off, 1 charge you. 
Believe this parting wounds me like the Fate 
Of Cleve or worle : Believe, but Oh! farewel 
New. Believe, but what?- That laſt thoughtT implore. : 
Princeſs G. Believe that you ſhall: never ſee me more. CExtt. 
Enter the Vidam, : 

Vid. Well, and how goes the Game > What, on the Knee, a gather'd 
Brow, and a large dew upon it? Nay, than you are a looſer. 

Aem. Didft thou fee her paſs? 

Vid. 1 did—ſhe wrang me by the hand and figh'd, 

Then iook'd back twice, 
And totter'd on the threthold at the door. | 

New. Believe that you ſhall never ſee me more—ſhe Lyes, I'll Wager 
my State, I Bed her eighteen months three weeks hence, at half an hour 
paſt tewoin the Morning. | 

Vid. Why Faith, and that's as exa& as e'er an Aſtrologer of 'em all. 

Mem. Give me thy hand, Vidam, I know the Souls of 
Women better than they know themſelves; - 

I know the Ingredients juſt that make 'em up, 
All to looſe Grains, the ſubtleſt volatile Atoms, . With 


. 
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With the whole Miſh-maſh of. their. Compoſition. 

Heark there without, the voice of 'Marguertte, 

Now thou ſhalt ſee a Battle worth the gazing, | ; 
Mark but how eaſily my reaſon flings her, 

And yet at laſt ll ſwing into Friendſhip 

Becauſe I loveher— Enter Bellamore: 


Bell. The Princeſs ſhall I op her ? 
_ New. No, let her come, - 
With flying Colours, and with beat of Drunji—— 
Like the Fanatick, T1! but rub me down, 
And then have at her, Y:aam, ſtay you here 
By Heav'n I'm jealous of this changeable Stuff, 
Therefore the hits will be the livelter o' both ſides, 
The Dauphin, but no more—ſhe comes, the comes. 
Enter Marguerite ps12g Bellamore. 
Marg. Be gon, Villain, Devil, Fury, Monſter of a Man. 
N:wz. But hear me but {ix words in private. | 
Exter Poltrot, Celia. | | 

Pol.. And I ſwear by this lafcivious bit of Beauty, I will cleaye to 
my Cel:a for Better for Worſe, in Searge, Grogram or Crape, though a 
Queen ſhou'd come in my way in Beaten Gold $5 

New. hat then,Gentlemen,lI perceive there have been Wars at home--- 

Pol. Not a Battle, my Lord, only a Charge, a Charge ſounded or fo. 

New, What was it a Trumpet, or through a Horn Sit ? LE If if 

Pol. A Horn Sir, a Horn Sir, no Sir, 'twas not a Horn Sir—Only my 
Celia was a little diſdainful,but we are Friends agen Sir,and what then Sir# | 

Nem. Come, come, all Friends, were Town here I won'd forgive 
her, a litre Scorn in a pretty Woman, ſo it be not too much affected, is a | 
Charm to new Friendſhip; therefore let each Man take his Fair one by q| 
the hand, thus lay it to his Lips, and Swear a' whole Life's Conftancy — 
* St. 4, AsI will to my Aelle, though I haule Cats at Sea, or cry Small- 
coalz and'for him that upvraids her, Ill have more Bobs, than Demo- 
critus when he cry*'d Poor-Jack. There's more Pride in Diogenes, or un- | 
der a Puritan's Cap, than in a King's Crown. | | 

Nem. For my part, the Death of the Prince of Cleve, upon ſecond 
thoughts, has ſo truly wrought a change in me; as nothing elſe but a Mi- 
racle cou'd—For firſt I ſee, and loath my Debaucheries—Next, while I 
2m in Health, I am reſolv'd to give ſatisfaction to all I have wrong'd 3 "3 | 
and firſt to this Lady, whom I will make my Wife before all this Com- | 
pany eer we part—This, I hope, whenever I dye, will convince the | 
World of the Ingenuity of my Repentance, becauſe I had the power to 


go On 


| He well Repents that will not Sin, yet can, 
But Death-bed Sorrow rarely ſhews the Man. 


THE 


Fn 
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'T H E 


EPILOGUE. 


T Hat is this Wit which Cowley cou'd not name 2 


The rare Inducement to a perfet Fame, 

The Art of Nature curious in a Frame, 
Is it a Whig, a Trimmer, or a Tory, 
Or an Old Fop forgotten i the Story ? 
Tis Honour veil d in Honeſty's Diſguiſe, 
Or Celar like a Fencer m a Prize; © 
Tis Pindar's Ramble, Nature in Miſrule, 
A Politician aftid by a Fool. 
Tis all Variety that Arts can give, 
The Danaid's filling of a Leakey Steve : 
-The Valleys Sweets, and the diſtulling Spring, 
The brimming Bacchus that the Muſes bring, ( 
To drink. the Health-of England s Glortous King, 
A Stateſman thoughtful for a Clown revil'd, 
A Peſtle and a Mortar fer a Child. 
Tis a true Principle, but bardly ſhown, 
AR Artificial Sigh, a Virgins Groan, 
When the firſt mght her Lover layes ber op. 
Tis like a Laſs that Gads to gather May, 
'Fus like the Comedy you have to day, 

4 Bulling Gallant in a wanton Play. - 
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